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FOREWORD 


From eighteen previously published books of verse, 
of which twelve appeared in Collected Plays and Poems 
(1915), the contents of this volume have been chosen. 
My desire has been to offer in it all the poetic work 
by which I would be known—and only that. As 
I have subjected this to revision, the volume may in 
a double sense be considered a ‘ definitive’ edition. 

In arranging the poems chronology has not been 
observed. Such groupings have been made, merely, 
as would seem to give most pleasure to a catholic 
taste. With the plays the same method has been 
followed, though I should perhaps reinform my 
readers that ‘A Night in Avignon,’ ‘ Giorgione,’ and 
‘Porzia,’ which have not been placed together, present 
respectively an early, a middle, and a late—or decadent 


—phase of the Renaissance. 
CaLe Younc RIce. 
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Tr IN AVIGNON 


CHARACTERS 


Francesco PeTRARCA . . A Young Poet and Scholar 
GHERARDO : : i . His Brother, a Monk 

Leto, . ec . His Friend 

Orso E 5 : : . His Servant 

ees oe Ladies of light life in Avignon 


Maponna Laura 


A NIGHT IN AVIGNON 


Scene: 4 room in the chambers of PerRaRcA at Avignon. It 
opens on a loggia overlooking, on higher ground, the spired 
church of Santa Clara and the grey cloisters of a Carthusian 
monastery. Beyond lie the city walls under glamour of the 
blue Provengal night. 

The room, faintly frescoed, is lighted with many candles ; 
some glittering on a wine-table heavy with wines toward the 
right front. A door on the left leads to other rooms, and an 
arrased one opposite, down to the street. Bookshelves and a 

_writing-desk strewn with a lute and writings are also on the 
left ; a crimson couch 1s in the centre ; and garlands of myrtle 
and laurel deck the wine-table. 

GHERARDO, the monk, ts seated by the desk, following with 
severe looks the steps of PeTRARCA, who ts walking fevertshly 
to and fro. 


GHERARDO (after a pause). Listen. Another word, Francesco. 
PETRARCA. Aih ! 
| And then another—that will breed another. 
Guerarpo. Dote on this Laura still—if still you must : 
Woman ’s your destiny. 
But quench these lights and set away that wine. 
Perrarca. And to no other lips turn? hers denied me? 
Never, Gherardo !. 
GHERARDO. Virtue bids you. 
PETRARCA. Vainly ! 
I’ve borne until I will not . . . For it is 
Two years now since in the aisles 
Of Santa Clara yonder my heart first 
Went from me on mad wings. 
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Two years this April morning 

Since it fell fluttering before her feet . . . 

As she stood there beside our blessed Lady, 

Gowned as young Spring in green and violets! . . . 
Guerarvo. And these two years have been inviolate ; 

Your life as pure as hers, 

As virgin— 

Save for the songs you ’ve sung to her ; those songs 

This idle city echoes with. But now 
Perrarca. Now I will open all the gates to Pleasure ! 

To rosy Pleasure—warm, unspiritual, 

Ready to spring 

Into the arms of all 

Whom bloodless Virtue pales. 

For, of restraint and hoping, I have drunk 

But a vintage of tears ! 

And what has been my gain? 
GHERARDO. Her chastity. 
Prerrarca. A chastity unchallenged of desire— 

And therefore none ! 

Aih, none ! 

For, were it other ; 

Could I aver that once, that ever once 

Her lids had fallen low in fear of love, 

id bid the desert of my heart burn dry— 

‘To the last oasis— 

With resignation ! 

But never have they, never ! and I’m mad. 


[Pours out wine. 
Guerarpo, And you will seek to cure it with more 
madness ? 
To cast the devil of love out of your veins 
With other love and lower ? 


PETRARCA. Yes, yes, yes ! [Drinks. 
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With little Sancia’s ! 

Whose soul is a sweet sin ! 

Who lives but for this life and asks of Death 

Only a breath of time before he ends it, 

To tell three beads and fill her mouth with aves. 

Just for enough, she says, 

“To tell God that He made me ’—as He did. 
GHERARDO. And to blaspheme with, O obsessed man? 

[Has risen, flushed. 

But you will fail! For this vain revelry 

Will ease not. And I see all love is base— 

As say the Fathers— 


All! . . . and the body of woman 
Is vile from the beginning. 
PETRARCA. Monkish lies ! 


[Drinks again for courage. 
‘The body of woman’s born of bliss and beauty. 
Only one thing is fairer—that’s her soul. 

Guerarpo. And is that Word which says thou shalt not look 
Upon another’s wife a monkish lie? [ Silence. 
Your Laura is another’s. 

PETRARCA (torn). As I found, 

After my heart became a poison flame— 

Within me ! 

A fierce inquisitor against my peace ! 

After I followed her from Santa Clara, 

‘That mass-hour, 

To an escutcheoned door ! 

After and not before . . . And such another’s ! 

Ugo di Sade’s ! 

A beast whose sullen mind two thoughts would drain 5 
Whose breath is a poltroon’s ; 

Who is unkind. . . . I’ve seen her weep ;_ who loves 
Her not. . . . And yet the fane of song I frame her, 
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The love I burn on it, she laughs away. 


To hide her own? . . . I will not so believe. 
Guerarpo. Nor should you. 
PETRARCA, Yet you bid me quarry still 


‘The deeps of me to shrine her ? : 

And be Avignon’s laughter ? 

A mock, a titter on the tongue of geese 

‘That gad the city gates ? 

A type of fools that sigh while others kiss ? 
‘Francesco Petrarca ! 

Who never clasped his mistress—but in a sonnet ! 
Who fills empty canzone with his passion— 
But never her ears ! . 
Never !—though she was wed against her will 
To an unlettered boor out bartering— 

One whom she well could leave!’ . 

Ill not, Gherardo! . . . Sonnets ? 


[Tears several from desk. 
Vainjcall hate 4 [Casts them away. 


But Lello comes ! and brings me Sancia ! 

Filippa ! merry Filippa and Sancia ! 

Well drink !—wine of Rocella ! 

Wine of the Rhine! Bielna! San Porciano !— 


And kiss ! [Throws back his head. 


Kiss with the lips of life and not of . . . 
[4 knell has begun to beat from the church without. 
hears it, and, awed, sinks, crossing himself, to the couch. 


[GHERARDO, exalted, shudders. 


GHERARDO. It is the knell of Matteo Banista, 
Whose soul is gone for its licentious days 


Upon steep purgatory. [Prepares to go. 
Your sin be on you. . . and it will. 
Perrarca (fearful). No! .. Janode | [pSvater aa 


But hear, Gherardo, hear ! [His words come stifled. 
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There in the cloister have you peace—in prayer ? 

In visions—penances? ... 

Swear that you have ! swear tome! once! .. . butonce ! 

Engels c.. |. 

No, never! . . . never ! [He wipes his brow, 

While we are in the world the world’s in us. 

The Holy Church I own— 

Confess her Heaven’s queen ; 

But we are flesh and all things that are fair 

God made us to enjoy— 

Or, high in Paradise, we ’ll know but sorrow. 

You though would ban earth’s beauty, 

Even the torch of Glory 

That kindled Italy once and led great Greece— 

The torch of Plato, Homer, Virgil, all 

The sacred bards and sages, pagan-born ! 

I love them ! they are divine ! 

wmndisouto-nights. 2 5). 3... [Voices approach. 

They ! it is Lello! Lello! Sancia ! 
[Hears a lute and laughter below, then a call,‘ Sing, Sancia? ; 
then SANCIA singing : 


To the maids of Saint Remy 
All the gallants go for pleasure ; 
To the maids of Saint Remy— 
Tripping to love’s measure ! 


To the dames of Avignon 
All the masters go for wiving ; 
To the dames of Avignon— 
That shall be their shriving ! 


[He goes to the loggia as they gaily applaud. Then Leto 


cries: 
Letto. Ho-ho! Petrarca! Pagan! are you in? 
What ! are you, sonnet-monger ? 
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PETRARCA. Ai, ai, aih ! 
[Motions GHERARDO—Wwho goes. 
Letto. Come then! Your door is locked ! down ! let usin ! 
[ Rattles it. 
Perrarca. No, ribald! hold! the key is on the sill ! 
Look for it and ascend ! [Orso enters. 
Stay, here is Orso ! 
[The old servant goes through and down the stairs to meet 
them. In a moment the tramp of feet is heard and they 
enter—LELLO between them—singing : 


Guelph ! Guelph ! and Ghibbeline ! 
Ehyo ! ninni! onni ! dnz ! 

I went fishing on All Saints’ Day 
And—caught but human bones ! 


I went fishing on All Saints’ Day. 

The Rhone ran swift, the wind blew black ! 
I went fishing on All Saints’ Day 
But my love called me back ! 


She called me back and she kissed my lips— 
Oh, my lips! Oh, onni ! dnz ! 
‘ Better take life than death,’ said she, 
‘ Better take love than—bones !. bones ! 
[Sancta kisses PETRARCA, 
Better take love than bones.’ 


[They scatter with glee and PETRARCA seizes SANCIA to him, 
Perrarca., Yes, little Sancia ! and you, my friends ! 
Warin love is better, better ! 
And braver! Come, Lello ! give me your hand ! 
And you, Filippa! No, Ill have your lips ! 
SANCIA (interposing). Or—less? One at a time, Messer Pe- 
trarca ! 
You learn too fast. Mine only for to-night. 
Perrarca. And for a thousand nights, Sancia, fair one ! 
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Sancta. You hear him? Santa Madonna! pour us wine, 
To pledge him in ! 
PETRARCA, ‘The tankards bubble over ! 
[They go to the table. 
And see, they are wreathed of April, 
With loving myrtle and laurel intertwined. 
Well hold symposium, as bacchanals ! 
Sancra, And that is—what? some dull and silly show 
Out of your sallow books ? 
PETRARCA. ‘Those books were writ 
With ink of the gods, my Sancia, upon 
Papyri of the stars ! 


SANCIA. And—long ago? 
Ha ! long ago? 
PETRARCA. Returnless centuries. 


Sancra (contemptuously). Who loves the past, loves mummies 
and their dust— 
And he shall mould ! 
Who loves the future loves what may not be, 
And feeds on fear. 
Only one flower has Time—its name is Now ! 
Come, pluck it! pluck it ! 


LELLo, Brava, maid ! the Now ! 
Sancta (dancing). Come, pluck it ! pluck it ! 
PETRARCA. By my soul, I will! = [Seexes her again. 


It grows upon these lips—and if to-night 
They leant out over the brink of Hell, I would. 
[She breaks from him. 
Firrppa. Enough! the wine ! the wine ! 
SANCIA. O ever-thirsty 
And ever-thrifty Pippa! Well, pour out ! 
[She lifts a brimming cup. 
Well drink to Messer Petrarca— 
Who’s weary of his bed-mate, Solitude. 
B 
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May he long revel in the courts of Venus ! 
Aut (drinking). Aih, long ! 
PETRARCA, As long as Sancia enchants them ! 
Firrppa. Id trust him not, Sancia. Put him to oath. 
Sancra. And, to the rack, if faithless? This Filippa ! 
Messer Petrarca, should she not be made 
High Jurisconsult to our lord, the Devil, 
Whose breath of life is oaths? . . . 
But, swear it! . . . by the Saints ! 
Who were great sinners all ! 
And by the bones of every monk or nun 
Who ever darkened the world ! 
LELLo. Or ever shall ! [4 pause. 
Perrarca, Ill swear your eyes are singing 
Under the shadow of your hair, mad Sancia, 
Like nightingales in the wood. 
SANCIA, Pah ! Messer Poet. . . 
Such words as those you vent without an end— 
To the Lady Laura ! 
PETRARCA. Stop ! [Grows pale. 
Not her name—here ! 
[AU have sat down ; he rises. 
Sancia. O-ho! this air will soil it? and it might 
Not sound so sweet in sonnets ever after ? 
[To the rest—rising : 
Shall we depart, that he may still indite them ? 
‘To Laura—On the Vanity of Passion’ ? 
‘To Laura—Unrelenting’ ? 
‘To Laura—Whose Departing Darkens the Sky’? 
[ Laughs. 
‘To Laura—Who Deigns Not a Single Tear’ ? 
[Orso enters. 
Shall we depart ? 
LELLO. Peace ! Sancia. 
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SANCIA, Ah-ha ! [Moves away. 
Perrarca (still tensely—to Orso). Speak. 

Orso, Sir, you are desired. 

PETRARCA, By whom? 

Orso. Her veil 


Was lifted and she told me: 
Therefore I say it out—Madonna Laura. 
[AU stare, amazed. Silence. 
Perrarca (Aoarsely). What lie is this ! 
Orso. I am too old to lie. 
Sancta (/aughing). Who was the goddess that his books tell of, 
‘The cold one so long chaste, but who at last 
Letio. Be silent, Sancia! Francesco... what? 
Perrarca (to Orso). Lead Monna Laura here— 
[Orso goes. 


If it is she! . 
But you, my friends, must know how strange this 1s, 
And how—! >... I have no words! ... 


Wait me, I pray you, yonder, in that chamber. 
[They go, left, Sancta shrugging. Then Orso brings 
Laura, whom Perrarca is helpless to greet, and who 
falters—then with determination, comes down. 


Laura. Messer Petrarca, . . . I have been impelled 
To come . . . and as the purest should, boldly, 
With lifted veil, to say ... 

PETRARCA, Lady ! 

Laura. To say— 


With gratitude I cannot give another . 
For life to a woman is but resignation, 
And that at last is shame. . . 
PETRARCA. Atilast 2. ‘shame 
Laura. ‘To say—Love is to us as light to the lilies 
That lean by Mont Ventoux : 


The love of one pure man for one pure woman. 
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Perrarca (dazed). Lady!.. 
Laura. Yes, and—I ’ve been unkind to you. 

Ungentle ever. [Shakes her head. 

But there’s no other way sometimes for those 

Who would be wholly true. 

And yet . . . do I owe any truth to Azm? 

Perrarca. “lo—Ugo di Sade? 
Laura (bitterly). Who is called my husband ? 

How I was bound to him, you know ! and how 

I ’ve dwelt and have endured more than his bursts 

Of burning cruelty. For still, 1 thought, 

He is my husband ! 

And still—He is my husband! .. . 

But now no more I think it—oh ! no more ! 

Too visible it is 

That he belongs to any—who sell love. 

So I may innocently say to you 

Who for two years have sung my name and suffered, 

Yet never once have turned unto another— 

[PETRARCA pales. 

I well may say... [Stopped by his manner. 

There ’s something that you. . . Ah! 

[Sees, stricken, his grief and shame. Then her glance goes 
round the room and falls on the wine-table. . . . Then 
Sancia 1s heard within: 

Sancia. Well, well, Messer Petrarca! How long will 

You shut us in this dark—that is as black 

As old Pope John the twenty-second’s soul ? 

A pretty festa, this ! 

PETRARCA (brokenly). Merciless God ! 
[Falls abased before Laura’s look, tortured with remorse. 

O lady, what have I done beyond repair! . . 

[She gathers her veil. 

What have I lost within this gulf of shame ! 
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For a paltry pleasure have I sold my dream, 
Whose pinions would have lifted you at last ? 


Laura (very pale). 1 did not know, Messer Petrarca, you 


Had friends awaiting. [Pauses numbly. 

I came to-night, as first I would have said, 

With holy gratitude— 

For a love I thought you gave ; 

With gratitude that honour well could speak, 

I thought, and yet be honour ; 

With gratitude forgetful of all else . . . 

And trusting . . . But no matter : 

All trust shall be embalmed and laid away. 

I go with pity ; seeing 

My husband—is even as other men. 
[She passes to the door and out: PETRARCA moans. Then 
LELLO enters and comes to him anxiously. 


-Letio. Francesco ! 
~ PETRARCA. Lello! Lello! Have I dreamed? [Dazed. 


[ Rising, with angutsh. 
Did Laura come to me out of the night— 
Come as the first voice breaking beyond death 
To one despairing? . 
And was I lifted up to Heaven’s dawn? 


Pe CNET Sos [ Reels. 
Godan! falling-. - --? shall'T ever... 

Down this... ?... My friend stay with me! 

No, go . . . and take them with you—Sancia—all! . . 

I have slain the Spring for ever ! 

The green of the whole fair world! ... O Laura ! Laura ! 


[Sinks down on the couch and buries his face in his arms. 


LELLO goes sorrowfully out. 
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DA OF CYPRUS 


« 


Renier Lusicnan . 


BERENGERE 


AMAURY . 


YOLANDA . 
CAMARIN . 
Virtia Pisani 
Moro 
Hassan 
Ha nit 
‘TREMITUS 
OLYMPIo . 
ALESSA 
Maca 
Civa 
Mauria . 
SMARDA 


Pierro 


—— 


Priests, Acolytes, etc. 


CHARACTERS 


A Descendant of the Lusignan Kings of Cyprus 

His Wife 

His Son, Commander of Famagouste under the 
Venetians 

The Ward of Berengere, betrothed to Amaury 

A Baron of Paphos, Guest in the Lusignan Castle 

A Venetian Lady, also a Guest 

A Priest 

Warden of the Castle 

His Son, a Boy 

A Physician 

A Greek Boy, serving Amaury 


- Berengere’s Women 


Slave to Vittia 
In Vittia’s pay 


Time :—The Sixteenth Century 
Prace :-—The Island of Cyprus 


PORANIDA OF CYPRUS 
ACT I 


Scene: 4 dim hall, of blended Gothic and Saracenic styles, in the 
Lusignan Castle, on the island of Cyprus near Famagouste. 
Around the walls, above faint frescoes portraying the deliverance 
of ‘Ferusalem by the Crusaders, runs a frieze inlaid with the 
coats-of-arms of former Lusignan kings. On the left, and 
back, 1s a door hung with heavy damask, and in the wall 
opposite, another. Farther down on the right a few steps, 
whose railing supports a Greek vase with jasmine, lead through 
a chapel to the sleeping apartments. In the rear, on either 
side, are guled lattice windows, and in the centre an open 
grated door, looking upon a loggia, and, across the garden below, 
over the moonlit sea. Seats are placed about, and, forward, 
a divan with rich Turkish coverings. A table with a lighted 
cross-shaped candlestick 1s by the door, left ; and a lectern with 
a book on it, to the front, right. As the curtain rises, the 
Women, except Civa, lean wearily on the divan, and Haut 


near 1s singing dreamily : 


Ah, the balm, the balm, 
And ah, the blessing 

Of the deep fall of night 
And of confessing. 

Of the sick soul made white 
Of all distressing : 

Made white! . 

Ah, balm of night, 

And ah, the blessing ! 


[The music falls and all seem yielding to sleep. Suddenly 
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there are hoof-beats and sounds at the gates below. HAttr 
springs up. 


Hair. Alessa! Maga! Voices at the gates ! 
[All start up. 
Some one is come. 
ALESSA, Boy, Halil, who? 
HAL... Up, up ! 
Perhaps lord Renier—No : I will learn. 
[He runs to curtains and looks. 
It is Olympio ! Olympio ! 


From Famagouste and lord Amaury ! 


Maurta. Ah ! 
And coming here? 
Hatt. As he were lord of skies ! 
To lady Yolanda, by my lute ! 
Maca. Where is she ? 
Avessa. I do not know 3 perhaps, her chamber. 
Mauria. Stay : 
His word may be of the Saracens. 
Hatt (calling). Oho ! 


[He admits Otympio, who enters insolently down. All 
press round him gatly. 
Mauria. Well, what, Olympio, from Famagouste ? 
What tidings ? tell us. 


Maca, See, his sword ! 

OLympio. Stand off. 
Mauris. ‘The tidings, then, the tidings ! 

OLympio. None—for women. 


Maura. So-ho, my Cupid? None of the Saracens ? 
Of the squadron huddling yesterday for haven 
At Keryneia ? 

OLymptio. Who has told you ? 

Mauria. Who? 
A hundred galleys westing up the wind, 
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Scenting the shore, but timorous as hounds. 
A gale—and twenty down ! 
Maca. The rest are flown? 
Otympio. Ask Zeus, or ask, to-morrow, lord Amaury, 
Or, if he comes, to-night. To lady Yolanda 
I’m sent and not to tattle, silly, here. 
[He starts off, but is arrested by laughter within. It is 
Civa, who enters, holding up a parchment. 
Oh! Only Civa. [Starts again with Hatt. 
Civa. How, Olympio ! 
Stay you, and hear !—May never virgin love him ! 
Gone as a thistle ! (turns). 
Mavrta. Pouf ! (laughs). 
AvEssa (to Crva). Now what have you ? 
Civa. Verses! found in the garden. Secret verses ! 
On papyrus of Paphos. O, to read ! 
But you, Alessa ! 
- ALESSA (takes them). In the garden? 
CIVvA. By 
The fountain cypress, at the marble feet 
Of chaste Diana ! 
Maca. Where Sir Camarin 
And oft our lady ! 
Civa. Maga, will you prattle ? 
Read them to us, Alessa, read them ; come. 
They are of love ! 
Maaa. No, sorrow. 
Civa. Oh, as a nun 
You ever sigh for sorrow !—They are of love ! 
Of princes bursting through enchanted bounds 
To ladies prisoned in an ogre’s keep ! 
Then of the bridals !—Oh, they are of love ! 
Maca. No, Civa, no !—of sorrow ! see, her lips ! 
[She points to Atessa, who, reading, has paled. 


See, see ! 
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CIva. Alessa ! 
ALESSA. Maga—Civa—Ah ! 
[She tears the parchment. 
Mauria. What are you doing? 
ALESSA. They were writ—to her ! 
Mavurra. To her? to whom? what are you saying? Read! 
Read them to us. 


ALESSA. No. 
Maurta. ‘Then tell his name 
Who writes them, and to whom. 
ALESSA. I will not. 
Mauria. Then 


It is some guilt you hide !—And touching her 
You dote on—lady Yolanda ! 


ALESSA. Shame ! 

Mauria. Some guilt 
Of one, then, in this castle !—See, her lips 
Betray it is. 

Maca. No, Mauria ! no, no! (holds her) hush ! 


[Forms appear without. 
Mauria. Oh, loose me. 


Maca. ‘There, on the loggia! Hush, see— 
Our lady and Sir Camarin. 

Axessa (fearful). PCL Es: = 
‘They heard us, Maga ? 

Maca. No, but——— 

Maurta (to ALEssa). So? that mouse ? 


Avgssa. You know not, Mauria, what thing you say.— 
He ts troubling her ; be still. 
[Stepping out as BERENGERE enters. 
My lady? 
BERENGERE (unwillingly). Yes. 
It is time, now, for your lamps, 
And for your aves and for needed sleep. 
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But first I’d know if yet lord Renier—— 
[Sees Axxgssa’s face. 
Why are you pale? 
ALESSA. epee 
BERENGERE. So—and strange. 
ALESSA. We have 
But put away the distaff and the needle. 


CAMARIN enters. 


BreRENGERE. ‘The distaff and the needle—it may be. 
And yet you do not seem 


ALESSA. My lady 
BERENGERE. Go. 
And send me Hassan. [The women leave. 


Camarin—you saw ? 
‘They were not as their wont is. 
CAMARIN, To your eyes, 
My Berengere, that apprehension haunts. 
‘They were as ever. “Then be done with fear ! 
BERENGERE. I cannot. 
CaMARIN. To the abyss with it. “To-night 
Is ours—Renier tarries at Famagouste— 
Is ours for love and for a long delight ! 
BERENGERE. Whose end may be 


CAMARIN. Dawn and the dewy lark ! 
And passing of all presage from you. 
BERENGERE (s7f5). No: 


For think, Yolanda’s look when by the cypress 
We read the verses! And my dream that I 
Should with a cross—inscrutable is sleep !— 
Bring her deep bitterness. 

CaMARIN. Dreams are a brood 
Born of the night and not of destiny. 
She guesses not our guilt, and Renier 
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Clasps to his breast ambition as a bride— 
Ambition for Amaury. 

BERENGERE. None can say. 

He’s much with this Venetian, our guest, 
Though Venice gyves us more with tyranny 
Than would the Saracen. 

CaMARIN. But through this lady 

Of the Pisani, powerful in Venice, 

He hopes to lift again his dynasty 

Up from decay ; and to restore this island, 
This verdure-dream of the seas, unto his house. 
Tis clear, my Berengere ! 

BERENGERE. Then, her design ? 
And, the requital that entices her? [ Rises. 
Evil will come of it, to us some evil, 

Or to Yolanda and Amaury’s love.— 
But, there ; the women. 


CAMARIN. And too brief their stay. 
What signal for to-night ? 
BERENGERE. Be in the garden. 


Over the threshold yonder I will wave 

The candle-sign, when all are gone to sleep. 
Camarin. And with the beam I shall mount up to you 

Quicker than ecstasy. 


BERENGERE. I am as a leaf 
Before the wind and raging of your love. 
Go—go. 

CAMARIN. But to return unto your breast ! 


[He leaves her by the divan. 

[The women re-enter with silver lighted lamps; behind 

them are Hassan and the slave SMarpa. They wait for 
BERENGERE, who has stood silent, to speak. 

BERENGERE (/ooking up). Ah, you are come; I had forgotten. 
And it is time for sleep.—Hassan, the gates : 


ACT 1] YOLANDA OF CYPRUS 22 


Close them. 

Hassan. And chain them, lady ? 

BERENGERE. Wait no longer. 
Lord Renier will not come. 

Hassan. No word of him? 


BerencerE. None, though he yesterday left Nicosie 
With the priest Moro. 
Hassan. Lady—— 
BERENGERE. Wait no longer. 
Come, women, with your lamps and light the way. 
[The women go by the steps. BERENGERE follows. 
Hassan (staring after her). “The reason of this mood in her? 
the reason ? 
Something is vile. Lady Yolanda weeps 
In secret ; all for what? By God! the Paphian? 
Or she of Venice? (sees Smarpa) Now, slave! Scythian ! 
Why do you linger ? 


“SMARDA. I am bidden—(suarls) by 
My mistress. 
Hassan, Spa! Your mistress has, I think, 


Something of hell in her and has unpacked 
A portion in this castle. Is it so? 
Smarpa. My lady is of Venice. 


Hassan, Strike her, God. 
Her smirk admits it. 

SMARDA. Touch me not ! 

Hassan. Ill wring 


Your tongue out sudden, if it now has lies. 
What of your lady and lord Renier ? 
SMARDA. Of ! 


RENIER enters behind, with Moro. 


Hassan. Your lady and lord Renier, I say ! 
What do they purpose ? 
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SMARDA. Fool-born ! look around. 

Hassan. Not till—— 

SMARDA, Lord Renier, help. 

Hassan, What do you say? 

[Turns, and stares amazed. 

As fool) parm. 

RENIER. Where is my wife? 

Hassan. Why, she . 
This slave stung me to pry. 

RENIER. . Where is my wife? 


Hassan. A moment since she left—-the women with her. 
She asked for your return. 


RENIER. And wherefore did? 
Hassan, You jeer me. 

RENIER. Answer. 

Hassan. Have you not been gone ? 


Renter. Not—overfar. Where is Yolanda ?—Well ? 
No matter ; find my chamber till I come. 
Of my arrival, too, no word to any. 
[Hassan goes, confused. 
You, Moro, have deferred me ; now, I move. 
Whether it is suspicion eats in me, 
Mistrust and fret and doubt—of whom I say not, 
Or whether desire, and unsubduable, 
‘To see Amaury sceptred—I care not. [To SMarRpa, 
Slave, to your lady who awaits me, say 
I ’m here and now have chosen. 
Moro. Do not ! 
RENIER. Chosen, [SMarDA goes. 
None can be great who will not hush his heart 
To hold a sceptre, and Amaury must. 
He is Lusignan and his lineage 
Will drown in him Yolanda’s loveliness. 
Moro. It will not. 
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RENIER. Then at least I shall uncover 
What this Venetian hints. 

Moro. Sir ? 

RENIER. I must know. 

Moro. ’*Tis of your wife ?—Yolanda? 

RENIER Name them not. 
They ’ve shut me from their souls. 

Moro. My lord, not so ; 
But you repulse them. 

RENIER. When they pity. No, 


Something has gone from me or never was 
Within my breast. I love not—am unlovable. 
Amaury Is not so. 
And this Venetian, Vittia Pisani 

Moro. Distrust her ! 

RENIER. She has power. 

Moro. But not truth. 
And yesterday contemned a holy relic. 

Renrer. She loves Amaury, who when wed to her 
Will be the elected Governor of Cyprus. 
The throne, then, but a step. 

Moro. But all too great. 
And think ; Yolanda is to him as heaven : 
He will not yield her. 

RENIER. Then he must. And she, 
The Venetian, has ways to it—a secret 
To wrench her from his arms. 


Moro. Sir, she ? (startled). What secret? 
Renier. I know not, of some shame. 

Moro. Shame ! 

RENIER. Why does it whet you! 
Moro. I—am a priest—and shame 

RENIER. You show suspicions. 


[Virrra enters unnoted. 
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Of whom ?—Of whom, and what ? 


Virtia (lightly). My lord, of women. 
[RENIER starts and turns. 
So does the Holy Church instil him. [ Advances. 
RENIER. You 
Come softly, lady of Venice. 
VITTIA. Streets of sea 
In Venice teach us. 
RENIER. Of what women, then? 
My wife? Yolanda? 
Virtta. By the freedom due us, 


What matters it? In Venice our lords know 
‘That beauty has no master. 


RENIER. Has note. Ya 
‘That too has something hid, 
VirTia. Suspicious lord ! 


Yet Berengere Lusignan is his wife ! 
And soon Yolanda But for that I ’m here. 
You sent for me. 

RENIER (sz/len). I sent. 

VITTIA. ‘To say you ’ve chosen ? 
And offer me irrevocable aid 
To win Amaury ? 


RENIER. All is vain in me 
Before the fever for it. 
VITTIA. ‘Then, I shall. 


It must be done. My want is unafraid, 
Hourly I am expecting out of Venice 
Letters of power. 
And what to you I pledge is he shall be 
Ruler of Cyprus and these Mediterranean 
Blue seas that softly rock against its coast. 
‘That do I pledge . . . but more. 
RENIER. Of rule? .. . Then what? 
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Virria (going up to him). Of shame withheld—dishonour un- 


revealed, [As he recoils. 
Hush ! there are steps. [The slave re-enters. 
Smarda ? 
SMARDA (quickly). My lady ! 
VITTIA. Speak. 
SMARDA. I’ve erred; she’s not asleep. 
VITTIA. Who ?—Ah!_ Yolanda? 
SMARDA. Yes; she is coming ! 
RENIER. Ha ! 
ViITTIA. My lord | 
RENIER, I°ll stay,— 
Stay and confront her. ; 
ViITTIA. Ignorantly ? No. 
Renier. I Il question her. 
VITTIA. Blindly, and peril all ? 


Renrer. I will return. You put me off, and off. 

[By the loggia, with Moro, he goes; the slave slips out. 
YOLANDA enters, sadly, her gaze on the floor. She walks 
slowly, but becoming consctous starts, sees Virtia, and 
turns to withdraw, 

Virria. Your pardon—— 


YOLANDA. I can serve you? 

ViITTIA. If you seek 
‘The women, they are gone. 

YOLANDA. I do not seek them. 


VirtTia. Nor me? 
YOLANDA. Nor any.—Yet I would I might 


With seeking penetrate the labyrinth 
Of your intent. 


VITTIA. I thank you. And you shall, 
To-night—if you have love. 
YOLANDA. That thread were vain. 


Virtta. I say, if you have love. 


os 
* 
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YOLANDA. Of guile ? 

Virtia. Of her 
You hold as mother, and who is Amaury’s. 

YoranDa. Were it so simple, all designs that ever 
Laired in you would to my eyes have been as clear 
As shallows under Morpha’s crystal wave. 

Virtia. Unproven you speak so. 


YOLANDA. And proven would. 
Virria. If so, then—save her. 

YOLANDA. Who? ... from what? ... from whom? 
Virria (with irony). Is it not clear? 

YOLANDA, Save her? 

VITTIA. ‘The surety flies 


Out of your cheek and dead upon your heart : 
Yet you are innocent—oh innocent |— 


Over what brink she hangs ! 


YOLANDA. Over no brink. 
Virtra. But to her lord is constant ? 

YOLANDA (desperate). She is constant. 
Virtra. And to his bed is true? 

YOLANDA. ‘True. 

VITTIA. And this baron 


Of Paphos—Camarin—is but her friend, 
And deeply yours—as oft you feign to shield her ? 


Yoranpa. He is no more. 


VITTIA. Your heart belies your lips, 
Knows better than believing what you say. 
Yoranpa. Andifit does . . . (struggles) lord Renier knows 
nothing, 


And never must. I have misled his thought 
From her to me. ‘The danger thus may pass, 
‘The open shame. 

Sir Camarin departed, her release 

From the remorse and fettering will seem 
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Sweet as a vista into fairyland, 
For none would then betray her. 
VITTIA. None? 


YOLANDA. Your tone. . 


(Realising) The still insinuation ! You would do it ! 
‘This is the beast then of the labyrinth ! 
And this your heart is ! 


ViTTIA, No, not ever: no. 
But now, if you deny me. 
YOLANDA. Speak as a woman, 


If there is womanhood in you to speak. 
The name of Berengere Lusignan must 
Go clean unto the years, fair and unsullied. 
Nor must the bloody edge 
Of death fall on her from lord Renier’s sword, 
A death too ready if he but suspects. 
No, she is holy! . . 
And holy are my lips 
Remembering that they may call her mother ! 
All the bright world I breathe because of her, 
Laughter and roses, day-song of the sea, 
Not bitterness and loneliness and blight ! 
All the bright world,— 
Of voices dear as waking to the dead— 
Voices of love and tender earthly hopes— 
O, all the beauty I was once forbid ! 
For she it was 
Who lifted me, a lonely convent weed, 
A cloister thing unvisited of dew, 
Withering and untended and afar 
From the remembered ruin of my home, 
And here has planted me in happiness. 
Then, for her, all I am! 
VitTTIA. Or—hope to be? 


oy 
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Yoranpa, ‘The price, say, of your silence.—I am weary. 
Virtra. And would be rid of me? 


YOLANDA. The price, the price. 
Virria. It is (low and ashamed) that you renounce Amaury’s 
love. [A pause. 


Yoranpa, Amaury’s love? Ah! Would you indeed rend 
me 
Where not Eternity could heal the wound, 
Though all the River of God might be for balm ? 
Cruelty like to this you could not do! ~[Wazts a moment. 
A swallow on the battlements to-day 
Fell from the hawk : you soothed and set it free. 
This, then, you would not ! 
VitTia, Yies, 
YOLANDA, You cannot ! 
ViITTIA. "Y es! 
YOLANDA (wrung for a moment, then calm). 1 had forgotten, 
you are of Venice—Venice, 
Whose burdening is vast upon this land. 
Good-night. 
VITTIA. And you despise me ? 
YOLANDA. More I loathe 
‘That love of him has led your thought so low. [Is going. 
Virtia. Stay! If you leave and do not choose at once 
[Sounds are heard at the gates. 


Who’s that? . .. (starts). -Amaury? . . . You’ve 
expected him ? [The chains fall. 
Your purpose, then! Is it now to renounce 


And force him from you or to have nie breathe 
To Renier Lusignan the one word 

That will transmute his wrong to madness ? 

Say it! For centuries have stained these walls 
But never a wife ; never. 


Enter BERENGERE, 
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- YOLANDA. Mother? ... 
BERENGERE. Amaury 
Has spurred to us, Yolanda, from his post, 

And is below. But... what has befallen? 


[Looks from one to the other. 
Yoranpa. He comes here, mother ? 
BERENGERE. At once. 
YOLANDA (in dread). Ah! 
BERENGERE. Child? . 
Virtia (to YOLANDA). To-night 
Must be the end. 
YOLANDA. Go, go. 
BERENGERE (as VirTIA passes out). What thing is this? 
Yoranpa. Mother, I cannot have him—here—Amaury ! 
Defer him but a little—till to-morrow. 
I cannot see him now. 
BERENGERE. And for what reason? 
~ Yoranpa. Help meto think. Go to him, go, and say 
Some woman thing—that I am ill—that I 
Ah, say 


Am at confession—penance—that 

But anything ! 
BERENGERE. Yolanda ! 
YOLANDA. bays. =) -aNerises 

Too late. [Becomes rigid. 
BerENGERE. His step? 
YOLANDA, Oh, unmistakable ; 

Along the corridor. Go ! 

[The curtains are thrown back. 


Amaury (at the threshold). My Yolanda ! 


[Hastens down and takes her, passive, in his arms. BEREN- 
GERE goes. 
My, my Yolanda! ... [ Kisses her. 


To touch you is as triumph to the blood, 
Is as the boon of battle to the strong ! 
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Yoranpa. Amaury, no; release me and say why 
You come: The Saracens ? 
AMAURY. Not of them now ! 
[Bends back her head. 
But of some tribute incense to this beauty, 
Dear as the wind wafts from undying shrines 
Of mystery and myrrh ! 
I ’d have the eloquence of quickened moons 
Pouring upon the midnight magicly, 
To say all I have yearned, 
Now, with your head pillowed upon my breast ! 
Slow sullen speech, come to my soldier lips, 
Rough with command, and impotent of softness ! 
Come to my lips ! or fill so full my eyes 
That the unutterable shall seem as sweet 
To my Yolanda. But... how, how now? tears? 


[Lifts her face. 


Yoranpa. Amaury 


AMAURY. What have I done? ‘Too pronely pressed 
You to this coat of steel ? 

YOLANDA, No, no. 

AMAURY. My words, 
Or silence, then ? 

YOLANDA, Amaury, no, but sweet, 


Sweet as the roses of Damascus crushed, 
Your silence is! and sweeter than the dream 
Of April nightingale on ‘Troados, 
Or gushing by the springs of Chitria, 
Your every word of love! Yet—yet—ah, fold me, 
Within your arms oblivion and hold me, 
Fast to your being press me, and there bless me 
With the brave power of your manhood’s might. 
Amaury ! . 

AMAURY. This I cannot understand. 
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Yoranpa (freeing herself). Nothing —a folly — groundless 
frailty. 
Amaury. Youve been again at some old tale of sorrow, 
[Goes to the lectern. 
Pining along the pages of a book— 
This, telling of that Italy madonna 
Whose days were sad—I have forgotten how. 
Is it not so? 
YOLANDA. No, no. ‘The tears of women 
Come as the air and sighing of the night, 
We know not whence or why. 
AMAURY. Often, perhaps, 
I am not skilled to tell. But never these ! 
‘They are of trouble known. 
YOLANDA. Yet now forget them. 
Amaury. It will not leave my heart that somehow—how 
I cannot fathom—Camarin 


“Yoranpa (lightly, to stop him). No farther ! 
Amaury. ‘That Camarin of Paphos is their cause.— 
Tell me 
YOLANDA, Yes, that I love you ! 
AMAURY. Tell me 
YOLANDA. Love you ! 


As sea the sky ! and as the sky the wind ! 
And as the wind the forest! As the forest— 
What does the forest love, Amaury? I 
Can think of nothing ! 

AMauRY. Tell me then you have 
Never a moment of you yielded to him, 
That never he has touched too long this hand— 
Till evermore he must, even as I— 
Nor once into your eyes too deep has gazed | 
You falter ? darken? 


Y OLANDA. Would he never had come 
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Into these halls ! that it were beautiful, 
Holy to hate him as the Lost can hate. 
Amaury. But ’tis not? 


YOLANDA, God shall judge him. 

AMAURY. And not you ? 
Yoranpa. ‘Though he is weak, there is within him— 
AMAURY. That 


Which women trust ? and you? 
[BERENGERE enters. He turns to her. 
Mother ? 

BERENGERE. A runner, 

A soldier of your troop within the forts 

Has come with word. 
Amaury (starting). Mother ! 
BERENGERE. It is ill news? 

I ’ve seen that battle-light in you before. 

Where are the Saracens? you ride to-night 

Into their peril ? 


AMAURY. Come; come; the word ! 
BERENGERE. Only this token. 
AMAURY. A spur? aspur? (Takes it.) They 
then 
Are landing ? 
YOLANDA. How, Amaury ; and for what? 


Amaury. ‘The galleys of the Saracens have found 
Anchor and land to-night near Keryneia. 
My troops are ready and await me— 
So I must speed. 


Yoranpa (suddenly). 1 pray you, do not go, [ Trembling. 

Amaury. Yolanda ! 

YOLANDA, If I am left alone ! 

AMAURY. Yolanda ! 

YOLANDA (sinking to a seat). 1 meant it not—a breath of fear 
—forget— 


And go. 
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AMaurRY. I know you not to-night. Farewell. 

[He kisses her and hurries off... . A silence. 
BERENGERE. Yolanda 
YOLANDA. Mother, I will go to sleep. [She rises. 


BERENGERE. A change has come to you—a difference 
Drawn as a veil between us. 


YOLANDA. I am weary. 
BERENGERE. You love me? 
YOLANDA, As, O mother, I love him, 


With love impregnable to every ill, 
As Paradise is, 

BERENGERE. | ‘Then—— 

YOLANDA. I pray, no more. 
To-night I am flooded with a deeper tide 
‘Than yet has flowed into my life—and through it 
Sounds premonition : so I must have calm. 

[She embraces BERENGERE 3 goes slowly up steps and off. 
~ BERENGERE (chilled), What fear—if it is fear—has so unfixed her ? 
Is it suspicion? . . . hen I must not meet 
Him here to-night—or if to-night, no more. 

Her premonition !—and my dream that I 
Should with a cross bring her deep bitterness ! 
[Thinks a moment, then takes the crucifix from her neck. 
Had Renier but come, perhaps I might. . . 
[ Lays it on table. 
O were I dead this sinning would awake me!.. . 
And yet I care not (dully). . . . No, I will forget. 
[Goes firmly from door to door and looks out each. Then 
lifts, unnoting, the cross-shaped candlestick ; and waving it 
at the loggia, turns holding it before her. 
Soon he will come up from the cool, and touch 
Away my weakness with mad tenderness. 
Soon he will . . . Ah! 
[Has seen with terror the candlestick’s structure. 


fihecross!".. . Mydream!*.-... Yolanda! — [ Lets zt fall. 
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Mercy of God, move in me! . . . Sacrilege ! 
[Sinks feebly to the divan, and bows, overcome. 
Camarin (appearing after a pause on the loggia). My Berengere, 
a moment, and I come ! 
[Enters, locking the grating behind him. Then he hurries 
down and leans to lift her face. 
BERENGERE. No, no! nor ever, ever again, forever! [Shrinés. 
Go from me and behind leave no farewell. . . . 
Camarin. ‘This is—illusion. In the dew I’ve waited, 
And the night’s song of you is in my brain— 
A song that seems 
BERENGERE. Withhold from words. At last 
Fate is begun! See, with the cross it was 
I waved you hither. Leave me—let me pass 
Out of this sin—and to repentance—after. 
Camarin. I cannot, cannot ! 
BERENGERE. Pity, then, my fear. 
This moment were it known would end with murder, 
Or did it not, dishonour still would kill ! 
Leave, leave. 
CaMARIN, To-morrow, then; but not to-night ! 
[He goes behind and puts his arms around her. 
Give me your being once again, your beauty. 
For it I’m mad as bacchanals for wine. 
[YoLanpDA, entering on the balcony, hears, and would 
retreat, but sees RENIER come to the grating. 
Once more be to me all that woman may ! 
Let us again take rapture wings and rise 


Up to our world of love, guilt would unsphere. 
Let us live over days that passed as streams 
Limpid by lotus-banks unto the sea, 

Over all whispered nights that we have clasped 
Knowing the heights and all the deeps of passion ! 
But speak, and we shall be amid the stars. 
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[Renrer draws a dagger and leaves the grating. With a 
low cry YOLANDA staggers down: the Two rise, fearful. 
BERENGERE. Yolanda ! 


YOLANDA. Mother, mother! . . . Ah, his eyes ! 
Berencere. What brings you here—to spy upon me? 
YOLANDA. Listen ! . 
Think not of me—no, hush—but of the peril 
Arisen up. . . . Your husband ! 
CAMARIN. Renier ? 


Yoranpa. Yes, he too heard, at the grating. And unsheathed 
His dagger !—Ah ! ah! 
BERENGERE (weakly). What does she say ? 
Yoranpa. Find calmness, now, and some expedient. 
[She struggles to think. 
BERENGERE. JI cannot die. 
YOLANDA, No, no. 
_ BERENGERE. My flesh is weak, 
Is poor of courage—poverished by guilt, 
As all my soul is! But, Yolanda, you—— ! 
YoianpDa. Yes, something must be done—something, something. 
[CAMARIN goes to the curtains and returns, 
Berencere. ‘Theshame ... theshame . . . the shame! 
YOLANDA. ‘There yet is time. 
BERENGERE. You can preserve me! you are innocent. 
Yoranpa. Perhaps. Let me but think.—He came 


BERENGERE. You see? 
You see escape? a way from it! 
YOLANDA. Perhaps. 
He came after your words . . . He could not see 
Here in the dimness . . . but has only heard 
Sir Camarin.... 
BERENGERE. But if he did? 
YOLANDA. Goss. 


Up to your chamber and be as asleep. 
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There is a way—lI think—perhaps of a way. 
Go to your chamber ; for there yet may be 
Prevention ! 
BERENGERE. I—yes, yes. 
YOLANDA. There is a way. [BERENGERE goes. 
Strength now to walk it! strength unfaltering. 
Camarin. What do you purpose ? 
YOLANDA, Here to take her place, 
Here at the lowest of her destiny. 
Camarin. I do not understand. 
YOLANDA. But wholly shall. 
Clasp me within your arms ; he must believe 
That I and not his wife have been unhallowed, 
Your arms about me, though they burn ! and breathe me 
Thirst of unbounded love as unto her. 
[He clasps her, and they wait. 
Ah, it is he ! 
CaMARIN. No. 
YOLANDA. Yes, the words ; at once ! 
CaMaRIn (hoarsely). With all my body and soul-breath I love you, 
[RENIER enters with Moro. 
And all this night is ours for ecstasy. 
Kiss me with quenchless kisses, and embrace 
Me with your beauty, till 
[Youanpa with a cry, as of fear, looses herself, pretending 
to discover RENIER, who ts struck rigid. 


Moro. My lord, my lord! ... 
It is Yolanda. 
RENIER. ‘Then—— [The dagger falls from him. 


Why, then—Amaury ! 
[ YOLANDA, realising, stunned, sinks back to the divan. 


CURTAIN 


ACh id 
SEVERAL Days Have Exapsep 


Scene : The forecourt of the castle, beyond which is the garden and 
in the distance the mountains, under the deep tropical blue of 
morning. On the right the wall enclosing the castle grounds 
runs back and ts lost in the foltage of cypress, palm, orange ; it 
is pierced by an arched gate with lifted portcullis. On the left 
rises the dark front of the castle, its arabesqued doorway open. 
Across the rear a low arcaded screen of masonry, with an 
entrance to the right, separates the court from the garden. 
Before it a fountain, guarded by a statue of a Knight of St. 
Fohn, falls into a porphyry basin. By the castle door, to 
the front, and elsewhere, are stone seats. Hassan 1s standing 
moodily by the screen, left, looking toward the gate. He starts, 
hearing steps, and as the old leech VREMITUS enters, motions 
him silently into the castle; then muttering ‘the old blood- 
letter, stands as before, while Civa, Maca, and Mauria 
are heard in the garden, and enter gaily bearing water-jars 
to the fountain. Curva sees his look and breaks into twitting 
laughter. The other two join her. 


Crva. Look at him! Maga! Mauria! behold ! 
Was ever sight so sweet upon the world ? 
Is he not very Joy? 
Mavria (critically). Now, is he not? 
With the price of vinegar upon his face. [Au laugh. 
The price of vinegar ! who’ll buy !—Not I ! 
Not I! NotI! Not I! 
Hassan. Wench. 


39 


AO YOLANDA OF CYPRUS [AcT IL 


Civa. Verily ! 
And not a man! he has discovered it ! 
You’re not a man, Mauria! we were duped. 
a [Maura slaps her playfully. 
But see him now—a mummy of the Nile, 
Who died of choler ! 
Mavria. ‘hen, a care, Nes ll bites 
He’s been in the grave a long while and he’s hungry. 
A barley-loaf, quick, Maga ! 
Crva. To appease him ! 
But s-sh ! beware ! there ’s something of import. 
[They stop in mock awe before him. 
What does he think of ? 
Mavria. Sphinxes and the spheres. 
Crva. Or little ants and gnats that buzz about him. 
Mauria. And how to make them smart for sauciness. 


Civa. Or of Alessa ! 


Maca. No, no, Civa ! come ; 
Enough of teasing. 

CIVva. Of Alessa ! 

Maca. No. 


Your pitcher, come. He’s troubled by the tale 
Of lady Yolanda— 
And waits for lord Amaury from the battle. 
Crva. The—! heigh! heigh-o! awaits! la, la! he does? 
[Hassan starts at her tone. 
For lord Amaury ? does he so indeed ? 
Hassan. What do you know? Be silent. 
Civa. Ho! 


Hassan. Itch ! would 
You have lady Yolanda hear? She comes 
Now, as she has this morning thrice, to ask. 


[YOLANDA appears on the threshold with ALEssA. 
Lord Renier . . . remember, if she learns ! 
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[Civa flouts him, but goes to the fountain. The others 

follow, fill their jars, and, singing, return to the garden. 

Yoranpa then crosses to Hassan, who waits evasive. 
YOLANDA. My want is still the same—words are unneeded. 
dassan. ‘To know of lord Amaury ? 


Y OLANDA, Lord Amaury— 
He has not yet returned ? 

Hassan (/oathly). I have not seen him. 

YoLranpDa. Nor heard? 

HASSAN. Nothing. 

Y OLANDA. I cannot understand. 


[Goes to the gate, troubled. 

Hassan (/ow). Liar that I am to say it ! 
Y OLANDA. What can keep him? [ Returns. 

‘The Saracens we know were routed to 

Their vessels—all the Allah-crying horde. 

And lord Amaury—said the courier not ?— 

Rode in the battle as a seraph might 

To the Holy Sepulchre’s deliverance. 

And yet no word from him. 


HASSAN. Perhaps—with reason. 
[She looks at him quickly—he flushes. 
With reason! . . . knowing, lady, what, here, now, 
Is rumoured of a baron 
And lady Yolanda! . . . Pardon ! 
YOLANDA (slowly). Of a baron— 
And lady Yolanda. 
HASSAN. Yes: it is the women 


Who with their ears ever at secrecy 
Rumour it. But, lady, it is a lie? 
This Camarin, this prinker, 
Whose purse is daily loose to us . . . I curse him! 
His father . . . Well, my mother’s ten years dead, 
Stained, as you know— 

D 
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And flower-lips breathe innocent above her. 
But I'll avenge her doom. 
YOLANDA. On—whom ? 
Hassan (points castlewards). On him! 
So you, who do not hush this tale of you, 
Though it is truthless—hear : 
I have a stab for Camarin of Paphos 
Whenever he has lived—but say !—too long. 
Yoranpa (who has listened rigidly. After a pause). Come 
here . . . lookin my eyes, and—deeper . . . Shame ! 
[Quells him. 
Pity alone we owe to sin not blame. 
And they who love may stray, it seems, beyond 
All justice of our judging.— 
Is evil mad enchantment come upon 
The portals of this castle ? 
Hassan. I would serve you. 
Yoranpa. With murder? no. But if you would indeed, 
As oft you have : 


Hassan. Lady, I will. 
YOLANDA. Then watch 
‘The Venetian, and when Amaury comes 
Find meat once. What sound was that? ... A bugle? 


It is! it is! Alessa! (Overjoyed) Do you hear ? 
His troop! Amaury’s! Oh the silver chime ! 
Again I breathe, again ! 

My heart as a bird of May ! 


Amaury! ... Come! we’ll go to him! we’ll go! 
Before any within Lusignan ! 
ALESSA. Lady ! 


Yoranpa. At once! it rings again! again! we’ll go! 

Avessa. And tell him? 

YOLANDA. No! Warn him a fever’s here 
‘That he must fend his ear from. It will suffice. 
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And I again shall see him, hear him speak, 
Hang on his battle-story blessedly ! 


And you, Hassan . . . But why do you stand stone ? 
You know something. . . . He’s dead ! 
Hassan. No, lady, no. 
Yoranpa. Not? Ah,then! . . . Was that not his trumpet ? 


Hassan (after a struggle). No. 
And I will lie to you no longer ; 
‘Though for obedience it be or life ; 
And at lord Renier’s command. . . . It is 
Not true that lord Amaury from the battle 
Has not returned. 


YOLANDA. But he—you mean—is here ? 
[Stands motionless. 
Hassan. He came... on yesterday ... at dusk. Was 
led 


Up to his chamber . 
So much lord Renier who slipped him in 
Revealed, that I might guile you. 


A Essa (sharply). And you have? 

Hassan. Yes. 

ALESSA. Though you boasted love to me? 

Hassan. Now, woman ! 

Axrssa. Lady, I would have wed him—wed this toad ! 
[Stingingly. 

Who’d kill the Paphian, too ! 
Hassan. Yes ! 
ALESSA. Worm ! with dust ? 


Heeling away from him ? 
YOLANDA, Be still, be still. 
[Axessa turns to her. 
These words can wait on what may yet be helped. 
This may undo me! First of all I should 


Have seen Amaury! Now | 
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Hassan The Venetian ! 
[They start. Vurrta enters from the castle. 
Lady, I will go in, 


ALESSA. And I; to wait. [They go. 
YoLanpaA (suddenly). But I to see Amaury. 

ViITTIA. What?  [Szops. 
YOLANDA, To see, 


Vittia Visani, who withholds Amaury— 
~ Who came last night at dusk, as well you know. 
[They face, opposed. 
What have you told him ? 
VITTIA. Ha ! 
YOLANDA. Insolence, false 
And feigning! But no matter ; lies are brief. 
I'll go myself to him. 
Vitti. To be repelled ? 


BERENGERE enters. 


Yoranpa. If he could trust you—but he could not. 

Vitra. Knowing 
A Paphian ere this has fondled two ? 

Yoranpa. You hear, mother? (To Virria) Out of my way 


at once. 
BERENGERE, Stay,stay! Shehasnottold him! nothing! . 
ies, 


I too have been aware and kept you blind. 
For he was overworn, and still is, much. 
But now his wound—— 


YOLANDA. Wound ! he is wounded ? 
BERENGERE. He sleeps. 
Yoranpa. And is in danger—jeopardy ? 

BERENGERE. In none ; 


If the leech T’remitus has any skill ; 
And that you know. 
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YOLANDA. I thank ... Madonna... thee! 
[Virria laughs and goes. 
But you, mother, are come at last to say 
Your promises, broken two days, are kept ? 
You ’ve spoken ? won lord Renier to wisdom ? 
Pled him to silence which alone can save us? 
Dear mother ? 


BERENGERE. Do not call me so again. [Turns away. 
I have not—and I will not. 

YOLANDA. Oh ! 

BERENGERE. [reannots 

YoranDa. But can leave me so laden here within 
This gulf’s dishonour? Never! .. . So return 


And pledge him but to wait ! 

For this Venetian has now, I bode, 
Something of evil more, 

When once Amaury hears all that has passed. 


Return ! 
BERENGERE. I cannot. 
YOLANDA (stung). Then hear, hear me! I 


Am a woman too, and the woman wants, 

The beauty and ache and dream and glow and urge 
Of an unreckoned love, are mine as yours. 

I will not lose Amaury ; but will tell him 

Myself the truth. 

BERENGERE. ‘Then—I ’ll not stay for death, 
And wait for shame. But now with Camarin 
Will go from here. 

YOLANDA. Mother ! 

BERENGERE. ‘To some retreat 
Away ! 

Yoranpa. Where still pursuit would follow ? even, 
I fear, Amaury’s ?— 

And overtake you though it were as far 
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As the sea foams, or past the sandy void 

Of stricken Africa? It would be vain. 

Vain, and I cannot have you. No, but listen 
[Breaks off, seeing Renier on the castle threshold. Hts 
look ts on her, but he comes down addressing BERENGERE. 

Renrer. She troubles you too much. 
BERENGERE. My lord? 
RENIER. Too much. 

You cherish her and reap unchastity 

For gratitude—unchastity against 

Our very son who was betrothed to her. 

Yet see her shameless. 

BERENGERE (du/ly). No; I think you wrong her. 
[YOLANDA moves apart. 
Renrer. Nobly you pity! But it will not veil her. 

Rather the convent and the crucifix, 

Matin and Vesper in a round remote, 

And senseless beads, for such.—But what more now 

Is she demanding ? 


BERENGERE. Little. 
RENIER. Not the means 
Still to deceive Amaury ? 
BERENGERE. Renier... no. [Speaks loathly. 


But I have a request that, if you grant, 
Will lead peace back to us . . . and from us draw 
This fang of fate. 

RENIER. Ah. 

BERENGERE. Yes: 

RENIER (s/owly). And we might be 
As those that wedded love? 

BERENGERE. Perhaps. 

RENIER. ‘That—love! [4 pause. 
‘Then it shall be, at once. . . . But no, I first 
Have a confession. 
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BERENGERE. You? 

RENIER. A pang !—For days, [Takes her hand. 
Before I found Yolanda on the breast. 
Of Camarin of Paphos 
I suffered in the furnace of suspicion, 
The fume and suffocation of the thought 
That you were the guilty one—you my own wife. 

[She recoils to YOLANDA, who comes up. 

I-did; but rue, rue it! . 


... Yet—it is just 
That you recoil even as now you do 
From stain upon your wedded constancy. . . . 
And time that is e’er-pitiful must pass 
Over it— 
Before there is forgiveness. And perhaps 
‘Then I shall win you as I never have.— 
Now the request. 


’ BERENGERE. That now . . . I cannot plead. 
[Sees Yotanpa harden. Is impelled. 
And yet I must. . . . It is that, till I bid, 
Amaury may not know of this . . . not know 


This trouble fallen from a night of evil 


Pitiless on us as a meteor’s ash. 
Renier. Not of it? he? not know? 
BERENGERE. ‘Trust to me. 
RENIER. How ! 
And to this wanton’s perfidy to bind 
Him witless to her—with a charm perhaps— 
Or, past releasing, with a philtre? She 
Whom now he holds pure as a spirit sped 
From immortality, or the fair fields 
Of the sun, to be his bride? 
YOLANDA. Sir, no! . . . She means 


Not I shall wed him! (Wénningly) Only that you spare 
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To separate us with this horror; that 
You trust me to dispel his love, to pall 

And chill his passion from me. For I crave 
Only one thing—innocence in his sight. 
Believe !—believe ! 

RENIER. I will—that you are mad. 
Yet madder I, if to this murk my brain 
Were blind. 

YOLANDA. As it will be, in deadlier dark, 

If now you do not hearken ! 

‘There may be destiny you cannot know. 

But you will heed? ... 

Somewhere within you there is tenderness. 

Once when you chafed in fever and I bore 

White orange blossoms dewy to your pillow 

You touched my hand gently, as might a father. 
[Caresses his. 

Once on the tower when alone at dusk : 

I sang—I know not why-——of lost delights, 

Of vanished roses that are ever recalling 

May to the world, you came and suddenly 

Lifted my brow up silent to your kiss. 

Ah, you remember ; you will hear me? 

RENIER. No: 
‘Though you are cunning.—Thus you wove the mesh 
About Amaury—till he could not move 
Beyond you. 

YOLANDA. For his sake I ask it. 

RENIER. For 
No sake but still to sway him with your eyes 
In secret, thus, and with 
Your hair that he believes an aureole 
Brought with you out of Heaven. 

BERENGERE, Again—wrong. 
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Renrer. So deem you, and, my Berengere, I grieve, 
Desiring much your peace. 

BERENGERE. It grieves you not. 

Renier. ‘Then not ! and half I fear—you hear ?—it should not. 
There ’s midnight in this thing and mystery. 
Does she not love—Camarin ? 


Youanpa (trembling). Say no more. 
Be all—all as you will. 
RENIER. ‘That brings you low : 


But brings to me no light—only again 
A stumbling in suspicion, 


YOLANDA, It should not. 
RENIER (with a sudden gleam). ‘Yo-morrow then, unless Amaury 
runs 


Fitting revenge through Camarin of Paphos, 
Your lover, you shall clasp him openly 
Before all of Lusignan. 


- YOLANDA. No; no, no! 
The thought of it is soil! . . . Rather . . . his death ! 
Renier. What, what? 
BERENGERE. My lord, she knows not what she says. 


‘The unaccustomed wind of these ill hours 
Has torn tranquillity from her and reason. 
— Yoranpa (realising). Yes, as she says—tranquillity and reason. 
[Strains to smile. 
These hours of ill ! 
RENIER. I ’ll send her Camarin. 
[Goes, looking steadfastly back. 
Yoranpa (turning, then, to BERENGERE). His mood and mien— 
that tremor in his throat, 
Unfaltering. I fear him. 
BERENGERE. Life is fear. 
No step was ever taken in the world 
But from a brink of danger, or in flight 
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From happiness whose air is ever sin. 
It sickens me. 


YOLANDA. Mother ! 

BERENGERE. Nothing ; a pain 
Here in my breast. 

YOLANDA. And it is all through him 


Who as a guest came pledged into this house 3 
Came with the chivalry and manly show 
Of reverence and grace, that he too well 
Has learnt in cunning lands and used to lure. 


[acT IL 


[ Sits. 


[CamarIn appears from garden. 


Ah, and he seeks us now, unwhelmed of it ! 
Ready of step, impassive, cold! And see— 


[Camarin bows forcedly. 


A flawless courtesy ! as of a king ! 

Can he not smile too on his handiwork ? 

Our days were merciful and he has made 

Each moment’s beat a blow upon the breast. 

Honour was here and innocence lies now 

A sacrifice that pain cannot consume.— 
Camarin. Or death. 


YOLANDA, ‘Then have you not, unshameable ! 


A help for it or healing ? you who know 
So well the world and its unwonted ways ? 
A. man would have, a man. 


CAMARIN. And I am barren. 


My brain an arid waste under remorse. 
Only one thing it yields—the love of her 
My love has made unholy. 

YOLANDA. While to me 
The shame is left, and silence—no defence, 
When it is told Amaury, ‘See her you 
Blest with betrothal and the boon of faith, 
Chose as the planet-mate of your proud star ! 


BIR BsH hak «i Yad wo OS, 


COLUMBIA, MO. 
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While, in the battle, 
You with the weal of Cyprus on your brow 
Dared momently peril, 
We found her’ . . . Ah, the memory is fire ! 
I will not bear it. 
CaMARIN. ‘Then how? what? ... You must. 
‘Though for your suffering I am pitiful, 
You must ! [Takes her wrist. 


For to one thing, one only now I’m bent 
That Berengere be saved. 
BERENGERE. To-day . . . no more. 
CaMAaRIN. Suspicion and the peril-feet of shame 
I must keep from her still. 
YOLANDA. ‘Though driven over 
My heart they trample the lone flower of hope. 
[Shaking off his hand, then, unnaturally wrought up. 
And even now perhaps Amaury hears 
And turns away in horror ! 


CAMARIN. What? Come, come. 
Enough is here without 
YoLanDaA (as before). Ill go to him ! 


In spite of them ! go to his side and say 
That I am innocent—as the first dawn 


And dew of Eden! ... Yes! 

CAMARIN. A frenzy! Mere 
Folly ! you wander ! 

Yoranpa (suddenly). ‘That was anguish ? whose ? 


[Is hauntedly listening. 
Camarin. Amaury still is many leagues away— 
[Hassan appears. 
At Keryneia! Do you hear me? 
YOLANDA. Hassan ! 
[Is numb as he hurries down from the castle to her. A 
pause ; then her voice falls hoarsely. 
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I hear you, speak. His wounds I know. ‘The rest ! 
‘They ’ve told him ? 

Hassan. ‘The Venetian, who nursed him 

Last night, pouring his potions— 

She and lord Renier. “They broke his sleep. 

He listened to them as one in a grave. 

‘Then they besought of him 

Some oath against you, were they right: he would not. 
Now he has risen, 

Silent and pale and suffering ; in leash. 

He’s coming here. 

CaMARIN. Why, you are mad ! 

YOLANDA. Be still. 

Camarin. Amaury was not then delayed? is—here? 

[Voices are heard perturbed within the castle. Then 
AMaurRY, putting aside Renter and ‘Vremitus, followed 
by Virria and others, enters down. 

Amaury. I’ll not return unto my couch though twice 
‘These wounds and all your wants were urging it ! 
Yolanda ! my Yolanda !—Never, never ! 

[Takes her to him. 
Until I prove you that a word against 
Her that I hold here in my arms is more 
To me than any peril. 


‘TREMITUS. But, sir—!... Aeih! 
My precious physic wasted ! 
AMAURY. Till I prove it ! 


Forhis.we my iY olanda |, 

You who are purity if Mary still 

Is mother of God and lighteth Paradise ! 
You in whose presence J am purged as one 
Bathing a thousand years in angel song ! 
They say, you, who are stainless to my eyes 
As is the sacring-bell to holy ears, 
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So undefiled even the perfect lily 

Pendent upon your breast fears to pollute it . 
Listen, they tell me you A fool, a fool 
Would know it unbelievable and laugh. 

Renter. As now a fool is doing? 

AMAURY. O sir, pardon. 
You are my father, and, I must believe, 
Mean well this monster breath’s unchastity, 
As does this lady (of Virr1a) who has gently nursed me. 
But you were tricked ; it was illusion swum 
Before your sleep. “Therefore my purpose is 
Now to forget it. 


‘TREMITUS. Aieh ! and to return 
Now to my drugs. 
RENIER. Stand off !—As dogs forget 


The lash in hunger of the wonted bone? = [ Laughs angrily. 
‘Amaury. A poison so incredible and dark 
You cannot duped inoculate me with. 
| ‘Trust in my veins makes of it but more love. 
| And to dispel your minds (goes to Camarin) Ill clasp his 
hand 
Whom you have so accused. 
‘Virrta. Oh do, my lord ! aie 
| [Smiles disdainfully. 
| And then embrace him in whose arms three nights 
| Ago she was embraced. 


| YoLanpDaA (fo her). Can you say so ! 

(Virtia. Yes, and will add 

“Amaury. Lady of Venice, nothing ! 
} 


| But this to all I answer !— 

There is my mother, see, 

Wounded with wonder of this plight, and pity. 
Yolanda has dwelt by her as the fawn 

By the white doe on mount Chionodes. 
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I would as soon believe that she had given 

Her holiness up to contamination 

As that Yolanda 
YOLANDA. Amaury, enough! ... I know! 


Amaury. As soon ! 
YOLANDA, Then . . . quell this delirium ! 
[4 pause. 
Out of your thought for ever let it fall, 
Hear no more of it, ever ! 
Be deaf to it as to a taunt of doom, 
In triple mail to every peaceless word, 
Granite against even its memory. 
Say that you will, and now!... 
RENIER. So that you may 
Allure him yet to wed you? 
AMAURY. Sir ! 
RENIER. She would. 
Yoranpa. No, no! But let him. . . . Then I will go far 
Away from here to any alien air, 
To lonely India, a lost sea-isle, 
To the last peak of arid Caucasus. 
Renter. With Camarin of Paphos ? 
YOLANDA, With whoever 
Your peace and this compelling pain. . . Ah no! 
Renigr. With him, with him, I say? .. . 
AMAURY. You drive and drain her. 
To me her words shall be—me and no other. 
So my Yolanda now dissolve the cling 
Of this invisible but heavy hydra ; 
I ’ve striven with it till no more I can. 
If any tare has been unseemly sown 
Upon the April vision of our love, 
Say it at once that I may rend and fling it 
Away from us. Say it ! 
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RENIER. Vainly implored.— 
Yet ask her this, If she three nights ago 
Amaury. I will not so insult her. 
‘TREMITUS. Aieh 
RENIER. Insult ? 
She knows what I would bid, and does she hurl 
Her soul in any disavowal ? 
AMAURY. I 
Will speak to her alone. Go, all of you, 
There to the fountain. 
YOLANDA, Yes, Amaury, then 
One searching of my face shall free your fear. 
Alone, alone. 


RENIER. Still to befool him ! 

YOLANDA (warningly). Choose ! 
I cannot suffer more of this. 

AMAURY. Nor I 


To breathe ever the burning of this mist 

Of anguish and insatiate accusal.— 

This wound upon my throat, fever it not 

With longer fire of doubt, Yolanda. 
YOLANDA. Ah! 
BERENGERE. I am not well. I will go to my chamber. 

[She passes into the castle. 

Renier. But I never until this guiler grants 

I found her in the arms of Camarin, 

Drinking the frenzied wine of passion 

He poured from his soul. 


AMAURY, Yolanda ? 

RENIER. She is silent ; 
Dumb to deny it. 

AMAURY. But she will, she will. 


You ’ve driven her with dread and awe. 


Virtia (lightly). And truth ? 
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Amaury. You’ve wounded her. But do not fear, Yolanda ; 
Fiercely disown. 
YOLANDA. Amaury. i). (it-1s true, 
[He staggers slowly back. 
No, no; I have not been faithless to you— 
Untrue even a moment 
To the divinity of love high-altared 
Here in my breast ! to the immutable 
Beauty of it! . . . look, look not on me so— 
As if I had struck, murdered a little child ! 
Or palsied one who put a hand to help me ; 
Or through eternity had desecrated, 
Vainly, virginity and trust and truth ! 
No, my Amaury! I... do you not see? 
[Hysterically. 
Not faithless, hear! it is not true! not true ! 
But only this 
CAMARIN. Yolanda ! 
YOLANDA. {—_.— 
CaMARIN. Yolanda ! 
[4 moment, then she sinks down, her face in her hands. 
Amaury groans; then starting goes fiercely to Hassan, 
and taking his sword recrosses trembling to CAMARIN. 
Amaury. ‘The day you first set step in Lusignan 
An image of the Magdalen within 
The chapel yonder fell—presaging this. 
Only your death, your death or mine, stands pale 
Between us now, awaiting silently. 
Draw, and at once. 


CaMARIN. Amaury, I will not. 
Amaury. Out, quickly. 
CAMARIN. Do your will. Ill put no more 


To the guilt I bear, or to the misery 


That guilt has brought upon you, 
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AMAURY. Coward ! 

CaMaRIN. Strike ! 

Amaury. You play a part! (Raves.) And but that you 
may live 


Still in the love that you a thief have stolen. 
So, with your steel ! 
CAMARIN. It stays within its sheath, 
Amaury. Then I will not be thwarted though I must 
Crush you as one a viper with his heel, 
‘Though I must take your leper throat into 
My hands and strangle life from it ! 
For the same sky you breathe I will not. 
The sun that falls upon you shall not foul 
My being— 
‘Though I must go down into hell for it. 
[He starts, frenzied, to strike, but suddenly staggers ; then 
clasps at his throat, drops the sword, and sinks down 


moaning. 
—Yoranpa. His wound ! 
_ Tremrrtus. Aeih, aeih ! at last. 
_ YOLANDA. Amaury! Oh! 


[Runs to him. He struggles to his feet. 
Amaury! Amaury ! 
AMAURY. Stand away from me. 
[She falls back ; he laughs in derision. 
I to believe her pure as my own mother ! 
Virtia. Had you but trusted me, Amaury. 


_ AMAURY. You? 


[ Looks long at her. 
Henceforth I will. 


| Virria. And wholly ? 
_ Amaory (significantly). Shere siiallido tt, 


[Starts into the castle. 


| YOLANDA (dauntedly). Amaury ! what is this? 


E 
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VITTIA. ‘That, ere a dawn, 
My fair Yolanda, you shall wed with him 
Your paramour of Paphos 

YOLANDA. Camarin ? 

Virrra. And from these gates be led wanton away. 
[YoLanpA, for a moment whelmed, tries to laugh scorn ; 
but, turning, her eye meets Renter’s full of suspicion. He 
follows AMAURY meaningly into the castle. 


CURTAIN 


INGA IUOI 
Tue Same Day 


ScENE: The hall and loggia of Act I; but toward sunset, and 
afar, on the flushed sea, are seen the fisher-boats returning 
pale-winged to shore. In the left distance, also, a portion of 
Famagouste is visible above the waves—its orient walls and 
towers, white domes and houses, interspersed with tall palms. 
The interior of the hall is the same ; only the divan is placed 
to the front and left, the lectern near the balcony leading to 
the sleeping apartments and to the chapel. SmMarva is 

| lying lithely on the divan, beguiled with her charms and 

amulets, and from time to time giving a low, sinuous laugh. 

Virtia enters, watches a moment, thoughtful, then advances. 


Virtia. Smarda 

| SMARDA (springing up). Lady . . . your slave ! 

| Virrta. I think you are, 
Think that you are—if ever the leopard yields. 

‘Smarpa. To you, lady? A-ha! let him refuse. 


Command ! 

|) Virrra. And you will heed it well; I fear not. 
But first I have thought of requital. 

| SMaRpDA (avidly). Ouie ! 


Virria. Those amulets you wear, of jade and sard— 
Smarpa (quickly dark). Are for revenge—to bring revenge ! 
ViTTIA. And from 
Your Scythian home, over the hated sea, 
They came with you. 


| SMARDA. Yes. 
| 59 


| 
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VITTIA. From the home whence you 
Were torn by the Moor who was your one-time master. 
Is it not so? 
SMARDA. The spirits strangle him ! 
[Works at the charms. 
Virria. Well, if I win to-night what is begun 
You shall not want, to-morrow, 
Gold for a weightier witchery upon him. 
[The slave’s eyes gleam. 
But listen, every sinew will be needed 
Still to achieve this wedding, though we have 
Camarin with us, willing. So I’ve learned 
A ship has come from Venice. 
SMARDA (quickly). Pietro? 
Virtia. Yes, Pietro, it must be, has arrived 
With papers that will help. 
SMARDA. Ha! Fortune’s touch ! 
Virtia. It is, but tardy. “Therefore I must have 
‘Them instantly. 
SMARDA. Ere he has time, lady, 
To vaunt his loves to any in Lusignan. 
Virtia. As, wooing dolt, he will. But see to it. 
I shall be in this place with lord Amaury, 
Whom I must . . . but no matter. 
He left me suddenly a season since 
Seeing his father look strangely upon 
His mother ; for lord Renier’s doubt I still 
Have been compelled to feed—to move Yolanda. 
Here in this place then I shall be, at need. 
[She goes engrossedly. 
SMARDA (recalling the pledge; evtlly). A-ha! ha-ha! ha-ha ! 
if she but win ! 
A talisman with might upon the Moor ! 
[Begins to dance—a charm held up before her. 
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If she but win ! a-ha! a curse on him ! 
[Whirls faster with a wild grace, swaying to and fro, and 
chanting softly the while, till suddenly a laugh in the corridor 
stops her, and Pierro ts heard through the curtains adoring 
Civa, who pushes him into the hall, then runs away laughing. 
Pierro (after her). Hold, fair one! Stay! You look on 


Pietro 
Of Venice! Pietro ! 
SMaRDA (to herself). A-ha... ha-ha! 
Pierro (turning). It is the slave! (Grandly) I greet you, 
slave. 
SMARDA, Greeting ! 


Pierro. I, Pietro, who, as you know, am sought 
By all the loveliest 
Attending on the lords and high of Venice. 
DMARDA, 90! . .. Sod 
PIETRO. ‘The gentle Pietro,’ they say. 
You may remember. 
SMARDA, So. 
PIETRO. ‘Proud Pietro !’ 
And then they sigh. 
SMARDA. So. 
PIETRO. : Then they weep and pine— 
‘For Pietro ’—until I must console them. 
SMaARDA (going to where he poses ; contemptuously). And for all 
this, O prince of paramours, 
My lady no doubt bade you to sail from Venice ? 
Pretro. Eh? 


 SMaARDA. Eh! And she will hear no doubt with love 


That you delay the powers of the Senate 
Sent in your keeping to her ? 
PIETRO. Slave! . . . (alarmed) the papers? 
Smarpa. With love and with delight ? since she awaits them ? 
With joy? When told your amorous mouthings yonder ¢ 
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Przrro. Slave,she must never! You shall take them to her ! 
[Fumbles for papers. 
In ‘to; herleas a quicklyal 
Dear slave, you will—and say, if she inquires 
‘That I was led astray 
By the little Cyprian with guiling eyes 
Who fell enamoured of me at the gate. 
SMARDA. Civa! 
PIETRO. The same! I sought to run away, 
[Szll searching. 
O slave, say to her, but I could not for— 
For—for a lady by the marble knight, 
That is, by the fountain, swooned, as I came in. 
And then 
SMARDA. Swooned ! 
PIETRO. As I came ! 
SMARDA (a-quiver). Beside the fountain ? 
Who? which? lady Yolanda? lady Berengere ? 


[He stares at her ardour. 


Did no one say? . . . My mistress must know this ! 
‘The papers, quickly ! 
PIETRO. Slave, you ! By my sins ! 


[She has sezzed them swiftly, and gone. He follows amazed. 
Then sunset begins without, crimson and far ; and AMAURY 
appears from the loggia, reckless and worn. Pausing, he 
looks about him, troubled. 
Amaury. Not here yet.... There is more in this than seems. 
[Goes to divan and sits. Vurria enters behind. 
More, Camarin of Paphos, than is clear ! 
[Starts up. 
And she must tell me! (Sees Vrrria.) Lady, you I mean. 
[Virria advances inquringly. 
What is beyond this shame upon Yolanda ? 
Virtia. My lord ? 
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AMAURY. What! It is moving in me clouded, 
Deeper than sight but pressing at my peace. 
My father’s look . . . you saw it ! 
VITTIA. Ah! 
AMAURY. And saw 
Fear in my mother ! 
VITTIA. Yes, implanted deep. 
Amaury. And did not wonder? 
Virria (sits). When I knew its source ? 


No need, my lord—though your pang too I marked— 
For, trust me, ere to-morrow all will cease— 
If you are firm. 
AMAURY. I? who know nought? In what? 
Virtra. ‘That do not ask, I pray. (Deftly) Another could 
Fitly reply, but [—— 
AMAURY. No other better ! 


Virtia. Then... it will cease, my lord— 


So as a flail of doubt it should not still 
Beat in you—when Yolanda 
Is wed with Camarin . . . no, do not speak ; 
The reason, for your sake, | must withhold. 
Amaury. ‘Though as under sirocco I am kept. [Szts. 
Sirocco! . . . It is unintelligible ! 
[ Rises. A pause. 
Yet you speak gently. 
VITTIA. No; unblushingly ! 
[He looks surprised. 
Unblushingly to one who knows—though by 
A chance—my love to him—my lowered love. 
[Turns away. 
And yet I cannot rue 
That he awaking sudden from the potion 
Surprised yearning and truth upon my lips. 
No, and I would that gentle words might be 
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As waters of enchantment on his grief.— 
But of Yolanda—— [ Rises. 
AMAURY. Still I love her, still ! 
Virtta (strainedly). As well she knows, so may refuse to wed 
With Camarin. 
AMAURY. She? 
VITTIA. Since you are Lusignan, 
Heir of a sceptred line, 
And yet may reach—the realm. 


Amaury (pierced). Which... do you mean, 
She hopes for ? 
VirTia. Were it folly to make sure? = [4 pause. 
Amaury. How? speak. 
VITTIA. Again unshameful? No; one thing 


Alone would serve you. “That I must not bring 
My tongue to falter. 
AMAURY. Be it so. 
VITTIA. And yet . 
[He has turned away. 
Yet I must bend to! and, my lord, I will ! 


Will . . . for you suffer ! 
Will, though indelicacy seem to soil 
Whatever bloom I boasted. [Goes to him. 
lemsathisn 
Toilet her’, . but: forito-dayeinin 
Think you . . . for she’s aware of my affection. . . 
Have chosen—to wed me. 
AMAURY. You ! 
VITTIA. For to-day. 
‘To-morrow I return to Venice, then 
Denial. 
Amaury (moved). Lady——? 
VITTIA. I will bear it. 


AMAURY. ... Thus?  [Strugegles. 
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Then it shall be. And grateful I will await 
The issue’s utterance. And stay, wear this— 
[Takes off a ring. 
From her dead father’s hand— 
As a proof to her of any tie soever. 
But now—for the sails make home along the sea— 
Now of my mother. 


VITTIA. More, my lord? [Smarpa glides in. 
AMAURY. This only. 
‘To-morrow when again she . . . Scythian ! 


[The slave ts gleaming strangely. 
Virtra. Smarda! what do you mean? why are you here? 
[Sees papers ; takes them. 
‘These—but not these alone have brought you. What? 
[Follows SMARDA’S eye. 
Of lord Amaury? 
SMARDA. Of his mother. 


Vira. How ! 


SmMaRpDA. She swooned of terror at the castle gate. 
She lies in danger. It was as she fled 
The lord of Lusignan. 
AMAURY. My father ? 
SMARDA. He 
And you are sought below, I heard it said : 
Some officer of Famagouste—and men. 
[Amaury turns, dazed, and goes. 
Virrta (through a surge of thoughts that have darkened her face). 
This is again fortune! . . . fortune! 


| SMARDA. Lady? 


Virtra. Yes, though an instant since it seemed disaster. 

Smarpa. And how? 

VITTIA. Yolanda does not know ? nothing ? 

Smarpa. Nothing. She was returning from the rocks, 
Where nest the windy gulls, [ Gloatingly. 
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As I came hither. I stole there at noon 
‘To see her suffer. 

VITTIA. ‘Then—I can compel her. 
She will come here. Go to the curtains, see. 
If she is near, the Paphian is in 
The bower by the cypress :. there, tell him, 
The loggia—at once... Ah! 


YOLANDA enters. 


YoLanDaA (fo herself). ‘ Ah’ indeed. 

[Her look of purpose changes to one of distrust. But she 
firmly fronts to Virrta, as the slave slips out. 

Vittia. My gratitude! I wished, and you are here. 

Yoranpa. And—for some reason of less honour—you. 

Virtia, I, a dear guest? fie ! 

YOLANDA. Would you were! . . . not one 
‘This never-before-envenomed air would banish. [ Slowly. 
One whose abiding 
‘These walls would loathe aloud—had they a tongue 
To utter. 

Vinnras Yet I may be mistress of them, 

Ere all is done—since still it is my purpose. 

Yoranpa. Gulfs wide as the hate of God for infamy 


Would lie preventing ; so there is no fear. [Szts 
Vittta. A prophecy ! 
YOLANDA. One deeper than disdain. 


Virtia, Or than your love of Camarin of Paphos! 
Yoranpa, Which you would feign, but cannot. 
VITTIA. Still, before 
Evening is done, you will become his wife. 
Yoranpa. If, ere it come, all under Lusignan 
Do not look scorn on Vittia Pisani. [ Rises. 
Virtra. What! how? 


YOLANDA. Plentiful scorn! (With joy) A thing may still 
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Be done to lift my hope out of this ruin ! 
To bring Amaury grateful to my feet ! 
And I will do it. 
VITTIA. Tell? ... . vowing him first 
To win his father’s lenience?. . . No... Isee! 
You will when she, the guilty, 
And this enamoured Paphian are fled ! 
[YOLANDA turns pale. 
When they are fled! ha . . . And it is too late. 
Yotanpa. ‘Too ? (stunned). Why is it too late? .. . 
You by a trick—some trick have— 


VirTta. Hindered? Little 
I needed. . . . Her wings are flightless. She is ill, 
Verging—go learn !—to death. 

YOLANDA. Ohulias. 

VITTIA. To the grave. 


And you alone, she knows, can put it far— 
Since she is numbed and drained 
Momently by the terror of her husband, 


Whose every pulse seems to her a suspicion. 


Yoranpa, And it is you . . . you who have urged again 
His doubt that would have sunk ! 
ViTTIA. It was enough 


Merely to sigh—and fear her innocence 
Can only seem simple as dew again 
If you wed freely Camarin of Paphos. 
Yoranpa. And that you could! though in her heart remorse 
‘Trampled and tore ! 
Though with the wounds of battle he you ‘love’ 
Is livid still. 
VITTIA. And grieves ?—Be comforted ! 
For Ae is—now security has come. 
[Shows the ring: Youanna falls back. 
As he is, do not fear. 
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YOLANDA. Amaury! ... Oh! 
My father’s gift—so desecrated ? So f— 
Ah, you are merciless ! 
ViTTia. Only aware 
How to compel your pity to my ends ; 
For you will spare his mother. 
YOLANDA. Yielding—still, 
And past all season of recovery ? 
Shattering love for ever at my feet ? 
No, you are duped. For empty, cold are the veins 
Now of submission in me ; numb and dead 
The pleading of it. And upon you, back, 
I cast the burden of your cruelty. [ Slowly. 
And—if she dies in terror of the lips 
Of Renier Lusignan—on your peace 
The guilt be ! 
VITTIA. Fa. 
YOLANDA, ‘The heaping mass of horror ! 
Virtia (moved). Liar, on her own; for she has sinned. 
YOLANDA. And suffered ! 
But you 
VITTIA. I say her own. I’ve done no crime. 
And you will wed him, 
YOLANDA. Or, . . . Venetian— 
Wed you to Remorse ! 


For there at the gates that guard your rest you hear 
Dim now the risen phantom cries of it, 

‘The presage beat of them like hungry hands 

Ready to fix on you ! 

All that I could to spare her I have done ; 

All that was duty and of love the most. 

But you it was who struck and kindled first 
Within lord Renier fire of suspicion. 

And you it is— 


ACT r] YOLANDA OF CYPRUS 69 


Since in the worst that live there yet is heaven |— 
Must null his doubt and ease the sobbing ebb 
And flood of her sick spirit ; you who must 
Go to his fear and with persuasion say 
That it is folly of him and of you 
So to suspect her, since in Camarin’s arms 
I—I was found. You will | 
VITTIA. And—then go pray? 
[Draws out the papers scornfully. 
Rather I ’ll bring you this :—Authority 
Sent me of Venice 
To make Amaury captain over Cyprus, 
Or to abase him even of Famagouste ; 
Which I will do— [Goes to her. 
Unless I have the pledge that you will wed, 
‘Though not to be his wife and free to leave him, 
This Paphian, 
And then from Lusignan with him will pass. 
[CAMARIN appears on loggta. 
And he has come now for your answer. 


YOLANDA. Here ! 
In league with you ! in this ! 
VITTIA. Most loyally ; 


And ready skilfully to disavow, 
With every force, your innocence—if you 
Attempt betrayal !— 
Enter, my lord of Paphos—I have spoken. 
[CAMARIN enters desperately. 
But she has pledged no further—though the life 
Of Berengere Lusignan fall for it, 
And though Amaury . . . But you may avail. 
[Moves off. Youranpa stands silently between them. 
Camarin looks at her, falters, then turns on Virtta. 
Camarin. As an anchorite covets, Venetian, 
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Immortal calm, I crave and covet this ! 
Yet... I will not entreat it of her further. 
Virtra. What ! 
Camarin. Fate may fall. I swore in dread, but will not ! 
Yoranpa (/ow). Madonna ! 
VITTIA. You refuse ? 
YOLANDA, He does. 
VITTIA. The whole? 
Yoranpa. Lady of Venice, yes ; for very shame ! 
[With deep joy. 
Bitterly though it be, he must, for shame ! 
For though he would waste the air of the world to keep 
The breath still in the veins 
Of her his love so wronged, 
He cannot ask me more than breast can bear— 
Knowing I have already borne for her 
Infection worse than fetid marshes send 
From Mesaoria— 
Have lost the sky of love that I had arched 
And all the stars of it. See, he is dumb !— 
He cannot. 
Camarin (coldly). Noj3 but to your heart I leave her 
And to your pity. 
YOLANDA. Say not pity to me ! 
[The word overwhelms her anew. 
Am I not needy, fain of it, and can 
Endurance ever dure ? 
What have I left . . 
Of joy to ripple in me or of light 
‘To sway me to forgetting—I to whom 
Dawn was enchanted incense once, and day, 
The least of earth, an ides of heaven bliss ? 
What have you left to me, 
Who shepherded each happy flock of waves 
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Running with silvery foaming there to shore, 

Who numbered the little leaves with laughing names 
Out of my love, 

And quickened the winds with quicker winds of hope, 
‘That now are spent . . . as summer waters, 
Leaving my breast a torrent’s barren bed? 
Pity and pity ? ever pity? No. 

; [Enter Hassan. 
A nun to pity I will be no more. 


But you, cruel Venetian . . . Ah, ah, 
Mother of God ! is there no gentleness \ 
In thee to move her and dissolve away 
This jeopardy congealing over us? [4 pause. 
Vittia. You see, none. 
YOLANDA. Ah for sceptre and for might 
‘Then to compel you ! 
Vitti. Still, there is none. 
“YOLANDA. None 414 


[Sinks to a seat in despair. 

Yet could I think ! 
Hassan. Lady Yolanda—— [ Advances. 
YOLANDA. Were 

My brain less weary ! 
Hassan. Lady Yolanda—— 
YOLANDA, Well? 
Hassan. ‘There is a means—-is a might . . . to compel her. 
Yoranpa. None, none. 
Hassan. If you will dare it. 
YOLANDA. Dare? = [ Rises. 
Hassan. Yes, lady. 
Yoranpa. And how? The fear I have is one that kills 

All others in me. Speak ! 
Hassan. hhens.aaveletime*but 

Seize her and shut her fast an hour within 
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The leprous keep, and she shall write whatever 
You order ; then upon a vessel quick 
Be sent to Venice whence she came. 


CAMARIN. Mad ! mad ! 
Venice would rise ! 
Hassan. And Cyprus, to be free |— 


But ’tis not, lady ! and lord Renier 
Shall have a letter of her guile and flight. 
Venture it, lady ! 
Yoranpa (after a long pause). If it can be done, 
It shall be. 
Hassan. Ah ! 
YOLANDA. And must be. 
‘ViITTIA. Fools, to me? 
[She stands defensive, as Hassan prepares to close in. 
Yoranpa. Quickly, and take her. 
Hassan. Now. 
CaMARIN (with sudden horror). No! ... . SatelesssGod# 
[His eyes are fixed on the balcony. All look, appalled. 
For slowly down the steps comes REn1ER following BEREN- 
GERE, whose eyes turn back in fluttering trance upon him. 
Yoranpa. Ah!... he will kill her! Stop, my iord! 
mother ! 
Lord Renier ! 
[Runs ; takes BERENGERE in her arms. 
She is cold, stony pale, 


And sinking! . . . Go away from her, go, go ! 

Renier. No... she shall tell me. 

YOLANDA. Mother! ... Tell you that | 
You are her murderer ? 

RENIER. The truth ! 

YOLANDA. ‘The truth ! 


[Laughs bitterly, and at a loss, as if amazed. Then, almost 
against her will— 
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It is suspicion ! is that mad suspicion 
That you have had of her. 
RENIER. | btaisee tise 
Yoranpa. And—all because I have these days delayed 
‘To wed with Camarin. 


RENIER. Delayed ? 
YOLANDA. Because 
I show befitting shame that I was here 
Found in his arms . . . when to Amaury 
I was betrothed ! 
RENIER. Power of— !—No ! 
YOLANDA. Because 


I grieve to leave Lusignan, this my home— 
Where I have dwelt as under tented love— 
Though I am bidden. 


RENIER. This can be ? 

BERENGERE (faintly). Yolanda ! 
“Renier. I say—only delayed? and you ? 
YOLANDA. NY ESsiyicc: 


Now I will wed him, heedless, wantless, wild. 
Send for the priest and for Amaury, for 
Laughter and lights and revelry—for all 
Within this castle. But first to her bed, 
And to tranquillity, 
She must be borne, she your cold violence 
Has driven here. . . . Alessa—Tremitus ! 
[They have entered. 
Lead her within. O mother ! piteous mother ! 
Ah, ‘it was ruthless, kindless ! 


RENIER, We shall see. 
[To Hassan. 
Bid Moro and Amaury.—As for her, 
I soon may come and seek forgiveness. 
BERENGERE. No! [Hassan goes. 


1p 
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My brain and breath! ... the pall . . . where am I 
.. . how 
Long must I lie! . . 
‘TREMITUS. She speaks to visions. So, 


So can the blood do—trick us utterly ! 
[He supports her—with A.rssa—slowly up steps and off. 
YOLANDA covers her eyes. Hassan returns with Moro, 
then, and with Amaury, whose look seeks Virtta. 
Yoranpa (as all stand silent). Speak, speak, and tell him ! 
RENIER. Yes, Amaury... you 
Are sent for to behold Yolanda wed, 
As you commanded, 
Here unto Camarin. Shame has till now 


Withheld her, but . . . what ails you? 
AMAURY. On ; go on. 
‘The sudden blood up to my wounds. 
RENIER. It has, 
I say, withheld her. But she now has chosen. 
Amaury. So; and... it is well. And here are all 
Her vows I ’ve kept— [Takes a packet from his breast. 
Vows and remembrances . . . I shall aspire— 


[Hands it ; she lets it fall. 
Aspire to loathe her not too much ; and then— 


To keep my sword from him that now she weds. 
[His voice breaks tonelessly. 
Come, let it be. 
YOLANDA. Amaury ! 
Amaury (angrily). Priest, be brief ! 
Moro (before them ; as CAMARIN takes YOLANDA’S hand). The 
Church invests me, and the powers of 
This island, here to make you man and wife. 
Be joined, ye who have sinned, 
In soul, peace and repentances for ever. 
[He signs the cross. YOLANDA stands dazed. A silence. 


ACT ur] YOLANDA OF CYPRUS 75 


Then a shuddering cry and all turn toward the balcony, 
where Axvessa bursts, pale and wild, and striving to speak. 
YoLanpa (with dread, awe, premonition). Alessa ! 


ALESSA. Lady Yolanda! you have wed him? 
YOLANDA (pausing). Yes. 

ALESSA. Lady Berengere is dead. 

YOLANDA. IN cl eect N OF 


[Chokes rebelhously. 
It cannot be! mother ! cannot ! awake her ! 
And tell her I have wed him! mother ! mother ! 
[Goes trembling, beliefiessly, up the balcony. A strange 
doubt seizes AMAURY. On the rest 1s silence, consternation, 


and fear. 


CURTAIN 


FOAL INNS 
Scene: The Chapel of the Castle—or Chapel of the Magdalen— 


a few hours later. It is of stone, low-arched, gloomy, and 
adorned with Byzantine mosaics of gaunt saints on back- 
grounds of gold. The altar is in the rear, and above it a large 
window, through which pours the still moon. In front of it, 
to either side, rise two pillars supporting the roof, and on one 
of them, half-way up, stands a stone image of the Magdalen. 
Forward are two other pillars whose bases form seats. The right 
wall has a large deor set midway and hung with heavy curtains. 
In the rear are smaller doors leading to a sacristy. The altar 
lamp and a few tapers burn. A.nssa enters, rubbing her eyes 
as if to clear them of utston, looks around, then calls uncertainly— 


Avessa. Good father! Father Moro! ... He is not here. 
[Rubs her eyes again. 
The dead are strange! I knew not of their power. 
It is as if her spirit still imprisoned 
Hovered beneath the pallor of her face 
And strove to speak. Good father ! [Enter Moro. 
Ah, you were 
There in the sacristy. 
Moro. Yes. Your desire? 
Axrssa. “The acolytes summoned from Famagouste 
To aid your rites before her burial 
Have come, and wait. 
Moro. Send hither two. 
[ Looks closely at her. 
ALESSA. At once. 
[Is going. He stops her. 
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Moro. Woman, this passes silence. There must be 
Some question. Do you understand this wedding ? 
The evil that has risen in this house ? 

Do you? 

ALESSA, I may not speak. 

Moro. And wherefore may not? 

Avgssa. I may not. It is best. 

Moro. As says Yolanda, 

Who was to-day impenetrable in all, 

And who, now, in a lofty grief above 

‘The misery that blasted her, seems calm, 

And answers only,— 

“God in His season soon, 

I trust, will open all; I cannot, now !’ . 

And yet by chance I heard 

Her darkly bid the Paphian be gone 
From here—without her. 

_ ALESSA. And he would not? 

Moro. No. 
Does she not see Amaury dangerous 
For truth—which you conceal t 

ALESSA. ‘The acolytes 


Are waiting. 
~ Moro. Go . . . But if this hour brings forth 
What you shall rue 


eh 


ALESSA. Father! [Goes quickly, troubled. 


Moro. In blindness still ! 
For Vittia Pisani, who alone 
Seems with these twain to share this mystery, 
Is silent to all importunity 
O Berengere Lusignan !— 
But my part ’s 
To pray and to prepare. (Listens.) ‘The acolytes. 


[Two enter, sleek, sanctimonious. 
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(To Them) Come here . . . You’re Serlio, 
Of the Ascension. You? 
2ND ACOLYTE. Hilarion, ~ 


From Santa Maria by the Templars’ well, 
Which God looks on with gratitude, father. 
For though we’re poor and are unworthy servants 
We’ve given willingly our widow’s mite. 
And now we. . 
Moro. You are summoned to this place 
For ministrations other than the tongue’s. 
Prepare that altar—masses for the dead. 
Hirarton. Man is as grass that withers ! 
Moro. Kindle all 
Its tapers. “The departed will be borne 
Hither for holy care and sacred rest. 
So do—then after 
Look to that image of the Magdalen, 
Once it has fallen. 
SERLIO. Domine, dirige ! 
[Moro goes. They put off cant and set to work. 
Hrarion (insolently, lighting a taper). We'll have good wine 
for this ! 
SERLIO. The Chian! Zum ! 
None’s like the Chian ! and to-morrow, meat ! 
Last week old Ugo died and we had pheasant. 
Hirarion. When we are priests we ll give no comforting 
To wife or maid—till we have sipped ! 
SERLIO. And supped ! 
Though on a Friday and the Pope be dead ! 
[Szlence. They work faster. 
Hirarron, There, itisdone. Nowtotheimage. [Mounts pillar. 
SERLIO. Well, 
Olympio, the cock who fetched us, said 
That image fell first on the day 
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HIvarion. Tchuck ! tchuck ! 

Better no breath about that lord of Paphos, 

Or any here. For till the dead are three 

Days gone, you know——1! But there’s the woman. 
Feign. [4s AxEssa re-enters ; hypocritically. 

The blessed dead ! in Purgatory may 

‘They briefly bide. 

SERLIO. Aye! aye! 

Axessa (still troubled). What say you? 

HILaRION. Ah! 

I lay that it is wiser never to foul 

‘The dead, even in thinking, 

For they may hear us, none can say, and once 
My mother saw a dead man who had gone 
Unshriven start up white and cry out loud 
When he was curst. 

SERLIO. O Lord ! 

- AveEssa (staring). No! .. . Well, such things 
‘There are perchance. And now they say that Venus, 
The Anadyomene, who once ruled this island, 

Is come again. . . . But you have finished? Soon 
‘They bring her body here. 

HiILaRIon. Now have I, now ! 

It will not totter again. [Descends. 

ALESSA. Would that it might 
Upon the head of- (catches herself ; calmly) You are 

awaited 
There in the sacristy. . . . The chant begins ! 
[The acolytes go. She grows more disquieted. 
Begins ! and lady Yolanda still awaits 
Heedless, though Lord Amaury’s desperate, 
As is the Paphian! ... They near! ... The curtains ! 
[Goes to door and draws them back. As she does so the chant 
swells louder. Then the cortége enters—Monro, the acolytes 
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with tapers; BERENGERE on a litter; AMAURY, RENIER, 
Virtia, the women, Hassan, and last Yotanpa. The 
litter, AMaury by it, comes to the altar ; the chanting ceases. 
Moro (as Amaury bows, shaken). No moan or any toil of grief 

be here 

Where we have brought her for sainted appeal. 

But in this holy place until the tomb 

Let her find rest. 


AMAURY. Set down the bier. [lt is placed. 
Moro. Lone rest ! 

‘Then bliss Afar for ever ! 
AMAURY (rises). Be it so! [Turning ; brokenly. 


But unto any, mother, who have brought you 
Low to this couch, be never ease again. 
‘To any who have put your life out, never ! 
But in them be-the burning that has seemed 
‘To shrivel you—whether with pain or fear ! 
And be appeaseless tears, 
Salt tears that rust the fountain of the heart. 
[Sinks to a seat. A pause. 


Moro. My son, relentless words. 


AMAURY (up again). To the relentless ! 
Moro. God hear you not ! 
AMAURY. ‘Then is He not my God. 


Moro. Enough, enough. (To the rest) But go and for her soul 
Freight all of you this tide of night with prayer. 
Amaury. Never ! 
Moro. I bid. 
AMAURY. And I forbid those who 
Have prized her not ! 
For though nought’s in the world but prayer may move, 
Still but the lips that loved her 
Should for her any sin beseeching lift. 
[ Looking at YOLANDA. 
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‘They and no other ! 


YOLANDA. It is well. 
AMAURY. Not one. 
Yoranpa. ‘Then, mother. [Goes to bier. 
AMAURY. That name again? 
YOLANDA. While I have breath. 
[Fixedly. 
Yes, though you hold me purgeless of that sin 
Only the pale archangels may endure 
‘Trembling to muse on ! 
Or though yon image of the Magdalen, 
Whose alabaster broke amid her tears 
And her torn hair, forbade me with a voice. 
And you, whose heart is shaken 
As in a tomb a taper’s flame, would know 
I speak with love. 
CAMARIN. Unswerving ! 
~ AMAURY. ‘Then, by Christ, 
And by the world that craves His blood, I think 
She, if she would, or you, could point to me, 
Or you, Vittia Pisani, 
The reason of this sudden piteous death 
Hard on the haunted flight before my father, 
Whose lips refuse. 
CaMARIN. She knows no shred of it. 
Amaury. You lie to say it. 
CaMARIN. Then will, still—if there 
Is need. 
AMAURY. Because you love her ? 


YOLANDA. Peace, peace, peace. 
Amaury. A hollow word for what had never being. 
Yoranpa. Look on her face and see. 


Amaury (at the bier). 
Where not oblivion the void of death 


Upon her face ! 
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Has hid away, or can, the agony 

Of her last terror—but it trembles still. 

I tell you, no. Grief was enough, but now 
‘Through it has risen mystery that chokes 

As a miasma from Iscariot’s tomb. 

And till this pall of doubt be rent away 

No earth shall fall and quicken with her dust ! 


But I will search her face . . . till it reveals. 
CAMARIN. He raves. 
AMAURY. Iscariot ! yes ! 
YOLANDA. Again, peace, peace ! 


Amaury. ‘That you may palter ! 
YOLANDA (gently). ‘That she may not grieve. 
[Goes again to hier. 
For—if her soul is near—it now is wrung. 
Near ! would it were to hear me and impart 
Its yearning and regret to us who live, 
Its dim unhappiness and hollow want. 
Yes, mother, were you now about us, vain, 
Invisible and without any voice 
To tell us of you ! 
Were you and now could hear through what of cold 
Or silence wrap you, oh, so humanly, 
And seeming but a veil— 


Then would you hear me say—-— [Suddenly aghast. 
Ah, God ! 
AMAURY. Yolanda ! 
[She starts back from the bier. 
Yolanda ! 
RENIER. Girl, what rends you ? 
YOLANDA, Saw you not? 


[Rushes to bier and shakes it. 
Mother ! you hear me? mother ! 
RENIER. Girl ! 
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YOLANDA, She breathes ! 


[Consternation. Some fall to their knees. 
Virtra, What? what? 


YOLANDA. Mother! Her breast! Mother ! 
She moves ! 

Amaury. God! God! 

YOLANDA. Stand off from her . . . Mother ! 

CAMARIN. Hereyes |. 
They open ! open ! 

YOLANDA, Mother ! . 

AMAURY. See ; her lips ! 


They strive to speak! Oh faintly, oh, so faint ! 
Can you not hear? 
BERENGERE. Yolanda ! 
YOLANDA. Mother ! 
BERENGERE. _. . Renier ! 
Renrer. Yes, yes? 
' BERENGERE. Yolanda 
RENIER, Speak ! 
BERENGERE. Christusaveeme i. iy Christ ! 
Yolanda’s innocent, and I. . . ’twas I. 
Amaury. What? what is it she says? 
BERENGERE. Camarin! Ah! 
[She shudders and dies, amid low-uttered awe. RENIER 
bends, lays his hand a moment on her breast, then, with a 
cry of rage, springs from her and draws, and rushes on 
CaMaRIN, who awaits him, desperate. 
Amaury (confused, as they engage). Yolanda; what is this? 
YOLANDA. Amaury, quick ! 
Compel lord Renier back ! he cannot live, 
You only could, against Camarin, now ! 
Wait not to question, but obey me ! if— 
You ever. ! (as he rushes in) Holy Magdalen, defend 
him ! [Renrer falls back. 
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Now, now defend him, if to chastity 
‘Thou ’rt vowed in heaven. 


ViTTIA. Fool! . . . Camarin, strike ! 
Yoranpa. He’s wounded ! 
CAMARIN. Oh! ..... .Berengere loyent “teachers! 


[He staggers and sinks back heavily toward the pillar. 
There is breathless, strained suspense. . Then the image 
above, unsettled and shaken by his fall, sways, totters, and 
crushes upon him. A cry, ‘The Magdalen!” goes up 


around. 
Hassan (hurrying to him ; after awe and silence). He's dead. 
ALESSA. ‘The Magdalen ! 
Hassan. No breath in him. 
[4 pause. 
Renter (/ow, harshly). Bear him without then ever from this 
place, 


‘That never more shall know a holy rite— 
And from these gates, I care not to what tomb. 
[To Amaury. 
‘Then shall you hear this mystery’s content, 
That still as a madness measures to your sight. 
Bear him without. 
[The limp body ts borne away. All follow but Amaury, 
YOLANDA, RENIER. 
Now you shall hear, with shame, 
But with exalted pride and happy tears ; 
‘Then come obliteration ! 
Speak, girl . . . Nobility 
Had never better title to its truth. 
[Kisses her hand and goes. 


Amaury. Yolanda! ... He? ... This reverence as to 
An angel? Speak ! 
YOLANDA. Amaury 


AMAURY. O pause not ! 
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Yoranpa. Then—to save her who’s dead—from death and 


shame, 
I took her place within the Paphian’s arms. 
Amavry. Oh!... . and by me, driven by me, bore this ? 


[ Overcome. 
Pure as the rills of Paradise, endured ? 


Yoranpa. For you—and her who sleeps forgiven there, 
[Raptly. 
Now while her spirit weightless overwings 
Night, to that Throne whose haven heals all shame ! 
For her I did ! but oh, for you, whose least 
Murmur to me is infinite with Spring, 
Whose smile is light, filling the air with dawn, 
Whose touch, wafture of immortality 
Unto my weariness ; and whose eyes, now, 
Are as the beams God lifted first, they tell us, 
Over the uncreated, 
In the far singing mother-dawn of the world !— 
Come with me then, but tearless, to her side. 
[They go to the bier and stand as in a dream. A pause ; 
then her lips move, last, as if inspired. 
While there is sin to sway the soul and sink it, 
Pity should be as strong as love or death ! 
[With a cry of joy he enfolds her, and they kneel, wrapped 
about with the clear moon. 
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Infinite passion and pain Ga 
of finite hearts that yearn. 


GIORGIONE . 


ARETINO 
‘TivTian 
Betuini 
GIGIA . 
and 


Isorra 


CHARACTERS 


A Young Painter 

A Dissolute Poet 

Another Painter 

The Former Master of Giorgione and Titian 
An Old Woman serving Giorgione 


GIORGIONE 


SCENE: 4 work-room of Giorcione at Venice, on the edge of the 
Lagoon in which le the Campo Santo and Murano. It is 
littered with brushes, canvases, casts, etc., and its walls are 
frescoed indiscriminately with saints and bacchantes, satyrs 
and Madonnas, on backgrounds religious or woodland. A 
door is on the right back ; and foliate Gothic windows, in the 
rear, reveal the magic water with its gliding gondolas. On a 
support toward the centre of the room ts a picture—covered— 
and not far from it, a couch. 

Late afternoon. 

GrorGiong, who has been sitting anguished on the couch, 
rises with determined bitterness. As he does so, BELLINI 
enters anxiously. 


Betuini. Gliorgione ! 
GrorGIonE (turning). It is you? 
BeELLInI. Your word came to me, 
In San Lazzario where | laboured late, 
And shakes my troubled heart. You will not do this ! 
GrorcioneE. Yes! 
BELLINI. How, my son ! her picture ! as a wanton’s | 
Grorcione. ‘Though it has been till now my adoration, 
The fairest of my dreams and the most holy ! 
Yes, by the virtue of all honest women, 
If such there be in Venice, 
I swear it shall be borne by ribald hands 
Through the very streets. 


BELLINI. My son ! 
91 
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GIORGIONE. A public thing ! | 
[Points to picture. 
Fit for the most lascivious ! who now 
Shall gaze on what I had beheld alone, 
On what was purer to me than the Virgin ! 
The very pimps and panders of the Piazza 
Shall if they will whet appetite upon it, 
And smack their losel lips. 


BELLINI. And to what end? 
Grorcione. Her shame ! 
BELLINI. The deeds of wounded pride and love 


Work not so, but fall back upon the doer— 
Or on some other. 

GIORGIONE. I care not ! 

BELLINI. Nor have, 
Ever, to heed me! as that Aretino, 
Who turns your praise to Titian, has told. 
For your wild will runs ever without curb, 
And I who reared you, as my very own, 
Must pay the fall. 

GIORGIONE. No! 

BELLINI. And the piety 
I would have won you to in the past days 
Is wasted. “(he Madonnas 
I painted with a heart inspired of Heaven 
You paint with pride. 

GIORGIONE, But with all gratitude ! 
Ah yes, believe me, 
And with a rich remembrance ! 
For scarce oblivion could wipe from me 
How as a wasted lad I came to Venice— 
Fleeing the plague that summer often sends— 
A miserable, patched, and pallid waif, 
With but an eye to see and hand to shape ! 
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You took me from the streets and taught me all 
The old can teach the young, until my name 
Is high in Venice—linked with that of Beauty :— 
*Giorgione ! our Giorgione !’ do they cry 
On the canals, the very gondoliers. 
And in a little while it should have glowed 
Immortal on the breast of Italy, 
As does Apelles on the page of Greece, 
For I was half-divine, until 
BE LLIn1. Until 
A girl whom you had fixed your heart upon 
With boundless folly, you who should have lived 
With but one passion—that of brain and brush—- 
Until she 
GIORGIONE. Say it ! 
BELLINI. This Isotta 
GIORGIONE. Ai! 
| Whom I had chosen over a hundred others 
To soar with ! 
To soar and then in wedded peace to prize ! 
This false Isotta, 
Whom in poverty 
I found, as you found me, and loved to madness, 
This fair Isotta, 
Whom I would have made 
All Venice to be a halo for—as were 
Cities of old for queens of sceptred love : 
Until she leaves, departs, forsakes me, goes 
Away, worthless away, from my true arms, 
With Luzzi, a lank boy. 
BELLINI. So. And most strange. 
Grorcione. No, nothing a woman does is ever strange | 
Will they not cloak a lie in innocence, 
A treachery in veiling soft caresses— 
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Though to the Mass unceasingly they fare 
And say like her their aves night and noon ? 
Have they a want that wantons not with guile, 
A tear that is not turgid with deceit ? 
Are not their passions blown by every wind ? 
Have they not all the straying heart of Helen ? 
‘Then why must I, 
Who had in me a hope 
That rivalled Raphael’s or Leonardo’s, 
Keep, cozened so, that I contemn her shame ? 
Bertini. Because she is a woman—whom you tempted, 
Though with all trust to wed her—and you know not 
Whether her going was of shamelessness. 
GrorGionE (laughing bitterly). Or whether she may not yet 
return, to-day, 
And with a heart that is a nymph’s, a soul 
That is a nun’s, beguile me back to doting ? 
Whether she may not—with a body God 
Might once, deceived, have moulded angels after— ? 
‘Then flaunt her thralling of me to the world, 
Whose ready lips should laugh wherever we went 
And whisper, ‘ Isotta, there! Giorgione’s mistress ! 
Who makes a mocking of him’? 
BELLINI. Never ! never ! 
Only your unrelenting brain would think it. 
For this I know of her, that though she has 
Deserted you for what must seem to be 
Only a new-found passion— 
Yet is she womanly, and did you give her, 
As now you mean, to avid lusting eyes, 
Life would be smitten from her. 
GIORGIONE. As it should ! 
Bertini. And then from you, repentant of her fate ? 
No, no, my son, I have not seen you rise, 
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A planet from the sea, the world’s first painter, 
To set in this : 
You owe my fathering more. 
And listen, I have brought to you a way 
Of laurels for forgetting. I have come 
With a commission from the Signoria, 
[Takes it from his breast. 
Which names you the chief glory of this city 
And votes you proud permission to adorn 
San Marco’s highest altar with your visions. 
Grorciong. And which I spurn, an insult in its pity ! 
[Flings it from him. 
As they shall learn—these silk and velvet Signors, 
Whose condescending ducats buy the dreams 
Of the immortal ! 
Or no!... 1 meant not that—to wound a kindness. 
Bexirni. Your ways have ever been the ways of wounding. 
'Grorcione. And to the end must be. (Broken/y) For now my 
hand 
Is palsied ! I can never paint again. 
Colour and shaping light turn in my soul 
To chaos and to blindness—to despair ! 
The brush I lift, to sterile pain more loth ! 
I yearn and impotence alone arises. 
That picture has dried beauty’s vein within me 
And left me... Ah!...Sheshall atone it! (Cad/s) Gigia ! 
Shameless she is and shall be seen so !—Gigia !— 
: [ Bitterly, 
Aretino, who is the tongue of lewdness, 


And Titian, who trips to it, may gloat, 
[Greta hobbles in. 


But they 
BeELLINI. Giorgione ! you have sent for them? 
GroraionE (to Gicta). Whoever seeks my door is bidden—all ! 
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Grcta. Yes, Messer Giorgio. 
GrorGione (as she delays). Go. 


Gicta. Before I speak ? 
Grorcrone. Of what? 
GicIA. How can I tell you, if I may 


Not speak? And you should hear. . . . (Crossing her- 
self) It is the plague. | 

A whisper is about 

That it has broken out at last in Venice. 
[GrorcionE, staring at her, trembles and seems slowly 
stricken—while his eyes fill as with some evil irrecoverable 


remembrance. 
Beuint (fearing for him). Giorgione ! 
GIORGIONE. Oh !-... 4) and'yet' 2 os" nothing . (hatdreaas 


‘That came to me last night—as if from death. 
Betuint. “Then, O my scn, it is a premonition, 
A pall against this purpose! that you may 
Not let these ribald two— 
Aretino, this poet and depraver, 
And ‘Titian snared within his pagan senses— 
Enter and gaze upon . . . O boy, you will not ! 
Despoil the picture, 
Scatter it to the seas, 
And vow never again to paint another, 
‘Though that would break my heart, but promise me—— 
[4 knocking interrupts, and a voice without calls lustily : 
Voice. ‘he gods of paint and passion ever gird us ! 
Where’s Messer Giorgione? Ho! Ho, ho! 
[Gict1a hurries out. 
GrorGIONnE (after a pause, calling). Aretino ! 
ARETINO. Ai, light of ladies’ eyes ! 
And with him a better! Shall we sing for entrance ? 
(Begins)—A wench I had, 


But where is she 
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A-ho ! 
Old Gigia, is it? ‘Then we come apace, 
[Enters leeringly with Trrtan. 
Like satyrs to the piping of Adonis ! [With trony. 
A health to you, O heaven-born of Venice! [To Betxint. 
And to you, glorious dauber of Madonnas ! 
But, bah ! the smell of melancholy! Come, 
What is it? ‘The tale is out about the maid ? 
And therefore tears ? [ Laughs. 
Well, by the lids of Venus, Giorgio, 
It serves you well—or Eve was not a woman ! 
‘There were too many ripe for your assay. 
Why, I believe that every damsel’s lips 
On the lagoons were pinched with longing for you ! 
Tirran. Or enough, at least, to send spleen, Giorgio, 
Into my eyes. 
GIORGIONE. They will no more, Titian. 
-Aretino. In sooth! for since one wench in all the world 
Prefers another, he will play the monk ! 
Since she, the amorous sun-kissed Isotta, 
Had charms too fair for one to satisfy ! 
And yet—to choose this Luzzi, 
This swaddling acolyte of Innocence, 
For her new light-o’-love ! to choose him out, 
When, for a whiff, she might have had my arms 
[GIoRGIONE quivers. 


O Titian, by the gods ! 
BELLInI. Avstina,!< 2s. 
Grorciongr. Stay, let him speak, my master, as he wills. 
Aretino. I say then, Seraph, of your amorosa, 

That she deceived me— 

That I thought her dreams 

Were chaster than the moon, or by my beard, 

Which is not born, I would have tricked her senses 
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Away from you . . . if lies and treachery 
And tempting honeyed verses could have done it ! 
For an Elysium like her warm round body 
I never looked upon. 
BELLINI. Aretino ! 
Grorctong. Peace! he shall speak ! for this is what should be. 
Aretino. Ai, Messer Bellini, and your age forgets 
That he is well consoled with the dear thought 
That her first joy was his. 
Bettini. AG Fons its 
ARETINO. And that vision— ! 
Why, I have peeped upon her face, no farther. 
But to have seen the beauty he has seen, 
The Aphrodite-dream of loveliness, 
I would have dared virginity’s last door. 
Grorcrong. ‘Then you shall see it. 


BELLINI. My son ! 

GIORGIONE. Yes, though I die ! 
AreEtino. How, what is this ? 

GIORGIONE (going to picture). Aretino, Titian— 


You are here, though there is less than love between us : 
For, pardon, if I say that you sometimes 
Have loathed my triumphs. 
‘TITIAN. ‘That is so, Giorgione. 
But with the brush I yet shall equal them. 
Grorcionr. You shall surpass them. For my last is done. 
Tirran. Come, do you jest? 
GIORGIONE. My last, and it is there ! 
[Points to picture. 
There, that you two whose tongues have been so busy 
About the streets with laughing and innuendo, 
From ear to ear with jest and cunning joy— 
You, Titian, a sycophant of Fame, 
And you, Aretino, who incarnate lust, 
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May know that Giorgione is above you. 

You coveted Isotta with your eyes, 

Now you shall have her as shall all the world ! 
[Flings the curtain back from the picture, then sinks to the 
couch, 

As they gaze on the unclothed form BE Lunt turns away, 
and doing so sees Isorra enter. She is pale and ill, but 
moves smilingly down toward GrorcionE, till, happening 
to see the picture, she gives a deep cry. 

GIORGIONE, springing to his feet, dazxedly beholds her. 

Berri (speechless till he sees Isorra’s pallor). Isotta! you 
are ill! . . . O would my breath 
Had never lasted to this evil hour—— ! 
Shall I not bring the leech? (When she does not answer ; 
to GiorGIonE) This price has pride ! 
[He goes: then Aretino and Virtan. The curtain falls 
back. 
Isorra (whose eyes have closed). “The flesh of women is their 
fate for ever ! 
My poor, poor body ! all I had to give 
So desecrated. 
GiorctonE (hoarsely). Why have you come here ? 
Isorra. ‘To see Messer Giorgione—who is brave. 
[Smiles as one shattered. 
To hear Messer Giorgione—who is gentle 
And honourable to women who are weak. 
To—heal Messer Giorgione—then to die ! 
Grorcrone. Rather to kill ! 
Isorra. Why, it may be. If love 
Still leads me, it were best that it be slain. 
Grorcionr. The love of a wanton? 
TsoTTra (slowly). Who beholds her body 
Given . . . to unabated eyes—yet lives ? 
_ I think it must be so. 
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GIORGIONE. Alluring lies ! 
Out of pale lips of treachery but lies ! 
You have returned to me, whom you have cursed 
With craving for you, 
With an immortal love, 
Because this lisping Luzzi, 
With whom you fled, weary of falsity, 
Has cast you off. 
Isorra (gently). Kind Luzzi ! 
GIORGIONE, Ah ! and blind? 
Not knowing that you now are here again, 
Where you disrobed to my adoring soul, 
But thinking that you wait him with fair eyes 
Of fond expectancy—as once for me? 
Believing that your breath is beating only 
With ecstasy for him ? 
Isorra. He is—but Luzzi ! 
Grorcionge. And I but Giorgione, smiling quean ! 
[She turns paler. 
But Giorgione, a vassal to your sway ¢ 
Back to your orgies ! and may Venus, goddess 
Of black adulteries, but not of love, 
Be with them! May your blood, that I believed 
Vestal to all but me, run vile with passions 
As any nymph’s of Bacchus ! 
May your body, 
That I have painted here, be to all time 
An image of soul-cheating chastity ! 
[His words have struck her down—and overwhelm him. 
Oh, I am lost, lost, lost for evermore. [Falls into a seat. 
Isorra (at length, from the couch, gathering strength). No, 1 have 
come for saving, Giorgione. 
Now I can speak—but there is little time. 


(Strangely) For Night is coming, 


HAC iCINS CULLCUR, 
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GrorctonE (startled to questioning). Isotta ? 
Isorra. The still Night, 
With Death’s dark Gondola to waft me over. 
[Then as he realises. 
Nay, stay, stay! leave me not. ‘There is no help. 
For it must be. . . . A voice Beyond has said it. 
And ere I drift out on the darkening ebb 
Grorcione. Isotta ! 
Isorra. Peace must be Giorgione’s too. 
Grorcioner. Speak—yet it cannot be—my heart is dead. 
Isorra, ‘Then it shall rise again.—O Giorgione, 
My lover once and lord, could you believe, 
Even though I went away from you and with 
Another, that unchastity could touch 
This body which had been holy to you? 
Grorcione. _Isotta ! 
Isorra. It is true that I deceived you, 
[With mystic fervour. 
True that I went away from you and wed 
Another 
GIORGIONE. Ah ! 
Isorra. And yet it was not Luzzi! [As he gazes. 
Do you not know? you who so oft have told 
On saintly walls the Magdalen’s sad tears ? 
Sin, sin had seized me ! 
Sin with you to whom 
I gave my body and soul unboundedly. 
We revelled in unwedded ecstasy, 
Laughed in our love over the starred lagoons. 
Sang till the lute was like a thing that lived, 
Danced happy as the fauns and nereids 
You often told me of— 
And clasped and kissed, 
Oh kissed—until I knew that but one way 
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Was left to save my soul, Giorgione, one— 
To wed me with the vows and veil to Christ. 
[Gazes at a crucifix. 
GrorcionE. Isotta ! 
Isorra. [am ‘His b» Ip fled tov! 
‘The Convent opened its grey arms to take me, 
Santa Cecilia of the Healing Heart, 
And Luzzi kindly led me to its door—- 
That you might so be foiled of following. 
And with long vigils, fasts and penances 
And prayers I sought oblivion of your face, 
Until this illness strangely fell upon me. 
I could not die until you, shriven too . 
Grorcione. Isotta! My Isotta ! 
[Falls penitent before her, weeping. 
Isorra (her heart eased). Peace, ‘at Wast: 
GroraionE (rising). Ah yes! and I am viler than the vilest ! 
For who remembers not that purity 
Is priceless, ends impoverished of honour. 
And yet . . . there is no wrong irreparable ! 
And you must live though all the angels die— 
Live and be loosed from vows too vainly breathed, 
‘That wedded we may win again delight ! 
Still I am Giorgione, and the sin 
That we have sinned shall be painted away 
With holy pictures . 
Isorra. Only the dead are holy, 
Or they who die, though living, to the world. 
[Sees the picture. 
And eyes have looked upon me— 
Hot eyes that burn my body up with shame. 
Farewell, the tide will cool me, the lone wave 
That washes in from Lido to my grave. 
[ Looks toward the Campo Santo. 
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Grorcione. _Isotta ! 

Isorra (fainter). Night, the Night! ... 

GIoRGIONE. Orstay 

Isorra (in a fixed vision). It comes, 

The Gondola ! (45 tf to an unseen Presence) Row on, row on. 
[She dies. He sinks beside her stricken and still. Gucta 
enters. 

Gicra. Messer Giorgione, one has come to say 
[Sees them, goes near and lifts Isorra’s hand. Then, 
dropping it with terror. 

The plague ! the plague! ... Ah! 
GIORGIONE (rising). Woman, is it true? 
[Giora flees. 
(Mortally moved) \sotta, this kiss then of all the kisses 
That I have slain thee with . . . will God forgive. 
[He kneels and presses his lips fervently to hers. 
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CHARACTERS 


Arpuin (of Provence) An Alchemist 


Ion . A : . His Nephew 
RETASTS ee : . An Arab, his attendant and assistant 
Myrrna . j . A Greek Girl 


Time: The Fifteenth Century 
Prace: Lgypt 


ARDUIN 


ScENE: The laboratory of ARDUIN in a house on the Nile opposite 


Cairo. It is a large room on the walls of which mystic figures 
of the Hermetic philosophy are drawn, together with the xodiac 
and other astronomual signs; and many strange objects, 
animal and mineral, are to be seen placed about. In the rear 
centre 1s a large sarcophagus. On either side broad window 
openings reveal the Egyptian night, and one frames the moonlit 
Sphinx and Pyramids. Toward the right front is a furnace 
with alembics, retorts, etc. ; right and left are doors, and on 
the left and back another alcove before which hang curtains. 
Lamps burn. 

Ruasis, who is busy about the furnace, in a troubled manner, 
lifts a skull and ts gazing at it, when lon enters suddenly and 


stops, pale with purpose. 


Rhasis 


Ruasis (starting and looking round). Young master lon! what 


is this ? 
[Drops the skull. 
Why have you left the city and come here ? 
Are you aware what hour you have chosen ? 
That of his dreams. I learned to-day: yet came. 


Ruasis. And wherefore ? 


RuHAasIs. 


To restrain calamity, 
Which must await his reasonless belief— 
And to regain his love that I have lost. 
And have not pondered what calamity 


Would fall on you who would not learn his Art, 
107 
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But from its heritage to penury turned, 
If here and now he saw you at this hour 
When he believes that he shall raise the dead ? 
Ion. His curse; for he would think me come to thwart 
him, 
And that I had forgot whatever wrong, 
Unexpiated still, my father did him ; 
[Looks at the sarcophagus. 
And yet I will not go, for I have purposed— 
And you to-night shall help me—— [ Pauses. 
Ruasis. Unto what? 
Ion. Forgiveness of my disobedience— 
‘That may be won from him with Myrrha’s face. 
Ruasts. Myrrha’s ! 
Ion. Which can alone of earthly sights, 
If what you tell 
Of his dead wife be true : 
And well you know it is !—He must behold her— 
And hear our pleading. 
Ruasis, At an hour like this ! 
Ion. Let her be placed yonder within those curtains, 
While he is mingling here his mysteries, 


And when he 
Ruasis. By the Prornes who is Allah’s, 
Go hence ! [Myrrua appears through door. 


Myrrha here too! and ready for such madness ! 

Is there no heed in youth or hesitation, 

But only hurrying want? Do you not know 

He is without there, at this moment, saying 

Unto the seven planets in their spheres 

The seven incantations against death ? 

And that he 
Ion. I know only he must see her. 
Ruasis. And of all nights in the world, only to-night ! 
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Myrrua. No, Ion! let us go. I fear this place, 
Its strangeness and that still sarcophagus 
Appal me. 
Ion. And make you forget our love, 
And the long bridal-hope of it deferred ? 
Ruasis. Young master, she does not, in penury too ! 
But pleas to-night would yield no nuptial way. 
Better than you I know it is not wise. 
For ten years is it 
I have dwelt with him 
While he has sought in vain this great Elixir. 
Ten passings of the pilgrims off to Mecca 
His wife has lain in that sarcophagus, 
Embalmed and waiting, as he thinks, to rise. 
And now, this hour, he hopes that it shall be. 
Ion. And should it, will he not the more forgive me? 
Or should it not, then seeing Myrrha’s face, 
Myrrha whom you have said is so much like her, 
Will he not ? 
Myrrua. Ion, Ion! no !—I fear ! 
So fond his grief is and so feverous. 
Let us return again unto the city 
And to my kindred who will hold us dear. [Starting. 
Listen, is it not he ? (Ruasis goes to window). “Take meaway! 
Ion. And have him at the breaking of his dream 
With none near—and our love’s desire be lost ? 
Myrrua. It will not: let us wait another time ! 
Ion. ‘Than this when most your face would deeply move him ? 
I cannot ; it would shame me, for you know 
How dear to him 
Is his dead wife who lies there, [Takes her hand. 
And know our severed days ! 
And shall we bend the knee to cowardice, 
Which ever has a premonition ready, 
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When you who are so like her might to-night 
[She starts back, for Ruasis, exclaiming, leaves the window. 

Ruasis. He comes. 
Ion. Now? 
Ruasis. Go : or take this on yourselves. 
Ion. Upon me be it! Yes, upon me, Myrrha, 

For now there is no rest 

Until his pardon weds us—and I pay him. 
Ruasis. ‘Then but a word remains, young master, more : 


To tell you—that I fear—lest through long toil, 


His mind... 
Myrrua. Oh ! (recoils). 
Ion. It is not true! ... No, Myrrha! no! 
[Takes her in his arms. 
And is ingratitude I scorn to heed. [Turns away. 


Come then and by your beauty’s likeness win him. 
[He leads her behind the curtains, then goes, door left. A 
moment, which leaves Ruasis distraught, then ARDUIN 
enters. He pauses, as if at some presence; then, gazing 
on the sarcophagus, shudders with hope and comes down. 
Arpuin. ‘The night at last when I again shall clasp her 
And banish death to biers beyond the stars ! 
Ruasis (kneeling). Master ! 
ARDUIN. Rise up and never kneel again ! 
For from henceforth 
I shall be lord of life, 
The secret of the phoenix in my hand. 
[ Lifts an alembic. 
Grey have I grown in quest of it and old, 
Youthless and as a leper to delight, 
But it has come at last—at last has come ! 
[Sets vessel down, 
Ruasis. . And I rejoice, master, for J have toiled 
With you these many years—but is it sure? 
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Arpuin. As the moon is in heaven, as the skies | 
[In an ecstasy. 
For last night I beheld 
In dreams deeper than day how it must be. 
I saw a tomb far-hidden in the earth 
And Life within it mixing salt and sulphur— 
Twin elements of the great trinity. 
I saw her hands pour out quick mercury 
Upon a bat’s wing wrought with hieroglyphics, 
And then I saw her cast in gold and silver 
‘That melted with strange voice and sudden flame, 
The while she gazed on me most meaningly. 
And then . . . when all was done . 
[The vision consuming him. 
My wife, my Rhea, lit with loveliness 
And as a spirit clad with resurrection, 


Rose up within my dream .. . fair, young,and glad! ... 

Ruasis. But, master . . . are dreams true? 
ARDUIN. Such dreams as these ? 
[ Kendling. 


Ruasis. Pardon! I know not—only that you say 

Some come of Ophiuchus— . 

‘The demon you have warned me of—who often 

With thwarting laugh has struck the secret from 

VWOUer yee 

Many before have followed the mirage 

Of dreams—to but more thirst : trust not too much ! 
Arpurn. But fear? fear? you are falling from me too? 


Like Ion the son of him who . . . you? you too? 
At the prime moment ? 
Ruasis. No, my master, no ! 


But I would spare you pain unbearable. 
Arputn. Ha! and believe—you do ?>—that all wise men 
Of all the world could so have been deceived ? 
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Believe—you do ?—that she cannot arise ? 

Did not great Hermes say of the Elixir 

It should be found— 

And did not Polydos, 

The Greek, chancing upon it, raise his friends 

In battle slain? . 

Did not the Jew of Galilee, the Christ, 

Whom even you name Prophet, likewise win it ? 

[Peacelessly. 

Speak ! 

Ruasis, Master, yes! . . . But oh, trust not too much ! 

Wiser, I know, than all Arabia 

Are you—like to Mahomet—were it not 

‘That you have set within your heart a woman. 

But if, perchance, the Elixir does not prove 
Arpurin. Availing? Have not all things pointed to it? 

‘The day she died 

Did I not hear a voice 

‘That breathed into my brain she should arise ? 

And as I waited did a book of wisdom 

Not chance into my hands to show the way? 

Were the first words I read not, In ten years 

The miracle shall come— 

Revealed to you within the land of the Sphinx ? 
Ruasis. So read it, so; but 
ARDUIN. Is this not that land ? 

Are not those stones the pyramids that through 

‘The ages have stood waiting for this hour— 

When I shall bring her back, back unto breath ? 

Is not that face the Sphinx, 

Whose timeless and intemperable meaning 

No man has read in desert, star, or sea, 

But which must be the secret I unsphere ? 

Ruasis. O master ! 
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ARDUIN. Fail? fail? now? to restore her? 
Who died as you shall know, here ere she rises, 
Because my brother—aieh ! the father of lon— 
Who bore as well that name— 
Desiring her, vilely accused her 

Myrrua (involuntarily, behind curtains). Oh!... 

ARDUIN (bewildered). Who spoke? It was her voice? 


Li2 


[Runs to sarcophagus. 
Ruasis, No, master, no! . . 
ARDUIN (slowly returning). Fail now, to bring her fairness from 


the tomb ? 
Her face which can alone sow finitude’s 
Fell desolation with enverdured dreams 
And fill the ways of the world again with hope ? 
I tell you she, eternal, must arise— 
‘Though stars die for it ! 
Must! . . . and the hour is near !— 
Venus is in the house of ready ‘Taurus, 
The moon is full, and as I toiled to-day, 


[Begins to gird himself. 


[Goes to furnace. 


From the alembic a strange cloud arose, 
And once again her face! . . . Prepare ! prepare ! 
Ruasis. I will do all you say. But, master, 1f—— 


ARDUIN (tmmitigably). No death-word more of doubt : it is the 


power 
Which holds us futile from omnipotence. 
Mete out the sulphur 
Into the alembic 
Of Cleopatra’s crystal.—I must see her ! 


[Ruasis hastens. 


See her again, my Rhea, as she was, 

When plucking first the poppies of Provence ! 

And hear flow from her 

Words sweeter than Memnon’s in the wind of dawn ! 
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Here’s gold and silver (hands them). She shall rise and say: 

‘Years pale you, pale your brow, my Arduin, 

And touch to grey the treasure of your hair, 

But not Antinous could be so fair 

‘To me—or wonderful : 

For you have brought me from the cold tomb to life!” . 

‘The bat’s wing then! And to the sarcophagus 

To lift its lid! for I will wait no longer 
[Takes alembic, as Ruasis obeys, and continues invokingly : 

But now, vial of immortality ! 


By the presaging of the seven planets, 

And by the searchless sources of the Nile, 

And by the prayers of Christian and of Heathen, 

And by the elements earth, air, and fire, 

‘That hold within their intermingled veins 

‘The secret of illimitable life— 

By fate and time and God—lI here conjure you 

Bring forth the Elixir which shall make her rise ! 
[He pours the ingredients, and quickly fumes arise. They 
clear and a liquid ts seen in the bottom of the glass. With a 
cry he starts toward the sarcophagus, when Myrrua’s 
face—which, excited, has parted the curtains—stops him 
enspelled. Ruasis, unnerved, quits the room—leaving them 


AARC. 
ArovuIn (at length, as if to a spirit). I donot dream? ... you 
have arisen? . . . Rhea! [Starting toward her. 


Arisen ere I touched you ?—O fear not ! 
For Iam Arduin ! do you not know me? 

[She trembles speechless. 
Oh wonderful awaking! Oh. . at last ! 
Though yet the memory of the tomb is on you! . . 
This land is Egypt, whither in my grief 
I brought you, my dead bride! Look on me! see ! 

[Stops quickly. 
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But no, not yet !_ until my youth comes back, 
As now it will, over the sea from France ! 
Already passion lifts away the years 
That weight its wings and I am as I was. 
Now gaze upon me, now! Is it not I? 
Myrrua. Sir ! 
ARDUIN. ‘Sir!’ O quickly see. For to my breast 
Again has striving brought you, to my bosom ! 
The bitter nights are ended—the blind pits 
Sleepless and infinite. Awake! stare not 
So strangely |! press your lips in praise to mine, 
Your breast upon my breast! . . . Delay you still? 
Myrrua. O sir ! 
ARDUIN. See, see! the years have been too long. 
[Clasps her, dropping alembic. 
My arms have waited an infinitude. [She struggles. 
Do you not now remember, with my lips 
To yours, the brimming beauty of our youth ? 
Myrrua. Release me ! 
ARDUIN. Awake and know me! It is I! 
Your lover Arduin whom once you wooed : 
Whose every word was to you as a wind 
Of God! whose every kiss . . . Do you not see? 
Myrrua. No, no! I’m not your love 
ARDUIN. Not 
Has the tomb treachery to change the soul ? 
Ye skies, must I go mad now at this moment 
When I have brought her back from destiny ? 
Not mine? ... Awake! Oblivion enthralls you. 
[Suddenly starting from her. 
Or is it that there in the grave, another ? 
Myrrua. No, no! but—— 
ARDUIN. Ha, then ! if not—if it be not— 
Is it that here returned you wish another ? 


? You uprisen ? 
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You who so gaze upon my goaded brow 

And face grown old with toil to conquer death ? 
O youth ruthless to age ! though all its furrows 
Were got for your delight !—Ingratitude !— 
Have I so hungered through long years to pluck 


A flower of Hell back to the light? . . . No, no! 
lt cannot be! . . . You shall be mine ! 
Myrrua (in terror). Sir, sir ! 


Arpuin. Mad will I be, as they have thought me, mad 
In holding that which I have given life. 


Myrrua. But you mistake! . . . I am not what you think. 
Hear me, for I love one who 
ARDUIN, Tstnot——ee 


[As to invisible judges. 
You hear her say it? 


Myrrua. Oh, I love but Ion, 
Your 
ARDUIN. Ion, my brother! “Then, God, it was true, 


And being true thy Heaven is but a brothel ! 
She was unfaithful to me, as he said, 
And in the other world has met and clasped him ! 
Myrrua. No, let me speak ! 
ARDUIN. And spurn me more with it? 
Shall I abide mockery like a mummy ? 
Ha-ha! (4 laugh that racks him.) 
Years but to hear her say that she loves him ! 
‘To see her come back from the grave, where she 
Has still embraced him, still—and to my face, 
On which the rage of sleepless toil is wrought, 
Well meray : [ Pauses. 
She shall die for it! God, whose stars 
Are vermin, she shall die ! 
Myrrua. Oh ! 
ArpbuIN (frenziedly). Die, shall die ! 
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As trustless women should : until no womb 
Of lies is left in the world, Die, and be shut 
Again into the curst sarcophagus 

From whence I brought her . . . 


Myrrua (in his grasp). Sir !—help !—Sir ! do not ! 
Oh, I will love you ! 
ARDUIN. Liar ! and turn from him 
Whom you betrayed me for—and swear again 
False love to me? ‘Then .. . in the tomb do it ! 
[Begins to choke her. 
Myrrua. Oh! 
ARDUIN. Aieh ! cry out to him! will he not help you? 
Myrrua. Ion! 
ARDUIN. ‘That word withering in your throat 


Shall stale you past all hope of resurrection. 
[Strangles her—and then looks around. 
So, it is done. . . . And now, back to your tomb, 
Which I will bury in the desert sands 
So deep that not eternity can find it. 
[Begins to draw her toward sarcophagus. 
And yet (stopping stricken) all is not well... 
I now could weep, [With lone anguish. 
I know not wherefore—only that my heart 
Is wounded and seems bleeding through the hours 
That I must:live! ...O Rhea! ...O my love! 
(Strangely, kissing her. 
Do you not hear the nightingale that sang 
The song of our betrothal in Provence ? 
It sits upon... [Changing again. 
Accurséd face ! accurst . . . for evermore ! 
Within the tomb lie (dragging her) blind, deaf, motionless, 
Until 
[ Looking into the coffin becomes transfixed, while MyRRHA’S 
limp body slips slowly from his arms. He gaxes at her, at 
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his wife, and tries to understand. But cannot, and so, 
standing long troubled, moans : 

I am not well ; perchance Rhasis will come 

And tell me what it is that I desired. 

Men should not toil too much ; there ’s madness in it. 
[Then seeing Myrrua’s face and starting from it wildly : 

Rhasis! Rhasis! Rhasis! . . . Oh-oh-oh-oh ! 
[Runs madly off right, as lon and Ruasis enter left. They 
look around, see Myrrua and rush to her—with a cry. 
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CHARACTERS 


O-UmeE . ; : . A Samurai Girl 
AMA ; : ; . Her Servant, an Old Woman 
SANKO. : ‘ . A Young Samurai 

and 


A Youne Jesuit Prizst 


Time: The Sixteenth Century 
Prace: Fapan 


Onis ‘COs 


ScENE: 4 room in the house of O-Umk in a province near the sea. 
Its sho}, or sliding paper doors, open in the rear upon a wistaria 
arbour overhanging a river, upon which lighted lanterns, sent 
forth on the night of the Feast of the Dead, are dimly floating ; 
while the moon above gleams upon the pale distant snow-cone 
of Fujiyama. The room with its deep straw mats and walls 
delicately portrayed with pine and bamboo has a paper-paned 
door on the right leading to a garden, and ts lighted by andon— 
one beneath a shrine to Buddha on the left wall, and one to the 
left centre where O-Umé& and Ama are sitting on their heels, 
constrained, foreboding, and verging toward inevitable words. 


Ama (at length). Down to the sea ! the sea ! 
O, the dead ! 
Do they not seem 
On the night air to hover ? 
There by the lights 
Are not their spirits present ? 
The lights lit for them ? 
[O-Umg is szlent. 
All our ancestors are they ! 
Fathers and mothers 
Of many lives back ! 
They hear us speaking, 
They hear from the Buddha-shrine 
There on the wall. 
They see us thinking. [Meaningly. 
They see in our hearts ! 
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O-Umi (who trembles). Be silent ! silent ! 
Ama (bowing but continuing). They know if we care for 
them— 

Know as the wind 

‘That visits all shoji, 

Know as the night 

‘That searches all places. 

Alas for the son 

Who does not honour them ! 

And for the daughter 

Who does not cherish them ! 

‘They shall ; 
O-Uné. Be silent ! [4 pause. 
Ama. Alas for the daughter ! 

O-Ums (who rises disturbedly). The lips of the old 

Are like leaves dying— 

Leaves of Autumn 

‘That ever flutter ! [Walks about. 
Ama. And a girl’s mind 

Is like the dawn mist— 

Knowing not whither 


To rest or wander— 

Until, perchance, 

It clings to Fuji, 

To Fuji mountain, 

Lord of the air ! 

The mind of a girl . . . straying ! 

And what is O-Umé’s? . . . whose? 
O-Umzé. It is O-Ume’s ! 
AMA. Ai ! 

Not Sanko’s!. , 

But were I she, 

O-Umé the fair, 

O-Ume the mist 
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Of happy karmas, 
Sanko should be 
My Fuji mountain. 
Him would I cling to, 
Nor would I hunger 
To stray far from him 
With a white priest ! 
To stray far from him 
To foreign gods 
That hang on a cross, 
Is he not strong? 
O-Umi. Be silent ! 
The lips of the old ! 
The lips of the old ! 
Ama. Is he not brave? 
O-Umi. I care not. 
A samurai is he— 

One whose sword is his soul. 
Ama. And should his tongue be 
Like that of the other, 

The priest of the pain-god ? 
Is he not kind ? 
O-UmiE. He is kind. 
Ama. Kind! as O-Umeé is cruel ! 
O-Umz. No, but as men are, 
Wanting women : 
Yet not once so was he ! 
For as children 
We caught together 
The June-night fire-flies 
Out by the shrine of Jiso. 
Ama. And then he loved you, 
And ever has loved you, 


And faithful is he ! 
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[Again bowing. 


[To herself, troubled. 


[Immovably. 


O-Umié (more distressedly). 


AMA. 
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O-Umé. Ai, and terrible! . . 
Ama. ‘Terrible only 


Because O-Umé 
Turns from her fathers 
And from the gods. 
She sees their soul-ships 
Sail to the sea— 

The lights lit for them, 
And yet she offers 

No cakes of welcome— 
None of farewell ! 

No prayer to Buddha, 
Lotus-loving, 

And none to Kwannon 
Who is all mercy. 

But inward, inwara 
She turns her eyes 

‘To see this stranger, 


Priest of the Christ-god. 


Outward, outward, 
Ever she gazes 

And ever listens, 
Ever, for-himpl 32 
O false, false one ! 
False to the dead— 
False to Sanko! . . 


Are like the leaves, 
Like Autumn leaves 
‘That ever flutter. 


O-Umi (becoming distraught). 


Will this servant, 
Whom my mother 


And those of the young 


[Motions without. 


‘The words of the old 


[Her voice breaks. 


Oh, will she hush not! . 
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Dying left me, 
Waste my heart so? [Weeps in her sleeve. 
Sanko I fear, 
And fears of many 
Worlds crowd round me— 
Many karmas 
Of pain and passion, 
Births and rebirths. 
Ama. And ’tis because 
This evil priest 
Stands in the door of your heart. 
O-Umeé. Will you revile him ! 
Ama. Cursed be he ! 
O-Umt. Ama! 
Ama. I pray it ! [Rises slowly. 
And curst he shall be. [O-Umi stares trembling. 
For, O blind one, 
By him blinded, 
Do you not know 
‘The people have heard 
How he has bid you 
Cast away from you 
The gods of your house ? 
The blessed Buddha 
And all the tablets 
Kept, ancestral ? 
Ai, they have heard 
And to-night have risen ! 
This night of the dead 
They have gone forth, 
With Sanko to lead them— 
Gone to tear down 
The house of the priest ! 
Gone to destroy 
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The image he worships ! 
Gone to 

O-Umii (stricken). Ama ! 
[Shrinks from her and then speaks wanly. 


Never is there 
Trust in any? 
Only faith that fades ? 
This was known— 
But kept from me, 
Kept in silence, 
Kept for Sanko? .. . 
O lord Buddha, 
Thou, or Christ, 
Is there peril ?——- [Turns on her. 
You have done ill ! 

Ama. I have done well. 

O-Umé. Ill! and ill shall come to you ! 
For do you think 
So to prevent me 
From my fate-way ? 
No, I will find it 4 
The Buddha and all 
‘The tablets ancestral 
Will I take down from the wall, 
And from me cast them 
Into the river. . 
They shall float down to the sea. 


[Turns and goes to shrine. 
Ama, O-Ume! O-Umé! [Catching at her kimono, 
‘The gods forsaken 
Will pardon never ! 
‘The gods—-and the people ! 
You will become 
Eta, an outcast, 
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From them driven away. 
O-Umé ! [The girl takes the shrine. 
Remember your father 
Dead, and your mother. 
‘They are hovering 
Round your fingers, 
Faint, offended ! 
Will you pause not? [When O-UmMs continues. 
Ah for Sanko ! for Sanko ! [Runs calling to door. 
Sanko !_ Sanko ! [O-UME stops motionless. 
Sanko ! . 


O-Umk (after a pause). He waits then there? 

A Voice (without). Ama! (nearer) Ama!... 
[Sanko enters from the garden, dishevelled and breathless, 
but controlled. As he does so O-Umi: drops the shrine and 


the image falls out. 
Sanko, O-Ume! O-Ume! 


[Ama goes quickly out. 


~ O-Ums (again motionless). Honourable friend ! 


You dwell in my garden? 
And is my house 
Even as your house ? 
Sanko. Be pleased to pardon! .. . 
O-Umé. And you conspire here 
With Ama against me? 
Sanko. O-Umé knows 
The samurai’s honour. 
O-Umé. O-Umé thought so, 
But does no longer ! 
Sanxo. Ah the plum-blossom ! 
Then it too 
Has thorns and poison ? 
O-Umi. Yes, for the hand of Sanko ! 
Knowing the deed 


[With polished anger. 
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From whence he comes. 
Knowing that... [Breaks off, tensely. 
Where is the priest’s house ? 
Sanko (angrily). Cast in the river ! 
O-Umé. Ai, for I see 
The blood on your hand 
From the torn rafters ! 
Red, red blood 
From an ill deed. 
So I tell you, 
Rude samurai, 
Not for one life, 
Even for one, 
Will I be yours. 
Please . . . to leave me. 
{He looks at his hand and is going. 
And yet . . . (as he stops) . . . not thus ! 
[She struggles. 
The priest would bid me 
Bind up your wound, 
And you were once 
Sanko my friend !— 
Put forth your hand ! [He does so. 
The blood 
“Sanko (with sudden fierceness). The blood is his ! 
[As she falls back with a cry. 
His ! I have slain him ! [ Mockingly. 
And did his ghost 
Not come here flitting ? 
Coldly flitting ? 
Here with moaning 
Does it not hang 
Upon the roof-tree 
Hungering for you? 
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He lay in the dark— 
One lay with him— 
One who escaped to the river. 
But him I slew 
That you might never 
Turn from the Buddha 
And from your fathers ; 
‘Turn dishonoured 
Of all who greet you. 
O-Umk (speech coming at last) Ah! A-hi! Slain? . 
It cannot be ! 
SANKO (drawing a bloody sword). And is this wet with dew? 
O-UmsE. O let it pierce 
Your own heart, samurai ! 
For you shall never 
Again know peace. 
I will pray to 
The lord of Nippon, 
To the Shogun— 
Who gave entrance 
Here to the Christ-priest ; 
Nay, I will die 
Myself that ever 
You may be hated 
By your own heart. [Starts toward river. 
I will cast 
Myself to the soul-world 
And bid the dead 
To bring you evil ! 
Then the priest shall . . . 
[Breaks off—for standing in the arbour is the priest, pale 
and spectral. He has come up to the steps from the river. 
At the sight Sanxo plucks her back, as if from a ghost. 
A pause, then the priest speaks sacrosanctly. 
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Tue Priest. The Christ looks on you, [Lifts a crucifix. 
You, a murderer— 
Though it is not 
I you have murdered. [SANKO gazes. 
One slept with me, 
A gentle servant, 


Slept in my cloak . . . you have slain him, 
. [Steps forward. 
The Christ looks on you. 
He will forgive you. [4 pause. 
SANKO (recovering). Priest ! 
‘THE Priest. Forgive you. 


[Helds crucifix toward him. 
Sanko. By the eight million 
Gods, he mocks me ! [Dashes it to floor. 
And shall perish 
Or go from this village ! 
Tue Prizst. Aye... but only 
When goes this maiden 
Whom you would hold 
Still to her idols. 
She must follow 
The Cross of Heaven. 
Sanko. She shall follow, 
Priest, but me. 
Tue Priest. Murderer, pause! . . . 
There is 2 Hell 
Where the lost burn 
Even as say your sutras. [Sanko Uifts his sword. 
Pause ! and strike not ! 
‘The smitten Christ 
No longer holds 
My hands from strife. [Towers over him. 


O-Ume, I bid you 
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Now cast away 
The gilded gods you have worshipped. 
Sanko, And I forbid 
O-Umé to move 
O-Umk (heedless of either). And I, O-Umé, 

For whom you quarrel, 

And whom you tear 

*Twixt Christ and Buddha, 

I, O-Umé, will end it. 
[ Lifts the Buppua from the floor, and the crucifix, over her 
head. 

Be all the gods forsaken— 

Even as these ! 
[Goes to river and casts them in. Then meets their horror 
with ever-increasing passion. 

Be all ! 

And be you gone 

For evermore ! 

For if again 

I see your faces, 

If again 

‘They grieve my hours, 

If again 

While Fuji stands there— 

The river shall gulf me, too. 

I swear it by the dead. 
[They look at her awed, then go slowly, silently out. She 
sinks on her heels, hands folded, and stares before her. 
The lights on the river drift on. 
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CHARACTERS 


VIsHWAMYA. . A Renowned Ascetic 

Risuyas . : . His Son, a Young Saint 

SUNANDI . : . An Old Woman of the Court of the Rajah of Anga 
Koiz : ‘ . A Young Girl of the Court 


Time: The Antiquity of India 


THE IMMORTAL LURE 


Scene: Before the hermitage of Visuwamya and Risuyas, in 
a forest near the Ganges. It is an open space spread with 
kusa-grass and overhung with trees—the hermitage itself 
being a cell constructed of earth and of hanging roots of the 
banyan, and having by it an altar before which lies a deer-skin. 
Glimmering lights and running water penetrate the shades, 
whose sacredness is soon disturbed by the appearance of SUNANDI, 
wantonly compelling Koit, with alternate harshness and 
wheedling, to enter with her. 


SUNANDI (peering about). ‘The place, my jewel-bird ! the place 
for it ! 
Under these boughs of peepul and asoka 
‘The young saint dwells 
With his restraining sire, 
Singing the Vedas morning, noon, and evening, 
And they are gone somewhither now in the wood 
To gather fruit for sacrifice, and flowers. [With a leer. 
But he, the boy, will soon return, my pretty. 
Koit (whom she has released). And you have drawn me from 
the city here 
To break into his holy breast with passion ? 
To dance and sing and seize him? 
I you have taught the wiles of winning men, 
As the cobra-charmer teaches, 
Must lure him from his saintly innocence, 
And with the beauty I was born unto 


Must tangle him? .. . 
135 
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You, O Sunandi, are an evil woman, 
To lead me to it ! 
Sunanpi. And you talk as flies talk ! 
Who know not that the gods sow food or famine. 
[Harshly. 
I tell you that great Indra of the skies 
Is wroth with us 
And will not send us rain, 
So wisest Brahmins yow— 
Until this boy who dwells here, 
This saintly one, is brought unto the Raja ! 
Are we to die because not otherwise 
Than with alluring now we can appease them ? 
[ Leering again. 
And why are women fair, my cunning Koil, 
But to tempt men, then when they seek to take us 
Koit. Sunandi ! 


SUNANDI. It is so, unwitted girl ! 
Be silent then 
And do what I command, [Wheedling again. 


But it will be sweet doing, sweet, my Koil ; 
For the young saint 
Is fairer than the god-born, 
His body like warm gold and lotos-bloom— 
Made for the wants that tremble in your heart. 
And when your eyes rest on him they will kindle 
Like passion-stars. 

Kotz. And burn away his peace— 
Which is the pearl 
Of sainthood through all worlds ! 
Unless his father, strange and terrible, 
And mighty through austerities, prevents, 
With curses heavy as a hundred births— ! 
O let us not trust it! So young a saint 
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Should be the holy mate of solitude. 
I would not have him gaze upon me so, 
For he is innocent of love, nor ever 
As yet has looked upon a woman’s face. 
Sunanpi. Then may he loathe you if he does not ! for 
Only in women’s faces is there beauty 
And who beholds not beauty is as dead. [ Starts. 
But ha? he nears. . .? 
No, only parakeets— 
Chattering as you chatter, idle girl ! 
Who ever were resistant to my teachings ! 
I tell you chirp no more these chastities ! 
If you come back to the Raja and without him, 
Know you what then will happen? 
Koit. I know not. 
[Hears a voice. 
Nor care not. I will return. 


SUNANDI. Stop, girl. 

Koit. I will not. 
All others will I tempt, but 

Sunanp1 (holding her). Him will /ove ! 


[Looks in her eyes as Risuyas approaches, chanting. 

And you were suckled at the breast of fortune 

To be the first so fair a saint shall look on. 

Use well your charms—and chain him with enchantment. 
[Sees the girl is enthralled by the voice and goes into 
the wood. Risuyas then enters opposite, laden and 
singing : 

Spirit of the risen sun! .. . 

Now returns the offering-hour. . . . 

Fruit I bring to you and flower, . . . 

Here receive them, O great 
[Breaks off at sight of Koit, and the offerings fall slowly 


from his arms. 


K 
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Koit (as they gaze long and tremblingly). O saint, is it peace with 
you, and is all well ? 
And have you roots and fruit enough for food ; 
And have you joy in singing holy Vedas : 
Here in this leafy-hearted hermitage ? 
Risuyas. O radiant one, yes—all’s godly well. 
But whence are you? 
And whither do you go? 
I have dwelt only here, and not before 
Have I beheld so fair a vision fall— 
Even from skies where wing the Apsaras. 
Koit. I am not fair, O son of Vishwamya, [ Timidly. 
But I have come from very far away. 
Risuyas (quickly). And I have offered you no laving-water 
For hands and feet, 
Nor any fruit and herbs ! 
Will you not sit upon this mat of kusa, 
Or on this skin of the wild antelope, 
And let me loose your sandals >—-O sweet saint, 
For saint so bright a one must surely be ! 
It will be dear to touch you and tend you ! 
For in this place I have beheld no other— 
Only my father, 
Who is old and mighty 
In meditations he would have me mind. 
But you are fair as well. Will you not sit ? 
Koit. No, pious one, it is not meet for me 
To touch the holy water—yet I thank you. 
Risuyas. Not meet for you? Oh, unto one who is 
So beautiful, are not all things most meet ? 
Better are you, I know, than all the devas, 
And though for but a moment I have seen you, 
I fain would follow 


The holy vows you follow. 
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For you I would do all things. When I gaze 
Upon you all my body is as fire 
Upon the altar when I sacrifice. 
Will you not eat or drink ? 
Koi. Not at your hands. 
But see, O holy one, here are rare cakes, 
Brought with me from afar, and here is soma, 
Sparkling and ready with divinity 
To lift whoever drinks of it to joy. 
Drink you with me! 
RisHYas. -Oh gladly will I; give it. 
[Takes the flask ; drinks deeply. 
A wine of wonder is it and of wisdom, 
For now it makes you seem even more fair 
‘Than first you were. 
Oh let me tend about you, 
And let me wreathe your brow and limbs with flowers. 
[Takes some and entwines them over her. 
Koit (trembling). And you are beautiful. So I will weave 
Flowers upon you too. And see, and see, 
O Rishyas, see, 
For I will dance to you— 
The dance of all the dreamers in the world ! 
[Unbinds her body-cloth and begins to dance—slowly at 
first then more alluringly, as he follows her, marveling. 
Then at length she stops close up to him and murmurs : 
Does it not fill your heart, O Rishyas, 
With longing ? 
RisHYAs. Yes, yes, yes. And with desire, 
I know not why, to lay my lips to yours ! 
Then life, it seems, would burst all ill that binds it. 
[Instinctively ; clasping her. 
Oh, this is sweeter than all other joys 
Of holiness that I have ever known. 


140 THE IMMORTAL LURE 


Your voice is like to piping of the koils 
That play in spring. 
Koit. And Koil am I named. 
Risoyas. And what is this I feel for you, O wise one? 
In skies from whence you come, what is its name ? 
So pure are you that surely you can tell me? 
Koit. O holy one, the people call it love. 
Risuyas. ‘Then is love better than all other bliss 
My father’s meditations ever bring. 
And I will seek through all the lapse of lives 
To hold you thus, 
And have your arms about me, 
As vines about the asoka clingingly. 
Happy am I that you have found me out, 
And never shall you leave me. 
Koit. No—for ever ! 
[More passtonately. 
But unto the city you shall go with me 
And there with Brahmin rites be made my husband. 
Risuyas. Which is—I know not what—yet will I be 
Husband and more to you. For now it seems 
That not the tiger in his jungle-might, 
Nor any incarnation terrible, 
Could tear you from me. 
Koi. Then come quickly, now, 
And I will be for you a champa-flower, 
Swung sweetly and for ever to your breast. 
And often will I dance for you and sing 
And love you, Rishyas, as a deva-queen ! 
Come quickly, one is waiting in the wood 
To guide us. 
RisHyas. Yes, O yes! (Remembering) But stay! my 
father ! 
First I will tell him I have won this wisdom. 
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Koit. No, no! 


Risuyas. Yes! (Calls) Father! father ! 

Koi (i terror). Rishyas, no ! 
But come, come with me quickly. 

Risuyas (astonished). Do you fear? 


Koit. He is so old! . . . You guess not what you do. 
Haste, or he will forbid. 
RisHyas. You know him not. 
For I will tell him you are a holier saint 
‘To guide my steps, 
Then will he bid me go. 
Ho! father! ho! 
VisHwaMyYa (heard off). My son, you call? I come. 
Koit. Oh, I must flee—— 
Risuyas (dazed). I do not understand. 
Koit. Sunandi! Speak, Sunandi !—Ah, he comes. 
[VisHWAMYA enters, and seeing her, stops amazed. Su- 
NANDI enters behind unseen. Keen suspense. 
Risuyas (uncomprehendingly). Do you see, father, I have found 
one here 
Holy, and fairer than the Apsaras. 
And I shall follow her, she is some goddess. 
For I desire only to be with her, 
And she has taught me this desire is love. 
Oh and I love her, 
And though yet I know 
Not well what miracle love is in me, 
Yet it is better than this hermitage. 
For it has made me seem... But what so clouds 
you? 
Visuwamya. My son, you are beguiled. Let go her hand 
That leads you on to ruin. Do you not 
Behold what manner of creature you so clasp? 
Risuyas. Yes, yes—a deva ! 
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VISHWAMYA. Deva! ‘This is a woman, 
And women like the wind are full of wiles, 
And tempt saints to abandon Swerga’s rest. 
He who would rule his mind has naught with them. 
Let go her hand and send her away. 
Risuyas (amazed). Away ! 
Never shall she go from me and without me. 
If women are evil, as you say, she is not, 
‘Therefore she is no woman. 
VISHWAMYA. O vain boy ! 
In passion’s jungle! Break from her at once ! 
Risuyas. I will not. For I worship her with holiness. 
And she has given me a drink of heaven 
‘That has diffused deity in my limbs. 
VisHwamya. And death, and an eternity of births !|— 
These flowers . . . and her feigning . . . have bewitched 
you ! [Seizes them. 
I tear them off and trample them to earth. 
Koit. Rishyas! Rishyas ! 
RisHyas. Be not afraid, my Koil ; 
He is my father 
And he knows you not, 
For did he, he would clasp you, as I clasp you. 
Or it may be that he is little pleased 
Because I find you holier than he. 
O father, peace. Control your mind. Farewell. 
I go with her. 
Visuwamya. Beguiled boy ! you shall not. 
‘Through all these years I have not, from its lair, 
Unloosed black anger. 
But this evil one 
And your desire to follow ways of flesh 
Compel me. Come, come from her ! 
RisHYAs. I wiil never. 
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VisHwamya. ‘Then must I drag you—and drive her away. 
[Strikes Koi. 
Away, lust-thing | away ! 
RIsHYAs. Oh, oh! Oh, oh! 
[In horror 
A demon enters into you and dupes you 
To strike her thus, a holy one. Restrain ! 
VisHwAamya. No, though I slay her ! 
RisHyas. Slay? O wickedness ! 
[Seizes up wood of sacrifice. 
Must I beat off your hands ?—Touch her no more. 
VisHwamya. Wild-vyaunting boy ! the drink and this vile girl 
Have maddened you. (To Koit) Away ! 
RisHyas. Call her not vile ! 
VisHwaMyaA.  Viler is she than sin ! ) 
[Again strikes her. 
Risuyas (uncontrollably). You do a death-deed. 
[Falls on him with the weapon and fells him quickly to the 
ground—then recoils with a cry. The old man strives 
vainly to rise. 
Koit. Rishyas, what have you done ! 
VisHWwaAMyYAa (mortally hurt). Slain . . . slain his father ! 
And lost enlightenment . . . and peace . . . for ever ! 
[After a struggle, terribly. 
But not to gorge upon the fruit of sin ! 
[Turning on Koi. 
The curse of bitter karmas be upon you ! 
May you be born a worm and craw! in slime, 
A serpent through ten scores of lives, and slough 
Your skin in hideousness and hate and horror ! 
Koit. Oh, no! 
VISHWAMYA. At every death may you despair 
Of ever acquiring merit ! 
Risuyas (terrified). Father ! 
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VisHWAMYA (to him). Aie | 
[His strength failing. 
For love, blood-guilty boy, such love as she 
Has slipped into your heart, is the curse of the world, 
The immortal lure of all the generations ! 
Your arms have ached with it about her body, 
But know that in the city whence she came 
All evil men feel in their hearts this ache. 
And that you may escape from it, know this : 
Not your arms, yours alone, have been entwined 
About this poison-flower—but perchance, [Sinking back. 
‘The arms of many. 
Risuyas (starting painedly). What is it he means? 
[With emotions he does not understand. 
Koil, what has he said ? 
Koi. O let me go ! 
Risuyas. ‘The arms of many? that can not be true? 
[Tortured by half-born thoughts. 
Ah, have I fallen into demon-snares ? 
Is beauty not the bloom of piety ? 


Speak. 
Koi. I would go ! 
RisHyas. Pain ! only darker pain ! 
Koiv (at length overwhelmed). 1 am not holy—nor am I pollu- 
tion ! 


But only one sent hither—Oh, the gods 

Bid us to sin, then fell us with calamity ! 
[Hurries off, weeping, with Sunanpi, who has stood in 
terror. Ruisuyas stands dazed, then comprehension dawns 
upon him and he falls by his father’s body in a storm of 


anguish, 
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PORZIA 
ACT. I 


Scene : A portion of the house, terrace, and garden of R1zz10 on 
his wedding-day at Naples. It is so situated as to command 
a view of the city, the blue Bay with Capri set like a topaz in 
it, the Vesuvian coast, and the Mountain itself—rising like 
a calm though unappeasable monitor against the land’s too 
sensual enchantment. 

The house, a white corner of which is visible along the right, 
has large doors toward the back giving upon the terrace. A 

‘vuine-clad terrace wall, several feet above the level of the 
terrace, but much above that of the street without, runs across 
the rear to a cypress-set gate in the centre, and on into the 
lustrous Spring foliage of ilex, myrtle, and orange. 

A pedestalled image of the Virgin against the house, a statue 
of Pan before a bower opposite, and several stone seats forward, 
are decked with orange blossoms that glow in the light of late 
afternoon. 

Music, revelling, and laughter are heard, muffied, within. 
Then amid a louder burst of them Osto strides angrily forth. 
He is followed in argumentative elation by Rizz10—clothed 
in Greek raiment, a book in his hand—and by Bruno. 


Osto (as they come down). Proof from the teeth of aliens and fools 

And infidels that follow their own reason ? 

I want no proof! your books should burn in Hell ! 
Rizzio (gaily). Because they glorify the stars in Heaven? 
Oso. I say they are heresy ! 

Rizzio. And I say truth ! 
[ Uplifts a volume. 
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That were your ears not stopped with sophistries 
And Jesuitry you would adjudge divine ! 
[Tosses it down. 
Bruno. Ai, Signor Osio, there is no denying ! 
[Porz1a appears anxiously at the door. 
We need but look, to learn that stars are worlds 
Swung out upon infinitudes of space. 
And as for earth— 
Though Christ shed blood upon it— 
A pilgrim flame is it among them all. 
[Porzia leaves door. 
Osto (turning upon him). And you, a monk, will say so to the 
Church 
And to the Holy Office? 
Bruno (tn humorous alarm). God forbid ! 
Os1o. And you, Rizzio, who on your wedding-day, 
Mid rites of Venus 
And revels to Apollo, 
Wear pagan robes—and prink others in them 
Rizzio. Ho, others ! meaning—Porzia ? 
Osto. I say—— [Mirth within. 
Rizz1o (laughing at him). What, what, my merry raging brother, 
more ? 
‘That Pan is not your god, whom I but now 
Besought for inward beauty and truth of soul ? 
No, no, he is not, by Vesuvius ! 
Osro. I say 
Rizzio, ‘That Piato and the ancients are 
A plague which only the Pope can purge from earth ? 


[Again laughing. 
Ai! to the flames with them, and with all fairness ! 
Osro, I say that you—— 
Rizzio. Hey, yea ! that I who fall 
Not on my knees to mitred villainy— 


j 
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Or cringe to crosiered craft— 
And yet whose life is lit for truth and freedom— 
Am viler far than you 
Who take your pleasure and pay it with confession ? 
Who think the Devil with faith would be no Devil ? 
[Porzia again appears with Bianca. 
You hear it, Bruno? 
Osto, I say there is one thing 
You shall not do. 
Rizzio. So-ho ! my lordly brother, 
My breaker of betrothals—if not creeds— 
And that is what? 
Osto. I will protect her from it ! 
RIZ740. \Eler? 
Osro. Porzia ! from the passion of your lies ! 
[ Astonishment. 
Rizzto (stung, staring). By .. . all the saints and fiends and 
incubi 
That ever infested night and nunneries ! 
What frenzy now is eating at your brain ? [Before him. 
Is she your wife, so to concern your care? — [They face, pale. 
Porzia (who sees, and with BIANCA comes quickly, winningly down). 
Still talk of heresy ? truth and heresy ? 
Are there no other words in all the world 
To pour as wine upon a wedding-day -— 
Are these your ways, my newly wedded lord, 
To leave me, an hour’s bride, away from home— 
From my dear uncle’s home— 
With but a friend or two for comforting— 
And bandy words of other stars than those 
You swear to see when gazing in my eyes? 
Rizzio (responsively). My Porzia ! 
Porzia. No,no! Ill not forgive you ! 
For is it not ill boding to our bridals 
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You quarrel over the heavens—and not me? 
[As he laughs. 
My beauty, he says, this husband I have taken, 
Is life—and yet, ere having it for an hour, 
He has forgot to live on it! While Osio, 
His brother 
Rrzz1o (gay again). Who avows he will protect you ! 
[Osto starts. 


Porzra. Protect ? 
Rizzto, Against the heresy of robes 
In pagan fashion—and against your husband ! 
[Constraint. Porzia sees Branca flush. 
Porzra. I do not understand—unless you jest, 
As oft—too oft you do ! 
Or mean perchance Bianca . . . unto whom 
He was betrothed, 
And whom he would, this moment of our mating, 
Be wooing again, were J, not words, your bride ! 
[Then winningly again, as MaRtna enters. 
But see, here is Marina ! the dance awaits ! 
[Music is heard. 
Let us go in and give ourselves to Joy, 
For Misery is quick enough to take us, 
If first we do not wed us to her rival ! 
Is it not so? 
Rizzio (b/issfully). Or sun has never shone ! 
So in! the tarantelle ! (as Tasso enters) And then a song 
From Messer ‘T’asso, who would be divine, [Greets him. 
Did he love Venus as he fears the Church, 
Apollo as he shuns the Inguisition ! 
In !—Osio, will you come ? 
Osto, I will not. 
Rizzio, ‘Then 
Dance with your own mad humours and delusions 
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Here to Vesuvius and to the sea,— 
Or to Bianca plead your pardon ! 
(To the rest) Come ! 
[Sezxes blossoms blithely. 
For in this world there ’s but one heresy, 
Denial of the divinity of Joy ! 
[Throws sprays over Porzta, takes her hand and they go 
singing. All follow but Osto and Branca. 
Osto (when their steps have died ; in cold rage). You shall hear 
more of this, my pretty brother ! 
Prater of pagan doubts ! 
Whom—but that God may use it—I would curse 
For the resemblance that our mother gave us. 
For, by the living blood of San Gennaro, 
In yon Duomo, the scoffing siren song 
Of heresy that swells in you shall cease, 
‘Though it shall take the sweat of the rack to hush it ! 
You shall hear more! .. . 
Branca (who has stood long indignant). And others shall hear 
more | [Her voice breaking as she turns on him. 
Others who fix upon me this affront 
Of broken and humiliate betrothals ! 
[As he attempts to speak. 
Yes: you have made of me a thing of shame 
Here in the eyes of those who are alien to me ! 
That you have loved me not-——or love me less 
Than once you did, too well I came to know— 
I—with the blood in me of the Medici !— 
And now it is open prate! . . . But do you think 
The women of my city want resentment, 
Or less than these sun-lusting ones of Naples 
Know how to cool their wrath ? 
Osio. I think you are mad— 


In a mad maze— 
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And yield it no concern ; 
Nor shali—(meaningly) until a thing you know is 
done. 
As to betrothals, give your memory breath : 
Ours was agreed to end as either willed. 
[Goes from her to the gate and looks expectantly out. 
Branca (as he returns). And you, weary of it, have utterly 
Chosen to end it ? [ Szts. 
Osto. Have I so affirmed ? 
Branca (springing up). 1 will not have evasions, Osio, 
Shifting and turnings, to inflame my hope 
And torture expectation until it breaks, [Again sitting. 
And yet—perhaps it is as well they come 
Now ... while there yet is time for more withdrawals. 
Osto (starting). More? 
BIANCA. For—lI fear all trust in you is folly ; 
And that the heresy of Rizzio 
Which I agreed with you to take unto 
Monsignor Querio—— [ Pauses. 
Osto (clenching). Shall not be taken? = [She rises. 
Not? but you leave the brunt to me alone? 
Branca. You purpose more, I think, than to restrain him. 
Osto, And you more than abjuring! You would gaze 
Upon his godless schisms, . . . 
Upon the naked luring of his lies ! 
Branca. No! ‘Though the beauty of them——— 
Ost1o, Beauty ! beauty ! 
[Striking the Pan near him. 
That wind of infidelity from Hell 
He blows out of his lips, do you call beauty ? 
No !—and he with his poets and philosophers, 
His Platos 
And star-mad Copernicas, 
And that Dominican, Giordano Bruno, 
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For whom the stake to flames will yet.be lit, 
Shall learn you are too late in your relenting ! 
Branca (alarmed). Too... late? 
Osto. His heresies shall reap their due. 
Branca (pale). Which means—that you already have revealed 
them? 
Have sent unto Monsignor Querio 
‘To-day—Rizzio’s wedding-day |! . . . For that 
It was you sought out Matteo, who, pledged 
Unto Marina, 
As were you to me, 
Has broken his troth? .. . 
And now, now you await him ?—O was not 
Your promise to me that a week should pend 
Ere any step? 
Osto. I will not lose my soul, [Turns away. 
And dallying is the feebleness of fools. 
Branca. And will lies save it—though they be for Heaven !— 
‘To one who nigh has lost her soul for you ? 
[Vhen he does not answer, more penetratively. 
We have been friends, Osio, long been friends, 
And, unbecomingly, I’ve pled for more. 
But in this I suspect 
Osto. Enough ! we prate ! 
[ Rankling, uneasily. 


I say enough. 
Branca. And I say all too little, [ Bitterly. 
Until I tell you now plain to your face, 
And to your heart plunging toward this passion, 
That not alone a hate of heresy 
Is haunting you to this; but the warm lips 
And eyes and brows and soul—of Porzia ! 


[4s rage takes him. 


I tell you that you love her 
L 
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Osio. Will you cease ! 
Branca. And live but for the beauty of her face. 
Osio (who after strangling silence finds words), If you say that, 
Bianca, ever again, 

Or if, by all the demons that Avernus 

Pours out upon the black Phlegraean fields, 

You hint it or suggest it to her, till— _ 
Branca. ‘Till you achieve her? and have wrapped the rites 

Of the Church round your achieving ? 

Till you have severed her from Rizzio— 

Have swept her from ‘ perdition ’— 

Into your swathing arms? I say you shall not. 

Me you have set aside, but there it ends ! 

[Starts toward door. 

Osto. Stop ! whither do you go? 


BIANCA. To call them here ! 
‘Then to betray your treachery—and mine ! [Calls. 
Rizzio ! Porzia! Rizzio ! 

Osio. Maledictions ! [Seizing her wrists 


Will you become a dagger, and not know, 
Stiletto out of Hell, what thing you stab? 
Branca. I stab the infatuation festering in you ! 
Until, deaf with desire of it and dream, 
You cannot tell their voice from Deity’s. [Calls again. 
Rizzio! Porzia! ‘Tasso ! [The music ceases, 
Rizzt1o (within ; startled). It was Bianca ! 
[Hastening to door with the rest crowding closely after. 
How: what? you called? what happens? any ill? 
[ Looks around. 


Was some one here? what is it? speak! . . . Bianca? 
What burns you? 

BIANca. You shall hear! It must be told. 
Yes, yes! .. . (Struggling to say it)... 


And with no leavening delay of words, 
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We...I1... You must be gone from here at once ; 
At once—you are in peril. 
Rizzio. Pah-ho ! peril ? 


By Scylla and the Sibyl and Charybdis, 

What megrim have you had? 
Branca. None for your doubting ; 

Or any, it matters not, if you will go, 

And quickly, trusting reason—as you boast to ; 

For | have heard 
Rizzio. Have heard what and from whom ? 

[Again looks around. 

Branca. ‘There was one here who said Monsignor Querio 

Knows of your excommunicant delight 

In books that are forbid— 

And . . . of your heresies. 
Porzia (in quick dismay). ‘The Inquisition ? 

He may be sought by it, sought and seized, 

Held in the trammels of it for a truth 

That ...? Do you mean, Bianca, Osio, 

That now, at any hour—? . . . Oh, he must go ! 


[Hears noise at gate. 
And quickly! Ah, Rizzio, do not ! 
[The gate opens and Marreo entering stops amazed and 
alarmed. 
Rizzio (with laughing relief). Now, now, do you not see your 
apprehension ? 
Is Matteo the Inquisition? Is 
He then the prison that has come to seize me? 
Fie, fie, Bianca, with your fears that mar 
Again the bridal beauty of this hour, 
And shake the bliss of it ! 
No more of them !—(to dancers) Hither! again your 
tripping ! 
Again take up the dance ! 
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Porzia. No, Rizzio, do not ! 
For now delight would die under our feet, 
And we but trample on it! No! Dismiss them 
Back now to Capri! . 
More than the woman fear within me warns it. 
For you have been too bold—not vainly, nay, 
For truth, I know, must dare—but there may be 
More in this than you think. 

Rizzio. And ere it rises 
I must cravenly quench the altar-fires 
That I attend—and our half-wedded joys ? 
No, no! More revels .. .! 
‘Till we shall utterly uncloud our bliss 
And leave remembrance not a stain upon it ! 
A song, ‘Tasso, a song ! 
The taunting one that swept us into laughter ! 
How runs it ? did it not begin with Naples ? [Recalls it. 


Naples sins and ‘Torre pays, 
(Torre del Greco !) 

Who fears the earthquake all her days ! 
(Torre del Greco !) 


Whoa [ Forgets. 
Who sits beneath Vesuvius 
And shrives the castaways of us ! 
Naples sins and ‘Torre pays, 
(Torre del Greco !) 


Now, on with it! Come, Porzia !—On, on! 
Tasso (who has stood shrinking). Ah, Signor, no; I fear; I 
cannot 3 pray 
Your pardon. I must go. 
Rizzio. Go ! 
‘Tasso, I would not 
Offend the Church—who is the Bride of Christ. 
Rizzio (unaffected). “Vhen off with you, unworthy follower 


act 1] PORZIA 157 


Of Virgil, and of fire-veined Ariosto,— 
Of singers who have flung their hearts to courage, 
As yet we shall fling ours! (Tasso goes.) For even Bianca, 
And Osio, 
Must rue now their alarm, 
And help us back from it to revelry. 
[4s he turns to them, then to all. 
What, none of you? no heart of joy about me? 
Porzia (striving for abandon). Yes, Rizzio! .. . though I 
would have you fly; 
For bodingly I breathe the breath of evil ! 
[With forced lightness. 
A dance, then ! 
Again weave its delight ! [Dancers show cheer. 
For to your want mine is attuned, and what 
Is music to you shall be more to me ! 
And not alone my feet shall follow, but 
The Truth you fly to will I wing to attain !— 
‘Though stars seem to my simple sight but candles 
Upon the altar of God, [ll think them worlds, 
If to your soul they seem so 3 and for the rest—— 
[4 knock brings consternation, this time to all. The dancers 
fall to crossing themselves, some kneeling. As they do so 
the gate opens and MonsiGNor Querro enters; he is 
followed by several guards. 
Querro (advancing ; amid awe). In the name of the Vicar of 
God who sits at Rome, 
And of the Holy Office, I arrest 
The giver of these pagan rites and revels. 
[Guards step to Rrzz10’s side ; he stands speechless. 
Porzta (stunned). The giver ...? 
Rrzz1o (hoarsely). And at whose urgence, my lord Prelate, 
[Starts forward. 


I ask you at whose urgence this is done ! 
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This deed of churchly duty! . . . Yes, in justice 
I seek ; for there has been 
Some traitor and perhaps a liar.—Osio ? 
Bianca ? by some chance was it not you? 
[4 are appalled. 
Porzia. No, no, Rizzio!...no!.. . what are you saying! 
[ Restrainingly. 
Will you requite injustice with a worse? 
[To Querio, who 1s unmoved. 
Monsignor, this in truth is hunting haste, 
To search him out, so, 
Upon his wedding-day, 
And bind him with the very wreaths of it ! 
Could you not wait an eve, a night, until 
‘To-morrow when his nuptials would be over ? 
Querio. Who weds two brides is bigamist, Signora. 
When he divorces heresy accuse me. 
But now say your farewells, 
And with a moment’s privacy : that can 
I grant, that and no more: the rest’s with Rome. 
[Retires to rear—as do all but the two. 
Porzia (whem dread now begins to overwhelm). My Rizzio ! 
my own! I cannot bear it ! 
Ah why did you not go, delaying till 
‘This fate has fallen now like a pall upon us ! 
Lj fearde 1 feard 2k 
‘To be so wedded, ere I am a wife, 
Here in this city of dark lawless passions ! [ Brokenly. 
Ah, can you not recant? Still there is time 
‘To deny at once and so 
Rizz1o. Porzia ! 
Porzta. Nay } 
And yet to have you leave me— 
Ere any nuptial night has hung our couch, 
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Ere I have lain beside you in the dark 
And like Madonna dreamed of motherhood ! 
Ah, ah, [cannot fri ; 
Rizzo (with a thought). ‘Then—listen to me. 
[Osio starts, watching him. 
I will return to you ! 
Porzia. Return? 
Rizzto. It may be. 
Hope for it. For, with florins to the guard— 
With friendly gold—can he not be persuaded 
‘To bring me hither to you, for an hour 
At midnight—though it be but for an hour ? 
[They look at each other. 
QueERio (suspiciously, coming down). Enough, Signor ; the hour 
is running late. 
And there are here, may be, [Sznzsterly. 
Some who are avid now to be at vespers. 
Porztia (embracing Rrzz10). “Then go, my lord ; farewell, and 
fear not for me, 
Since I shall toil only for your release. 
[He goes, with QuERio and guard. Porz1a quails, then 
lets Martina lead her into the house. <All follow but 
Branca, Osio, and Matreo at gate. 
Branca (as the twilight begins, to Osto). Now that you have 
achieved so much, what more ? 
[He does not answer: she also turns into the house. 
Osro (whom a turmoil of passions is tearing). What more? . . 
God in His Heaven shall decide! . . 
Doubts have I had—like swine of hell within me— 
But now He shall decide— 
If she’s to be the mother of heretics . . 
Or if I, who acclaim the Creed, shall have her! [Cal/s. 
Matteo ! 
Marreo. Signor—(advancing) here. 
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Osto. You have done well. 
And froin to-night I take you to my service, 
With wages that shall gild you from a want, 
And with the benediction of the Church. 
But there is one thing more : 
Follow Monsignor Querio to the prison, 
‘Then to Signora Porzia return— 
And say her husband sent you 
To bid her be in the bower there at midnight. 
Matreo (staring). But, Signor, will she come ? 
Osto. Say that she is 
‘To speak no word—but keep to silence : go. 
[With fixed face, when the latch clicks behind him. 
God shall decide, . . . 
For if she does not know 
My arms from Azs, then, it shall be a sign 


‘That to them and my bed . . . she was predestined. 
[The dark grows. He turns soon to go, and the Curtain 
falls... . But rises again at once and tt is midnight ; 


with only dim lights from the silent, sleeping city. As it 
does so Porzia with Marina comes out of the house. They 
pause and listen, Marina half-anxtously. 
Porzia (drawing free). Return and have no fear, he soon will 
come, 
And bade me be alone there in the bower. 
The night is like a spell to draw him to me. 
Marina. Signora ! 
Porzia, Like a spell of living love. 
[Crosses over, as one in a dream, and enters the bower. 


Marina goes. An ominous glow appears—and dies— 
over Vesuvius. Then the gate opens and Osto silently 
enters, coming down into the bower amorously. A long 
silence . . . then slowly the Curtain, 


ACT II 
A Year Has ELapsep 


SCENE : A sala, or hall, in the house of Rizz10. Its spacious walls 
and ceiling are frescoed with Virgilian scenes of a simpler and 
more beautiful kind than was usual to the decaying art of the 
period, and its high-arched open doors in the rear look out upon 
the terrace of Act I, toward the city, the Bay, Vesuvius—the 
whole magic curve of the coast. 

Several antique terminal-statues, the bodies of which end 
strangely in their pedestals, stand on either side these doors, 
and about the hall a Venus and other rare objects of virtu 
recovered from the past are mingled with the furnishings of 
the room, which, arranged for joy and beauty, seems somehow 
sad when unoccupied, as now, though the Neapolitan sun 1s 
shining brightly in from the blue day. 

An arrased doorway, right, leads through a passage to the 
street gate, and one, left, to the penetralia of the house, from 
which Marina enters deeply troubled. She looks back, shakes 
her head, saying, ‘ O my poor lady !” then crosses to door right, 
listens, and hearing nothing goes slowly to door rear, where 
she waits, singing sadly : 

Shepherds down the mountain wind, 
Wild pipes play in the street. 

O Sicily, my Sicily, 
I long for thee, my Sweet ! 


Once a year God takes His joy, 
And that great joy is Spring, 
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He weds earth clad in blossom-robes, — 
For His enrapturing ! 
[She stops, listening, then resumes: 
Once a year God takes His joy, 
And that 
[She stops again, hearing sounds at the gate, then 1s startled 
to paleness by the voice of Marrero; and as she listens a 
stern strong determination takes her. 
Marrero. Basta! am I to pass? son of a dog ! 
Snout of a swine! knave! door-bestriding fool ! 
Have I not matters to her from my master, 
To the Signora, from her husband’s brother? 4 scuffle. 
The Devil’s scullion feed you 
On flame, until your liver shrivels black. 
[He has pushed past and enters the hall insolently. 
O-hé! who’s here! I come from Signor Osio ! 


[Sees Marina, 
The little Sicilian? Luck then is my slave ! 
[Going to her. 
Well, pretty fig! my little red pomegranate ! 
My fair forbidden fruit—plucked in the moon, 
I’ve come. . . (stopped by her mien) But, Blood of the 
Holy Sepulchre ! [ Looks around uncertainly, 
What thing has happened here ? 
Marina. That, Matteo, [Speaks solemnly. 
Which yet I do not know, and which I pray 
Madonna you may be as ignorant of. 
Marrero. Eh? ... I, my beauty? 
Marina. You—who left this house 
A year ago to-night with Signor Osio, 
Left suddenly, 
‘To serve his wealth and pleasure, 
And who will leave it now as instantly, 
If he is not in need—of absolution. 
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Marrero. Of . . . (starting) absolution? Body, now, of 
Bacchus ! 
Does he not go to the Mass—and if he does not 
Am [ a priest to know his need of purging ? 
Or if he sins must I be damned with him ? 
Marina. No, so the way from it 
Marreo., The way ! the way? 
I want no way, but in unto your mistress. 
Am I not sent here to her with commands ? 
Ecco ! and must I turn with them upon me, 
And say a wench denied me? 
Or that I feared 
Perchance to catch the fever 
Of heresy your master is shackled with ? 
Pah, but you jest, my ruby rose of Aetna— 


[Insinuatingly. 
Whom yet I will not say but I will wed, 
Though you are from that Paynim-breeding isle 
Of Sicily. You jest: so, in with you. 
I seek your lady. 


Marina. Seek . . . and shall find more. 
Martreo, More! (Struck by her tone.) And from what and 
whom? 
Marina. I wait Aloysius, 
‘The leech. 
Matreo. And that is what I am to fear? 
Marina. ‘The child is ill. 
Matteo (starting). The child ! 
Marina. My lady’s child. 


[With tenser solemnity. 
For there has come of late into her mind 


A dread that has dried life within her breasts. 
Marrero (who pales). And am I God, woman, to keep dread 


from her ? 
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Marina. ‘Tending to it a strangeness comes upon her, 
And with the sudden seizure of it, fear— 
Shudders of horror, instincts of some evil 
That she somehow has suffered, or committed—— 


[ Pauses. 
Martreo (paler). Your lady? 
Marina, Yes, as one within a trance. 
Marrero, And do you mean ? 
Marina, A mood seizes her flesh 
That creeps against her will whenever to her 
The little one is pressed. 
Marreo (trembling). This is a lie ! 
Martina. She cannot look upon it, but with terror, 
‘That brings remorse awakening more terror. 
The blight of heresy, she strives to think, 
Of her lord’s heresy, is sent upon her, 
Or of her own refusal, it may be, 
‘To wed the Convent, not the carnal world. 
Marrero. ‘To you she said this? 
Marina. Ah ! and Madonna, her sleep ! 
She walks with eyes wide open. 
Marreo, I say you lie. [Seezes her wrist. 


You do ! as if Eternity were not,— 
To frighten me and Signor Osio ! 
Marina (coldly, stingingly). And yet you understand me? ha, 
you do? 
And hoarsely stare at words upon my lips 
That should be meaningless as moony madness ? 
You penetrate what not the Pope himself, 
Nor any could, but with a guilty knowledge ? 
There ’s villainy I say, and you are in it, 
The tool of a blind villain, who should be 
Where now his brother rots, but that the Church 
Is no more Christ’s ! 
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Ah, ah! my nails could tear 

Your hated false caresses from my flesh, 

Your kisses from my memory and fling them 
Upon your wicked heart. As for your master, 
The Virgin strangle him! She—or another ! 


[Meaningl: 
Another ! a 
Marreo (startled). What? what say you? 
| Marina. ‘That—one—will ! 
For do not think such sins go unavenged. [Starts to go. 


Marrezo. I say, what do you hint? Stand! there is more ! 
[Setzes her and clasps her to him. 
More ! and 1 ’Il have it, by the crater of Hell ! 
More—and your lips shall tell it with a kiss. 
Marina. Off me! (Struggling.) And if you do not get 
from here— [Breaks free. 
Before Signora Bianca 
~ Marrzo. Ah! Ahi! 
It has to do then with the Florentine, 
Who is as pagan as that devil Venus, [Pants to statue. 
Yet prates to priests as subtly as my master 
Who will not play Love with her? 
By the Passion and Blood of God, has she again 
Gone jealous to Monsignor Querio, 
To get undone the doors of the Inquisition, 
So that your master . . . ? has she? 
Marina. They are open !— 
I overheard and long to tell my lady !— 
For Signor Rizzio goes free to-day ! 
Free to return here unto his own home ! 
Free to cast from him a year’s ignorance, 
A year’s imprisonment beyond the pale 
Of any word or message, 
And learn how on his wedding-day when he 
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Was seized and on his wedding-night when he 

Expected to return... At that you quail? 

Begone then, or 
Matteo (gnashing). The jealousy of women ! 

Their hearts are devil-pots that ever boil.— 

But this is cud for Signor Osio, 

So get you in at once unto your mistress 


And say 


Enter Bianca suddenly, in agitation. 


Branca (looking about, with alarm). Where is my cousin ? (Calls). 
Porzia ! Porzia |— 
She must return at once—unto the child : 
Her mood is perilous and must be pent. [As they stare. 
Did you not see her? (Impatient) Am I Proserpine 
‘To make such gaping ghosts of you? I say, 
Was she not here ? 
Marina. Signora—— ? 
BIANCA. She hung, haunted, 
[Searching again. 
By the child’s cradle—there a little since, 
But suddenly rose up and fled from it, 
Saying—she would wed death ! 
Marina, Wed death! Signora ! 
Branca. Yes; 1 was near. Her words—that struck me stark. 
I could not speak. Do you know aught of this, 
You who have seen these dark distractions in her ? 
Or does this . . . drone of Signor Osio ? 
[Foward Marreo, 
What brings him here ? 
Mart reo. Marina there. 
BIANCA. Ha, yes ! [At door rear. 
‘The honey from that flower—but what else ? 


[At door right. 
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Marina, yes, for you have been with her 
‘Too often under the moon, but there is more 
Behind you than yourself. Your master has 
Not sent you? 


Marrero. Yes, Signora. To your beauty 
He sends salute ; and to your lady cousin 
Who . . . O Signora, see ! (staring) upon the terrace ! 
[He has broken off awestruck. 
See, see! Qh, in her hand there is . . . Oh !—oh! 


[They turn and behold Porzia trancedly approaching, a 
stiletto before her, and her lips moving obliviously. 
Porzia. And should I not, Madonna, if . . . O should I? 
Would you in heaven not assuage and shrive me? 
Make the wound seem as holy as were Christ’s ? 
Miraculously make 


Branca. Porzia ! 

Porzia. Make (dazed). 

Branca. Porzia . . . you dream ! 

Porzia (startled). Bianca ? (dropping the blade) You? 
[4 pause. 


Branca. ‘This speech to weapons ! this distraction. What 
And whence and why is it? Your child—— 
Porzia (quickly). Yies, lyesi leery lle [4 little incoherent. 
I went into the garden to wait Aloysius, 
My uncle Aloysius, who is a leech. 
I have not slept. . . . What is it I am saying? 
[Seeeng Marreo. 


Is that one come to tell 


BIANCA. He is the servant— 
Of Osio. 
Porzta (with recoil). Of Osio? ... Of Osio? — [Trembling. 


Marreo. Signora, yes. He sends me with a message. 
He begs that he may see you. 
Porzia. See—— ? 
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Matteo, Implores 
That this strange shrinking from him and aversion, 
This pale . . . and unintelligible . . . repulsion 
You have of late 

Porzia. Go back to him ! go, go ! 


[Struggling : with solemn abhorrence. 


And say I cannot see him. He is my brother, 

My husband’s brother, 

Whom I pray to honour. 

And is much like my husband : 

A likeness that unreasonably, it may be, 

I shudder to look upon: and yet 
Matreo. He bade me 

To say, Signora, nothing must prevent 5 

‘That it concerns 
Porzia. See him I will not, ever ! 


[With utter repugnance. 


And cannot and should not though he sought me in 
That time which lies beyond eternity, 

‘That space which is beyond the brink of all. 

What thing it is haunting his heart I know not. 
But in his presence all my flesh becomes 

A shudder of horror, all my soul a fear. 

My husband’s brother is he, my poor husband’s, 


But he... Go, go!... and tell him that strange 


drawings 
And strange repulsions pass the hearts of those 
Whoin grief has gathered upon; and that I who 
Upon my wedding-day had torn from me 


[Suddenly, uncontrollably. 


Say, say 1 would he were not on the earth ! 
Branca (amazed, suspicious). Porzia ! what is this ? 


Porzia, I know not : go | 


[He goes, then Marina, fearful. An overfraught pause. 
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Branca (at length, jealously). For this thereis a reason—and 
but one. ; 
You love, you love him ! 
Porzia. Love . . . whom? 
BIANCA, Osio ! 
Yet dare not, so you draw him with denials, 
Knowing that to repel is to entrain him, 
[4s Porzia stares, stupefied. 
The mockery of it! My eyes were fools, 
That stood within my head and did not see ! 
To me he spoke of love—yearning for you, 
And in me heard but echoes of you . . . ever ! 
Yet since you loved him, why unto his brother, 
A heretic denying God with stars, 
Did you 
Porzia (sinking to a divan). I pray you speak things possible, 
‘Though to your sight I seem and to my own 
Like one unnatural beyond belief ! 
A child I have whom fever now is burning, 
A husband all unhallowed in a prison . 
Though to my dreams last night he seemed to come. 
[Branca starts. 
And so you must forgive me if blind shrinkings, 
That to your sight seem semblances of love, 
Helplessly overtake me. 
Branca. ‘Then—confess 
Why Osio seeks you and why so you shun him ? 
And with the child why are your ways so wild ? 
You fear sometimes to touch it, 
As if it were another’s, or at your breast 
Could only drink of horror. 
Porzia (rising). Ah! , 
Branca. It is love, I say, love of Osio, 
That motherhood itself cannot amend, 
M 


. ah, ah! 
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And Rizzio shall hear of it—this day. 


Porzia. He... there in the darkness . . . can hear nothing ! 
Leave me, I pray, to wait Aloysius. 
Why does he stay? . . . And why do you so rend me? 


For you would not indeed to Rizzio 

Add demon doubts . 

Of me who am to him there in the night 

Sun, moon, and a white galaxy of stars 

Such as not even Messer Bruno dreams. . 

For, if you would, are you indeed Bianca 

Who, as a child, sang with me under the olives 

And cypresses ; or watched with wonder-eyes 

The fishermen draw marvels from the deep, 

‘Then homeward wing at eve to Ischia ? 

Pecannot thinkt Wea Votan! [Again distraught. 

Oh what is it I dread ? what thing has changed 

All natural thoughts within me to repugnance, 

All instincts and desires into terror ? 

I cannot touch my flesh, but I turn cold 

As if I had touched pollution, cannot press 

My child unto my breasts, but . . . true, oh, true! ... 

A madness whispers in me, ‘Take it away !’ 

[Staring, hauntedly. 

And too, and too . . . in solitude the want 

Of Rizzio imprisoned comes to me ; 

Yet when I reach for him I seem enclasped 

By unknown arms . . . in the blind dark, that . . . Oh! 

Now, now I feel them ! now ! [4 knock at the gate. 

(Starting) Ah, ah, Aloysius! . . 

With healing! he at last ! (moving toward door). Uncle, 
the child 
[Stops rooted to the floor, for Osto has suddenly entered. He 
does not speak, nor she, but only Branca, who looks at them, 
uttering his name, then turning, goes. 
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Osto (at length, tortured). You shut me from your presence 
and your doors, 
My messages return to me unopened, 
My messengers unhonoured—yet I ’ve come, 
For speak to you I must, and utterly ! 
Porzia (gazing). Lord Jesu ! 
Osto. _ Ai, Lord Jesu ! let Him hear ! 
For if ever He huddled in a Manger, 
Or hung, a red atonement, on the Cross— 
If you are not soul-bound to heresy, 
SYeouPmust.*4.-\. 
Porzia. Oh, oh! why are you here? 
Osro, WW yor Set. * Peace’! 
Can you not listen to me without terror? 
Not look upon me without eyes where awe 
Sits like a murdered thing, or without hands 
* That flutter at your heart unfalteringly ? 
I am your brother. 
Porzia. I... will hold you so. 
Osro. But more than sister are you to my breast. 
Porzra. Ah! 
Osro, More, and I would save you from the 
flames 
That bind you to a heretic and Hell. 
Nay, stay ! do not start from me; stay, do not ! 
But hear me, for not that alone has led me, 
Not that alone, 
But love unbearable— 
Such as not any lips in all the world 
Have sung, or any famed for it have breathed 
Upon the pagan pages of a book : 
For they were heathen all, in penance now 
Upon the sulphur winds that sweep Inferno, 


While |— 
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Porzia (whose look stops him). While you, you, incontinent, 
Speak baseness so unto your brother’s wife ? 
Osto. His, no! no more! no more ! for heresy 
Has rent from him all rights, therefore I dare 
To hunger for you, and to pledge that the Pope 
Will grant us dispensation 
Porzia. Oh! Qh, oh! 
[Overwhelmed with loathing. 
Os1o. You will not heed it, will not come with me? 
Porzia. Madonna, wash his words out of my brain, 
[Her hands lifted. 
And from my memory purge their pollution ! 
(To him) Be gone!... 
And may the poison of you never pass 
Across my sight again. 
Osto. It will—to save you, 
For mine you are—God wills it! mine you have been ! 
[As she sinks in horror ta a seat. 
Yes, have !—it was predestined-—by His breath. 
Was He to see you mate a heretic, 
Or from your body spring the Anti-Christ ? 
A year ago you wedded one, and I 
Was ready with the hands of the Inquisition. 
They seized him with his pagan pride upon him, 
And from this house of feasting and of flowers 
He went, and, as you thought, sent you a message 
Saying he would return to you at midnight. 
I came, and in the darkness of the bower, 
Which God made darker, 
You took my arms for his !—were mine, were mine ! 
Porzra (who has sunk to a seat, rising). Never !—But now I 
know what I have feared, 
What dread it is invisibly has bound me— 
Invisibly, unvariably !. . . I know, 
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And so shall break it ! 

Your thought has been to shadow me about 
With this unceasing thing, to make me so 
Believe—and so obtain me ! 

Your voice, eyes, lips, and being with this purpose 
Have held my soul unswervingly to fear, 

But now it is free ! is free ! 


Osio. And will be when 
Rizzio comes ? 

Porzia. Rizzio ° 

Osto. Out of prison ? 


[As she gazes at him. 
I tell you the child is mine! for Rizzio 
Did not return. It is not his ; so you must 
Protect it and yourself. 
PorRZIA. From—his return ? 
O do you mean that he may come? that you 
Expect him, O and soon? and that Bianca 
Osio. I mean no mysteries, but that the child 
Is mine— 
And you may be— 
And all be well. 
Porzia. But he will come? you have some intimation ? 
Some word of his release, some prescience ? 
But say it and I will forgive you all ! 
Say that my arms once more shall clasp him to me ! 
Say that my heart once more shall beat to his ! 
Say that my eyes once more shall drink the dawn 
From his, and I 
Osio. Be still. For if you will not 
Be mine, now, one thing must be assured 
Beyond the sway of peril : 
It must be kept from him there is a child. 
Porzia. Never! but I will lay it in his arms, 


! 
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Unto the cradle of his bosom bring it— 
While I have hands of purity to lift it— 


And— 

Osio. Have him fling it forth? Hush ! what is here? 
[4 knocking at the gate: amazed cries: then Rx1zz10's 
voice. 

Porzia. Rizzio! Rizzio ! 

Rizzo (without). Porzia ! where are you? 


[He enters, weak and worn, in tattered raiment, and comes 
down to where she gazes too overcome to embrace him. 
Rizzio. My Porzia! (With a clasp.) O do I look upon you, 
Not on some prison vision that will vanish 
Between my arms to nothingness of air ? 
Some vain and hollow haunting of the night ? 
Look up into my soul and speak to me 
With eyes that are incarnate songs of love ! 
Ah, what, you cannot? ... 
The swiftness of my coming has undone you ? 
Porzia. No, no! 
Rizzio. Then give reality to dreams, 
Linking your lips to mine! . . . Oh, oh! at last ! 
At last I know I live and am more than 
A madness in miasmic night immured ! 
And that eternity of want can end— 
Upon your breast—within this house where 
(Seeing Osto) You? 
[With inexplicable antagonism. 
Osto. I... and I have no welcome for you, knowing 
That heresy is still hot in your heart. 
Rizzio. For which you with accurséd joy are glad? . . . 
[Osto goes rankling into the garden. 
What does he here, my Porzia? what does he? 


[ Troubled. 
Has he been much with you? Sometimes there in 
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My fetters I have fought strange dreams of him, 
Battled against him as against a brood 
Of elemental horrors and contagions. 
Yet when I would awake—— 
Porzia (clinging fearfully). My Rizzio!.. 
Rizzio. Ai, yours! when hope was darkest, when the 
links 


Of wolvish steel were feeding on my bone, 
[Holds out wrists. 
Or like a python wound me as J slept. 
Porzia. ‘The pity of my heart and lips shall heal them. 
[With caresses. 
Rizzio. ‘They and the passion of you, and the peace 
And beauty of your body and your soul, 
‘That were torn from me at the very altar, 
But now—purer for waiting—shall be mine. 
Porzia (trembling). Yes, yes, Rizzio ! 
Rizzio. Say, say it again ! 
For oh, the jealous fears that have defiled me, 
The visions I have called a lie in vain, 
‘The hot hands I have seen laid on your beauty ! 
[To her look of helplessness. 
O say it! for you gaze—as if you could not ! 
As if . . . O what is wringing you? Can you 
Not say it—that no arms but mine have held you, 
No lips but mine have ever lingered on ? 
[4 pitiful cry of distress breaks from within, then a hurry 
of feet and Marina rushes in anguished. 
Marina. My lady! O my lady! .. . the child! the child ! 
Porzia (swaying). What is it? Speak ! 
Marina. My lady, it is dead ! [4 wild pause. 
Porzia. Dead? dead? my child? my little one? my own? 
My baby? ... my baby? ... Oh,... oh ! 
[She stretches her arms distractedly before her and goes. 
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Rizzo (who has staggered, dazed, and is frenziedly realising). 
God, God, the madness . . . is this then the madness . . 
At dast-f a: 
Her child? her child ? and I—never a husband ? 
She has a child and I am childless! I! . 
Have I been tricked, beaten, betrayed, undone, 


Duped by a lie of low inconstancy ? [To Marina. 
Speak, quean ! 

Marina. O sir, I know not what to say ! 

Rizzio. “Though truth bays wild, fool-face ! 

Marina. Sir, sir, I cannot ! 
But thold}il pray you !for she is = 2ishe = 4 As 


[Has cried out, for the curtains have parted and PoRzIA 
is entering—the dead child in her arms, her eyes gazing 
sightlessly. 
Rizz1o (who looks at her, racked, laughs wildly, then rushes to the 
door). At last, at last the heretic ’s in Hell ! 
[Breaks past ALoystus entering, and ts gone. 
Martina (fo the leech). O Signor Aloysius, my poor, poor lady ! 
[W eeping. 
My lady! Oh what now, what now shall heal her ? 
Atoysius. Go in, prepare her bed, and I will bring her. 
In, in, I say ! (As she goes ; tothe mother) Porzia! [Gently. 
[She does not answer. 
Come, Porzia ! 
Porzia. Yes, yes; is the grave ready? 
Then let the clod fall softly, and the shroud 
Not wake him, for he sleeps. And let there be 
Some orange blossoms too . . . some orange blossoms ! 


[She permits him to lead her tn, still gazing before her. 


CURTAIN 


AGT vIii 
NicHuT oF THE Next Day 


SCENE: The terrace of Act I, but lit wanly now by the moon, whose 
sheen is cast like a pall over the city and kindles the Bay to 
quivering silver. Through the open door of the house and from 
the window of Porzi1a’s chamber, which is just above the 
image of the Virgin, light falls streaming toward the Pan and 
toward the deeply shadowed bower. A stone seat is set to the 
front centre. 

Os1o, haunted and desperate, stands without the bower, 
watching Marrero, who is stealthily coming down from the 
pedestal of the Virgin where he has climbed to listen, and who 
crosses the terrace to him. 


Osto. Her words! give me her words—and them alone ! 
What were they? 
Martreo. I could learn no more, Signor. 
The fever is tossing her. 
Osio. To peril of death ? 
She is sinking now down into ceaseless Hell, 
Where he shall follow? Is swooning low to it? 
And to eternal flame? 
MatTreo. I do not know. 
But burningly she sleeps. (Uneasily) Shall we not go? 
[ Looks around. 


For if we are found here—— 


Osio. ‘They have not brought her 


The Sacrament ? 


Matreo. No priest is there, Signor. 
177 
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Osto. ‘The child, she asks for it? 
Matreo, J seemed to hear 

Signora Bianca say that since the morning 

When it was borne in secret to the tomb 

She has not. 

But still her moan’s of Signor Rizzio, 

Who has not yet returned, though still they seek him. 
Osto (bitterly). Her blood be on his head !' upon his head ! 

And not on mine, that has not swayed to schism, 

If death is calling now for her damnation. 

No, I am pure of it ! 
Marreo. But should he come ? 

[Again looks around. 

Osto. Ill fear him not. Never! For odium 

It were to God if I a moment should,— 

Since he is black with utter unbelief ! 

But come he will nct . . . since he left deluded. 

Or if he should a voice has pledged to me 

Full absolution if- 


Martreo. What, Signor ? 

Osto. Peace ! 
He will not. So again mount up ! 

Marreo (uxwillingly). Signor ! 


Osro. Mount, I say, and strain tu get me more. 
[Marreo deathly crosses and again ascends the pedestal. 
But scarcely has done so when a knock comes at the gate. 
He steps down into the shadow of the tmage-——Osio into 
the bower. Then Marina appears from the house 


hesitantly. 
Marina. Who knocks? Signor Aloysius, is it you ? 
Atoysius. Aj, ai! and weary : open ! [Being admitted. 


This day ! this day ! 
The search till he was found ; and then the toil— 
The patient physic poured 
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Vainly it seemed unto the proud or poor. 

[Taking off medicine pouch. 
But it at last is done. Now, the relief.— 
He came reluctant ? and to her outpoured 


A lava of wild purpose and revenge 
When he was told ? 


Marina. He? (staring). Signor Rizzio? 
You have not brought him ? 
ALoystvs. Brought? Is he not here? 
Martina (dismayed). Signor ! 
ALoystius. But how? but how? (dropping pouch). 


Not he? and Bruno? 
Who had been with him, 
Whom he had but left 
To search, sudden it seemed, for Osio ? 
Not Bruno? whom I pledged to find and lead him 
Here to her—since we learned that Osio 
Has fled from Naples ? 
Marina. Signor, neither ! none ! 
[Lnvoluntartly. 
Ah he must come, or she will die ! 
ALOYSIUS. SILC. fea. 
Marina. New evils gather ever in vendetta ! 
Atoysius. You run from them too rapidly to death, 
Which comes but when it will—and not from sleep, 
In which I left her. 
Marina. But her sleep has grown 
To fever that has flowed into her brain ! 
Her heart is full of moans, her lips of murmurs ! 
She tore the crucifix from off her neck 
And flung it from her, saying that it was 
The arms of Osio ; and then cried out 
That she was virgin and immaculately 
Had borne a child, that now was laid in the tomb, 
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But should arise again. “Then would she start 

And say there is no God, but only stars, 

But stars, a heaven of stars! For which Signora 

Bianca ignorant arose and chid her. 

Atoysius. And all unduly did! This must be stayed, 

Not made immedicable. 

Go in; prepare the herbs that I left with you. 
[She goes—as he stands pondering—past Bianca, who 
enters. 

Branca (pausing, then with resolute bitterness). So you have 
come and have not brought him? Well, 

The insult of this secrecy must end, 

‘The shrouding and affronting soil of it. 

I'll sift in doubt no more, but have the truth. 

Atoysius. Signora? 
BIANCA. O, fatality ’s in the world, 

From atom to infinity it may be, 

But there is also sinning. Which is this ? 

And whence is it 

If she though sunk in sleep 

Says ever ‘I must go into the bower !’ 

And ever with elusive lips ‘ the bower !’ 

Whom would she meet ? 

ALoystus. ‘The bower ? 
BIANCA. Whom ? or if 

No guilt is in her why this grievous haunting ? 

Atoysius. I will go to her. 
Branca (angrily). So to evade confessing ¢ 

To avoid granting 

That it is Osio? 

‘That it is he has been her paramour ? 

That he it is has plundered her with passion— 

Whose proof is the child 
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Which Heaven has struck dead ? 
Will go? Nor first deny 
That rightly Rizzio has turned from her 
And now perchance is seeking Osio 
[Breaks off, for the gate opens and Rizzx0 slowly enters. 
A deadly purpose is on him as he looks around. 
Rizzio (at length). You clothe my thought, Bianca, in the 
flesh 
Of speech that I have shunned: but we shall know— 
Soon know, for I have tracked him to this gate. 
[To Axoystus, solemnly. 


Where is he? 
Atoystius (amazed). He? ... Osio? 
Rizzio. So ! reveal him ! 
A.oysius. But—this is error! . . . he is gone from Naples ! 


Rizzio. Or wrapped in lies is hidden here for her ? 
By the very God of the world, I say. 
(With restraint) But... no! 
Atoysius. And ‘no’ until you trust it! For her fate 
Is not as you suppose. 
Rizzio. Nor his? Nor he? 
This bigot whose true creed is lechery ? 
This monk to whom licentiousness is God ? 
This monster whom I loathe illimitably ? 
[Searching as he speaks. 
I say that he is here ; that I will find him ; 
That I have tracked him to you, and . . . (suddenly) Aha ! 
[Discovers Matreo under the image. 
Aha ! from Naples he is gone? from Naples? 
[Drawing Matteo forth. 


But leaves his shadow here ? 
Matteo (terrified). Signor! Signor! [Cringes, 
Rizzio. From Naples he is sped, but at the feet 
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Of the Virgin he adores drops this devotion ? 
[ Slowly, terrebly. 
Unpitiable toad—begotten of filth ! 
Pander who should go down into the Pit 
And be the go-between of burning lusts, 
Where is he? 
Marreo. Signor ! (chokes) Signor! I will show. 
You shall have all ; but let me live, Signor. 
I have a father, crippled, who would starve 
But for the gold I get. . 
And she, Signora Porzia, is innocent. 
Rizzro, And virgin too? with that obliteration 
You'll clothe her? Heaven’s Queen, do I not know 
What Nature and conception are ! 
Axoysius (trembling). Ai, so ! 
And of them there is no denial here. 
That she has given birth, herself has told you, 
Herself. . . . The child was hers, but 
Rizzio. Born of miracles 
And of imaginations and of dreams ? 
Is this Judea 
And a day divine, 
Not Italy and unregeneration, 
Where God deputes the world to Borgias ? 
The father of it was he—he and no other ! 
Axoystius, But in her innocence she— 
Rizz1o, Yielded ! yielded ! 
Aad clung to him as the harlot moon to earth, 
Atoysius. No, no! 
Rizzio, Through nights and nights ! 
ALOYSIUS. Never ; but duped 
And unaware she took his arms for yours, 
Believed, though by the moon, I know not how, 
Unless she was entranced, 
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‘That you had come to meet her in the bower, 


And 


Marina enters suddenly, terrified 


Marina. Signor! Signor Aloysius! Oh quick ! 
Oh come to her! She has arisen ! 
ALOYSIUS. Risen ? 


Marina. Oh, in her sleep ! and will not to her bed 
Return, but says with eyes empty of sight 
That it is time 


ALOYSIvs, For what? 

Marina (hesitant, distressed). hor. meet wim In 
The bower ! 

Atoystius (quickly). 1 will come to her. 

Rizz10 (burningly). ; Ah! ah! 


[Starts before him. 
And drug her now with opiates to prevent her ? 
Or waken her and bid her to deny ? 
Did I not deem it ? and will you feign further ? 
Did I not say that Osio is here ? 
There in the bower is he, there ! and she 
Has planned to meet him. 


Marina. Signor ! no! no, no! 
*Tis you that she would meet ! 
Rizzi1o, And not this croucher, 
[Of Marreo. 


Who is alone and purposeless ? not he? 
Nor him he pledges craven to reveal ? 
Marina. O Signor, no ! 
Rizzo. Lies ! and a world of lies ! 
[His words writhing. 
And now you shall not hold her : she shall come : 
Shall go into the bower. She shall take him 
Before your very breath unto her breast. 
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Marina. But, Signor, she is asleep. 


Rrzzio. Go, lead her. 
Marina. She 

Knows not what she is doing ! 
Rrzz10. She shall learn ! 
Marina. O Signor, no, no, no ! 
Rizz1o. I tell you, then, 


[Starting toward house. 
That truth is still my star, and that no shrinking 
Shall stay me, though all night contains would quench it. 
[Is near the door, when Porzta herself, ike a wraith, 
appears—and at the same time Osto ts seen in the entrance 
to the bower. Before Porzi1a’s sleep-fixed eyes R1zz10 falls 
back: her somnambulant speech breaks faintly. 
Porzia, ‘The night is as a spell. . . . No more of physic. . . . 
Return unto your couch. . . . The Inquisition ? 
To take him? from his very nuptials take him ? 
He is no bigamist, Monsignor Querio. [ Pauses. 
Yes, Rizzio, at midnight! . . . Yes.—Ever 
‘The arms of Osio round me instead ! 
This choking shroud of fever that defiles ! 
[Moans, trying to throw it off. 
But, peace ; the child will wake. My little one, 
My baby! . . . lift the candle to its face. 
[Again moaning. 
Ah that is Osio, not Rizzio, 
I see within its eyes! Yet do not kill him, 
No, Rizzio, do not kill him, though he is 
Your brother and has done it: I have borne 
Too much and they would prison you again. 
Or, if they did not, still the stars we love 
Must not turn into . . . drops of bloody vengeance !— 
But, peace to this! (moves forward) for it is time to meet him, 
Marina (withholdingly). Signora ! 
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PorZIA. Time to meet him in the bower. 
[Is nearing tt. 
For now he is returned and all the night 
Is like a spell to draw my soul unto him. 
[With Osio before her. 
Yes, Rizzio, I come ; Wau see, Liyetl2, Glen", 
[Is reaching her arms to him when a shudder takes her. 
Her hand goes up to her brow and her gaxe wanly 
fiutters. Then suddenly her trance breaks and she shrinks, 
screaming : 
It is not he! not Rizzio! Not he! 
Marina! Bianca! Help! not he! help, help ! 
[Sznks wildly back to the seat. 
Martina (who runs to her). Signora,no! not he! not he! but we 


Are here and he is come and you shall see him. _—[ Kneeling. 
See, you have dreamed ! . 
A.oystus (dy her). And have awakened, Porzia, 


Awakened from imaginings and terrors ; 


For you are ia. 
Marina. And knew not what you did! .. . 


But now look round you and all shall be well. 
[She looks and, finding Rrzzi0, rises again bewildered. 

Martina (who understands). It now is he, Signora ; do not fear. 
Borztn, | Rizzio!.... Rizzio! ..~ Rizzio! 
Rizzio. Porzia ! [He sobs. 
Porzia. Oh, is it dreams? I pray do not deceive me. 

I think that it is you, but so, so many 

My thoughts have been and full of pain to me 

That truth shall never more, alas, be true, 

Or trust be ever utter trust again, 

Until peace comes to me as pure as that 

Earth feels when the rainbow’s amulet is laid 

By God upon its brow—peace wed to kindness. 

And to deceive me now were less than kind ! 

N 
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Rizzio. My Porzia! (Falls weeping at her feet.) Deceit at 
last is over ! 
And not he, even he, who wrought this wrong 
And who would forge that rainbow into fetters, 
Till I could wish the sharpest tooth of pain 
And of remorse should tear him—not he, now, 
hall turn my heart from love unto revenge, 
[Rising ; to Osto. 
But ‘ pagan’ though I be, I bid him go !— 
[Points to gate, and Osio, tortured, flings it open—and goes. 
Then when Marrero has followed, Rizz1o turns tenderly 
to Porzia. The horror falls from her as he folds her 
finally to him—while the moon that had clouded, shines on 
them bright and still. 


CURTAIN 


D OF RYLE 


PRELUDE 


Saint Francis, Saint Lutgarde, 
And sweet Saint Margaret, 
Saint Gertrude, and Ludwine, 
And gentle Saint Colette, 
They never shed the heart-blood 
Of bird, or man, or beast ; 
And a warrior, though great on earth, 


In heaven shall be least. 


CHARACTERS 


ConraAD 

GerRuHaRD OF RyYLE 
GERDA 

Ursutra 
Ruperr 


SOLDIERS OF CONRAD 


TIME: 


Militant Archbishop of Cologne 
Architect of the great Cathedral 
His Wife 

A Girl, their Servant 

A Knight in Conrad’s Council 


Circa a.D. 1295 


GERHARD OF RYLE 


Scene: The chief room in the house of GERHARD, with a door and 
windows opening directly on the place of the unfinished Cathedral. 
Its walls and ceiling are of plaster and of stained oaken beams, 
which are grotesquely carved about a massive smouldering 
fireplace, right. 

On a tall rest to the left and back is a drawing of the Church’s 
sublime fagade: before which is a table with architectural 
implements together with an old sword. Chairs and chests 
also are visible ; and right or left, doors leading to the kitchen 
and to the bed-chambers. Through the windows a portion of 
the Cathedral’s lofty choir stands magical in the moonlight. 

GERHARD, in dishevelled dress, is yearningly absorbed in 
his drawings by the rest. GERDA sits to the front centre, a 
book fallen from her, and with suppressed hatred of her sur- 
roundings written on her face. URsuta enters, as tf habitually, 
and goes down to her. 


Ursuta. I have set wine and herrings on the table 
That he may eat—the master—when he will. 
The candles, too, are ready and the bread 
And water against the morning.—Is there more? 
Gerpa (rising). “There is no more. [URSULA goes. 
But ever is it thus ! 
Up with the dawn for this housewifery 
Of ordering a wan wench to and fro, 
And then of bidding her to bed, where she 
May still dream of her kettles and her kitchen, 
Of broth and stew and pottage, in her sleep. 


[GERHARD turns ; she continues. 
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A woman is a hare shut in a warren, 
A linnet in a cage—when she is wed so. 
Night after night this dull and heavy house 
In which you toil and I sit tortured by. 
GERHARD (comes down). But Gerda—— 
GERDA. In a nunnery were better. 
Your tools scrape ever there upon the paper 
From dusk to midnight ; 
And from dawn to dusk 
You are away amid unwitted workmen 
Gazing with love on every stone they lay. 
But I bide here—bide— 
In want, aye in want, though nobly born, 
Of the one thing—the merest that befits me. 
GERHARD (gently). Yet well do you know why. — It is because 
You ask me, Gerda, what I cannot give. 
Gerpa. And what, in giving not, arelessa man. [He flushes. 
Yes, less than are these larded monks about us, 
Who dare take arms, though sworn to crucifixes, 

[He controls himself and goes silently back to work. A pause. 
Gerpa. Well, some there are who 
GERHARD. Yes, many who find 

In bloody battles a// their heart’s desire. 
Gerpa. And what but battles saves our Fatherland ? 
GeRHARD, Peace, Gerda, might. 


[He rises. 


GERDA. And weaklings without swords ? 
[When he does not answer. 
Am I to live... so... when there are those 


With whom might be an end of low-born dullness ? 
[He only sighs. 
Would Rupert leave me to this weariness-—— 
Rupert I might have wedded save for you? 
Am I a burgher’s daughter, chosen but 
‘To spin the flax 
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And potter amid the pails, 

That I am dealt with thus? 
GERHARD (simply). You are my wife. 
Gerpa. ‘The wife of master Gerhard, builder, of Ryle ! 

Who left a castle and her father’s care, 

A banquet-board, where in the evening glow 

‘The minnesingers sang their feats of love, 

‘To wed a paltry dreamer! and who soon 

Will come no doubt contently to beguile 

Her days—while he is wrapped away or lost 

In his cathedral longings ; aye, or gone 

- With mall and measure to the quarry-fields— 

In driving geese to market? . 
GERHARD (rising again). Can you speak so? 

[Coming down and pleading tenderly. 

I ask not anything of you at all— 

. Save that you be to me, as first you seemed, 

‘The sainted inspiration of my soul, 

‘That seeks now to eternalise in stone, 

In arches that shall spring like seraph-pinions 

And spires piercing to sunward, as a song, 

This church—a very mitre of Christ on earth ! 

I am not born of barons, like your father, 

Or of a race of prelates like this bloody 

And proud Archbishop who commands my toil. 

Why to your ’scutcheoned gates I one day came 

I know not—I ennobled but by dreams. 

And what led you to abjure the difference 

Between our births and love me is yet darker ; 

While darkest, is it what drew you to follow 

My steps to this humility and loss. 

But it is done, Gerda, and we are wed, 

And if your love now finds 

No valour-heights in the great shrine I build 
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To hold the bones of the Three Holy Kings 
Drawn starrily to Christ in Bethlehem, 
One thing abides—the love I gave you then. 
Gerpa. In name, but not in truth and life and passion, 
Geruarp. Because you will it so. 
Gerpa (:mplacably). ‘Because the serf 
Who is my husband shuns to take the sword 
Of knighthood which my father would gird on him 
And turn from doltish tools. 
GERHARD. To daily murder ? 
And plunder, like these lords who ply the Rhine ? 
[As she turns on him. 
No, no, I mean it not—of him, your father. 
[More impasstonedly. 
But I am not as they ! and what I here 
Am building is a greater thing to God, 
Wherein all that I am must be transfused 
Without blood-guilt 
Or any sinfulness. 
And you can aid this immortality, 
This shrine soaring to touch infinitude— 
And through whose doors, with saints and martyrs set, 
‘The millions of this German land shall move, 
Past jewelled windows where fair Paradise 
Shall be set forth in colours spread supernal, 
‘To mass and vespers which shall purge their sin. 
You, Gerda, you so beautiful, can aid. 
Gerpa. Yes, as may any stone with which you build : 
A sacrifice set in a selfish vision. 
But I will not. My own way I will choose, 
And it shall be—away from here. 
GERHARD (now realising). Away? 
GERDA (seemng him torn at last). With one who knows the 
sword’s nobility, 
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And who will build me love, not stony churches ; 
One knowing a woman is flesh as well as spirit, 
And that beauty is earth’s as well as heaven’s. 
Geruarp. And he. . , that you will go with... will be 
Rupert ? 
Gerpa. He will be one at least who is aware 
How vainly I am made . . . a mere midwife 
[With a final thrust. 
Unto a vision that is moon-begotten, 
A fancy that but bats and owls shall finish— 
And keep to worship in. 
GERHARD (soul-struck). By which . . . you mean . 
‘That to my shrine some veering wind of evil 
Has risen? .. . knowledge of which you have kept from me? 
Some breath, perhaps, of Rupert’s poison tongue ? 
Rupert, who would strike God out of this land ? 
[4 knock without. 
‘Gerpa. Your answer stands there waiting at the door. 
[Goes rigidly off as he moves to draw the latch. But a 
knock of more violence comes, and, shuddering back, he takes 
up the sword as if fearing treachery. Then quickly opening 
the door he finds Conrav—with several cloaked forms that 
slip back into the shadow. 
Conrap (with amazed irony on seeing GERHARD’S sword). By 
every nail of the Cross, what mood is this ? [ Enters. 
My holy builder bent on shedding blood 
Like any baron of us? My believer 
In peace without a sword set upon murder ? 
His tender tools forsook, his traceries ? [ Laughs. 
It is not ill, not ill! .. . no; as I live! 
Who has two trades need never lack employment. 
[Comes down. 
And, sanctus, I am minded! . . . It will lighten 
The purpose I have brought. 
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GERHARD (forebodingly). Christ save my soul. 
[Drops the sword with an abhorrence that causes CONRAD 
to flush. 
Conrab (whom a pause is not able to restrain), 1 do not like 
aversions, Master Gerhard. 
Within this land I am priest-militant : 
Is my sword-bearing, too, an infamy ? 
[Finding vantage in this. 
So is it with these peace-fed artisans. 
It sickens me . . . till, to the guts, 1 weary 
Of this unslaked church-building, 
For . . . wherefore 
Should I, but for a dead man in his coffin, 
‘Though he was called my father and laid on me 
The pledge to build this fane up to the stars, 
Spend all the guilders this arch-diocese 
Can gather—lI, engirt by fools and foes ? 
Rupert is right ! 
GERHARD (trembling). Rupert? — 
ConraD. I will cease. 
And if the Kings who rode to Bethlehem 
Want for their bones a shrine, then let them send 
‘To my electorate peace ; or to my coffers 
Mammon enough to quell my enemies. 
GERHARD (whom a deadly pallor has stricken still). You have 
come here to say the mighty fane 
Which I am toiling for and which is yet 
Not half to heaven 
CoNnRAD Must, by heaven, stay So ; 
[Prepares to go. 
‘Though to the land a Devil’s Easter come. 
GerHarD. And it is Rupert who persuades you to it, 
So there may be more money to shed blood ? 
‘That were too deep a shame. 
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ConraD (aflare). Master Gerhard ! 
Geruarp. Master am I of naught, save of my hope. 

High over me is your authority 

And over all the thousands of this land. 

[With solemn faith. 

But this, if you should do 
Conrab (2n wrath). Dragons of Hell ! 

Am I to drink fool’s breath? Is this a Pope 

Of very Rome to question my decrees ? 
GeRHARD. No, but, my lord, I am the living voice 

Of those unfinished arches that arise 

Out of my window, under the pale moon, 

To point toward eternity and light. 

And even you, 

Who have compelled this city 

And all the land about beneath your yoke, 

Will dare not do this. 


~Conrap. Dare wt dare & Wnot'dare ! 
[ Chokes. 
This from a tool-bred hireling ! . . . Soul of God ! 


Geruarp. It zs God’s soul, that cries into your ears, 
[With profound farth. 
-And will not hush for mitre or for crown 
Until it tells you 
Who have ground the poor 
And gathered widows’ mites to waste on war— 
Heavily on the people hanging chains 
Which strangle past enduring—that if now 
Conran (ragingly). May I go down to Hell and there be set 
The task of flaming damnéd souls with lust—- 
As one has flamed your wife, upstarting peasant— 
[GERHARD cries out. 
If you vent more of this. (Calls) Rupert! In! 
[As the door opens, to Rupert, entering. 
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This knave has spoken words of spotted treason ! 
Of treason! And his blood—if in so pale 
A thing blood be—shall cool in prison for it. 
[With worse thoughts, as GERDA enters. 
Or no! The worm, the wan church-coddled coward, 
Shall see scorn of him even from his wife. 
Go to her! ‘Take her in your arms, clasp her 
Unto your breast !_ With all the power I am 
I give her to you, and shrive the adultery. 
Ruperr (starts toward her). Gerda ! 
GERHARD. Oh! What am If driven to ! 
Rupert (who pauses, laughing, as Gerva stands motionless). Yo 
seeing now what love and passion are ! 
Appeaseless passion— 
Not for a carven saint, 
Or for a painted angel without lips 
And limbs and breasts where happy kisses hive, 
But for a woman full of sweet response. 
[Again starts toward her. 
GERHARD (uncontrollably). Not Christ upon the very Cross 
bore this. 
[He springs wildly at Ruperr and seizes his dagger. A 
struggle, a fall, a stab ensue; then silence. Then slowly 
he rises with horror and staggers back, till his hand striking 
the Church plan tears it across. 
ConraD (who runs to the door, now with redoubled wrath). In, 
in! Ho, in! Murder! murder ! 


Enter Sotprers alarmed. 


Murder ! 
A Soxpier (dazed). My lord, who? (Looks around.) How? 
Sir Rupert dead? Here? 
Conrav. ‘Take him, I tell you. 


SOLDIER (confused). Who, my lord? and where? 
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Conrap. ‘The murderer there of Ryle. 
SOLDIER (amazed). Gerhard of Ryle? 
[GERHARD stands staring at his deed. 
Conrap. He who will shed no blood ! who will not fight 
In battles, but who dips his soul in murder ! 
[The Sorpiers prepare fetters. 
GERHARD (stricken, aghast, with his eyes still fixed on Rupert). 
The curse of Cain! the crimson curse of Cain ! 
In spite of all—at last! Its guilt upon 
The glory I was dreaming. . . . Oh upon 
[Sees the torn plan. 


My shrine (moans). 
Sotprer. What shall be done with him, my lord? 
GeruHARD. Fach stone that I should lift would now cry out 
And every column crumble with wet blood. 
[ Bewildered. 
Yet I was set apart from violence 
By such a vision as none ever had. 
[Again, after moans, with the weariness of one lost. 
Accurséd be my hand and shrivelled up, 
Accurséd all the weapons of the world 
And all the hate whose cruelty has shaped 
The guilty tools of rage and lust and ruin 
That from the gates of Eden to this hour 
Have smitten humankind with grief and death. . . . 
And oh, accursed be, lord of Cologne, 
You, in whose desecrated heart the Dove 
Of the Holy Spirit 
Never has beat its wings. [They fetter him. 
Do with me now according to your will. 
ConraD (in whose stark face the Sovprgrs seek orders). Bear him 
up to a scaffold of his church 
And let him—happen over. If he lives 
The Devil’s in him. If he dies it shall 
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Be held the Devil’s doing—and not mine. 

I do not think his tainted task will now 

Be hurried to a feyerous finishment. 
[They lead GERHARD out, GERDA still standing motionless. 
ConraD, with a glance of indifference at her, follows. Then 
a shudder passes over GERDA, whose eyes are on the door ; 
and as one against her will she slowly moves toward it. 
When there she trembles, listens, and then, looking up, falls 
back, stricken, from the sight, with a cry of horror. At the 
same time URSULA enters but stops frozen. 
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ScENE: 4 Hall of Fudgment in the Palace of Saur, at Gibeah. 
The walls and pillars of cedar are richly carven—with serpents, 
pomegranates, and cherubim in gold. The floors are of bright 
mar ble ; the throne of ivory hung with a lion’s skin whose head 
ts its footstool. On the right, by the throne, and on the left 
are doors to other portions of the Palace ; they are draped with 
woven curtains of purple and white. In the rear, which is 
open and supported on pillars, a porch crosses a court. Through 
the porch, on the environing hills, glow the camp-fires of the 
Philistines, the enemies of Israel. Lamps in the Hall burn 
low, and on the floor JupirH, LEAH, and ZILLA are reclining 
restively. 


Jupitu (springing to her feet impatiently). O for a feast, pome- 
granate wine and song ! 
Lean. O! O! 
ZILLA. A feast indeed ! the men in camp ! 
When was a laugh or any leaping here ? 
Never ; and none to charm with timbreling ! 
[She goes to the porch. 
Lean. What shall we do? 
JupItTH. I ll dance. 
ZILLA. Until you ’re dead. 
Juprrn. Or till a youth weds Zilla for her beauty ? 
1 ll not soil mine with sullen fear all day 
Because these Philistines press round. As well 


Be wenches gathering grapes or wool !_ Come, Leah. 
[She prepares to dance. 
208 
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Lean. No, Judith, Ill put henna on my nails. — [Szts down. 
And mend my anklet. 
ZILLA (at the curtains), Oh Ohel On! 
Jupiru (starts). Now, hear her ! 
Who, who, now, is it? dog, or fox, or devil ? 
Zitta. All ! 
Jupiru. Then—it is Ishui! (Bounding to curtains) Yes, 
Ishui ! 
And fury in him, sallow, souring fury ! 
A jackal were his mate! Come, come, we ’Il plague him. 
Zita. Shall we—with David whom he hates ? 
Jupiru. Aie, David ! 
The joy of rousing men to jealousy ! 
Lean. Why does he hate David, Zilla ? 
ZILLA. Stupid Leah ! 
Juprru. Hush, hush, be meet and ready now 3 he’s near. 
Look as for silly visions and for dreams ! 
[They pose. Isnur enters. Jupiru sighs. 
IsHut. Now, timbrel-gaud, why gape you here ? 
Jupiru. Oh ! ’tis 
Prince Ishui ! 
ZILLA. Prince Ishui! ‘Then he 
Will tell us! he will tell us ! 
LEAH. Aiesy 
Jupirx. Of David ! 
O, is he come? when, where ? quick, quick ?—and will 
He pluck us ecstasies out of his harp? 
O will he, till we ’re wanton for him, mad, 
And sigh and laugh and weep to the moon? 


IsHut. Low thing ! 
Chaff of the king ! 
Jupiru. ‘The king! I had not thought ! 


David a king ! how beauteous would he be ! 
IsHur. David? 
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JupirH. Turban of sapphire ! robe of gold ! 
Isour. A king? of Israel ? 
Jupiru. And who can tell ? 


Have you not heard? Yesterday in the camp, 

Among war-old but fearful men, he offered 

Kingly to meet Goliath—great Goliath ! 
IsHur. What do you say? to meet Goliath ? 


Juprru (laughing in his face). Aie ! 
[He thrusts her from him. She goes, dancing, with Z1LLa 
and LEAH. 
AprieL (who has entered). shui, in a rage? 
IsHut. Should I not be? 
AprigEL. Not would you be yourself. 
IsHuI. By . . . Israel’s God ! 


[Then cooling, cunningly. 
But you say well, I should not, Adriel : 
So pardon—and—unto our business. 
~Apriget. What was the offence ? 


IsHut. Turn from it: I have not 
Bidden you here for vapours . . . though they had 
Substance as well for you ! 

ADRIEL. For me? 

IsHut. Who likes 
Laughter against him ? 

ADRIEL. I was laughed at? 

_ Isuut. Why, 
It is this shepherd ! 
ADRIEL. David ? 
IsHUvI. With his harp ! 


Flinging enchantment on the palace air 

Till he impassions to him all who breathe. 
Aprizt. What sting from that? He’s lovable and brave. 
Isnur. Lovable? lovable ? 
ADRIEL. I do not see. 
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Isuur. This, then: you have brought hither gifts and gold, 
Dream-bringing amethyst and weft of Ind, 
To wed my sister Merab ? 
ADRIEL. It is so. 
Isnur. And you’ve the king’s consent 5 but she denies ? 
AprieL. As every wind, you know it. 
IsHut. Still denies ! 
And you, lost in the maze of her, fare on 
Blindly and find no reason for it ! 
ADRIEL. How? 
What reason can be ? women are not clear ; 
And least unto themselves. 
IsuHut. Or to their fools ? 
[4s ApDRIEL stares. 
Why she is still unclear, you shall behold. 
[Goes to curtain, and draws out ADAH. 
Your mistress, Merab, girl, whom does she love ? 
Unclench your hands. 
ADAH. I hate her. 
Isuut. Insolent ! 
Answer ; I am not milky Jonathan, 


Answer ; and for the rest You hear ? 

ADAH. She loves 
The shepherd David ! 

ADRIEL. Who, girl? 

ADAH. I care not ! 


She is unkind ; I will not spy for her 

On Michal, and I ’ll tell her secrets, all ! 

And David does not love her—and she raves. 
Isnur. Off to your sleep ;_ be off [Makes to strike her. 
ApRIEL (holds him). Ishul, no. 


[ADAH goes. 
Isnur (guashingly). ‘Vhen you see now how ‘lovable’ he is ? 
I tell you that he stands athwart us all ! 


ACT 1] DAVID 207 


The heart of Merab is swung, a censer, to him, 
My seat at table with the king usurped ! 
Mildew and mocking to the harp of Doeg 

As it were any slave’s ; the while we all 

Are lepered with suspicion. 


ADRIEL, Of the king? 
Isuur. Aie! and of Jonathan and Michal. 
ADRIEL. Hush. 


[Hears votces. 


Enter Micwat, passing, with MirraM. 


AprreL. Michal, delay. Whom lead you? 


MIcHat. Miriam, 
A prophetess. 
ADRIEL. How of the king to-night ? 


Micuat. He’s not at rest ; dreads Samuel’s prophecy 
The throne shall pass from him, and darken more 
Against this boundless Philistine Goliath 
Who dares at Israel daily on the hills, 

As we were dogs ! 

ADRIEL. Is David with him ? 

MicuHat. No; 

But he is sent for—-and will ease him Ah! 
He’s wonderful to heal the king with his harp. 
A waft, a sunny leap of melody, 

And swift the hovering mad shadow ’s gone. 

ApriEL. I thank you. 

IsHut. And IJ curse you ! 

MYrcHaL. For what thing ? 

Isuur. Disdaining Doeg and his plea to dust, 

His waiting and the winning over of Edom, 
You are enamoured of this David too? 

Micuat. I think my brother Ishui hath a fever. 

[She goes, calmly, with Miriam. 
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IsHur. Now are you kindled—are you quivering, 
Or must this shepherd put upon us more ? 
Apriet. But has he not dealt honourably ? 


IsHut. No. 
AprigeLt. Why do you urge it ? 
IsHut. Why have senses ? Does he 


With Samuel the prophet not enshroud 
Some secret, and has Samuel not told 
The kingdom from my father shall be torn 
And fall unto another ? 
ADRIEL. You are certain ? 
[SauL’s voice within. 
Isuur. Is not the proof pouring into our ears? 
Can you not hear? 
ADRIEL. The king? 
IsHut. And Samuel 
With prophecy or some refusal rends him ! 
[They step aside. Sautr, followed by SAMUEL, strides in 
and mounts the throne. 
Sau. You threat, and ever thunder threatening ! 
Pour seething prophecy into my veins, 
Till a simoon of madness in me moves. 
Am I not king, the king ? chosen and sealed ? 
Have I not been anathema and bane 
Unto the foes of Israel, and filled 
‘The earth with death of them? 
And do you still forbid that I bear gold 
And bribe away this Philistine array 
Folded about us, fettering with flame? 
SAMUEL. Yes, yes! While there is air—and awe of Heaven, 
Do I forbid! A champion must rise 
To level this Goliath. ‘Thus may we 
Loose on them pest of panic and of fear. 
SauL. Are forty days not dead? A champion ! 
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None will arise—none will. And Ill not wait 
On miracle. 
SAMUEL. Offer thy daughter, then, 
Michal, thy fairest, to whoever shall. 
Saut. Demand and drain for more, without an end ! 
Ever vexation ! No; I will not. 
SAMUEL. Then, 
Out of Jehovah and a vast foreseen 
I tell thee again, thou perilous proud king, 
‘The sceptre shall slip from thee to another ! 
[He moves to go. 
Saut. The sceptre.. . 
SAMUEL. To another ! 
SAUL. From me! No! 
You arouse afar the billowing of ill. 
I grant—go not !—I grovel to your will, 
Fear it and fawn as to omnipotence, 
[Snatching at SAMUEL’s mantle. 
And vow to all its divination—all ! 
SamMuEL. ‘Then, Saul of Israel, the hour is near 
When shall arise one, and Goliath fall ! 
[Goes slowly out by the porch ; SAuL sinks back. 
Isuut (after a pause, keenly). Oh,—subtle ! 
SAUL. ‘Thus he sways me. 
IsHut. Subtle !—subtle ! 
And yet I must not speak ; come, Adriel, [As if going. 
No use of us is here. 


SAUL. Use ? subtle ? who is? 

IsHur. Sir, no one. 

SAUL. ‘Then, what mean you? 

IsHut. Do notiask. 2" 
Yet how it creeps, and how ! 

SAUL. Unveil your words. [Comes down. 


Isuur. Do you not see it crawl, this serpent scheme ? 
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Goliath slain—the people mad with praise, 
Then fallen from you—Michal the victor’s wife. . . 
Saut. Say on, say on. 
IsHut. Or else the champion slain— 
Fear on the people—panic—the kingdom’s ruin ? 
Saut. Now do the folds slip from me. 
IsHut. And you see? 
What—disposition, then, if one arise ? 
Saut. Death, death! If he hath touched this prophet—if 
He hath but for a moment—-- ! 
IsHut. I have seen 
Your David with him. 
SAUL. Death ! if for a moment—-— [ Pausing. 
David? You have not. You but say it. No. 
David ? 
IsHut. Sir, in secret. 
SAUL. ‘The folds slip further ; 
‘To this you lead me—hatred against David ! 
‘To this with supple envy’s easy glide ! 
IsHur. I have but told 
SAUL. You have but builded lies, 
As ever you are building, and for ever. 


I’ll hear no more against him—(ca/ls) Abner ! (a pause) 
mrELLO. 


(To ABNER, who enters) David, and with his harp. 
ABNER. My lord—-— 


SAUL. 


He is not come? For ever he delays ! 


Not come? 


[Remounts throne. 
AxBNeER. ‘lime’s yet to pass. 


SAUL. There is not. Am I king? 
He should be swift as eagles. Bring me wine. 


[Then as a harp sounds. 
But no, he has not tarried. . . . And he sings ! [ Roses. 
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Davin (bravely, within). 


Smiter of Hosts, 
Saul ! 
Vile on the hills is one who boasts 
None is among 
Great Israel’s all 
Fearless for Saul, King Saul ! 


[Entering with people of the Palace. 
Smiter of hosts, 
Will none 
At Goliath’s soul to run? 


Wring it, and up to his false gods fling it— 
None, O king—not one? 


[He ends the question with arms out, then drops to his knee 
by the throne. There is murmured applause until Saut’s 
face darkens. 
-Saut. Forgo this praise and stand 
Away from him : it is overmuch. 

(To Davin) Why have 
You dallied and delayed ? 


Davip. My lord, delayed ? 
Saut. Do not smile, wonder, mocking ! 
Davip. Why, my lord, 


I do not mock. Only the birds have wings. 
Yet on the vales behind me I have left 
Haste and a swirl, a wonderment of air, 
And in the torrent’s troubled vein amaze, 
So swift I hurried thither at your urgence 
Out of the fields and folding the far sheep ! 
Saut. You have not; you have dallied. 
[Motions rest out. 
You have dallied. 


[Comes down indeterminately. 


And now 
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Davin. And now the king with darkness foams, 
With sheeted passions like to lightning gusts. 
[All have gone. 
Shall I not play to him ? 
SAUL. You shall not, no. 
[Slowly draws a dagger. 
Ill not be lulled. 
Davip. But show a tiger gleam ? 
Terrible fury stealing from the heart 
And crouching cold within the eye, O Saul ? 
Saut. Ill not endure. ‘They say that you 
Davip. : They say? 
What is this ravage in you? Does the truth 


So limpid overflow in palaces ? 

Never an enemy to venom it? 

Am I not David, faithful, and thy friend ? 
Sau. Ill slay you and regretless. 
Davip (unmoving). Slay, my lord? 
Saut. Do you not fear? And brave me to my breast ? 
Davin. Have I done wrong that I should fear the king? 

Reed as I am, he could breathe and break me 

And I should be oblivion at a word ! 

But under the terror of his might have I 

Not seen his heart beat justice and beat love? 

See, even now!... 


SAUL (torn). I will not listen to them ! 
Davin. “To whom, my lord, and what ? 
SAUL. Ever they say, 


‘This David,’ and ‘This David!’ It is lies . 
[Goes to throne. 
But think you, David, I shall lose the kingdom ? 
Davrp (starting). My lord! .. . 
SAUL. Pain in your eyes? you think it? Deem 
I cannot overleap this destiny ? 
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Davin. Of that let us not speak ; it has but ill. 
Deeper the future gulf is for our fears, 
Forget it. Forget the brink may ever gape, 
And wield the throne so well that God Himself 
Must not unking you, more than He would cry 
‘The morning star from Heaven! ‘Then, I swear it, 
None else will ! 


SAUL. Swear ? 

Davip. Nay, nay | 

SAUL. You swear? 

Davip. But words, 


Foolishly from the heart ; a shepherd speech ! 

Give them no mood ; but see, see yonder fires 

Camping upon the peace of Israel, 

As we were carrion beneath the sun ! 

Let us conceive annihilation on them, 

A hurricane to deluge them with ruin. 

* Saut. Ah, but the prophecy ! the prophecy ! 

It eats in me the food of rest and ease. 
And David, nearer : Samuel! in my stead 
Another hath anointed. 

Davip. Not to me, 

My lord, should you confide it ; no, I pray you. 
You cannot understand ; it pains beyond 
All duty and enduring ! 

SAUL. And why beyond? ... 
Who is he? know you of him? do you? know you? 
You sup the confidence of Samuel ? 

Who bids me give my daughter to whoever 
I ’ll search from Nile to Nineveh to find him, 

Davip. My lord! 

SAUL. Mountain and desert I will comb, 

And wilderness and sea. (Résimg) And when he’s 
taken 


? 
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Enter Micuat joyously. 


Micuat. O father, father! David! Listen! ... Why, 
All here is dark and quivering with pain, 
And a foreboding binds me ere I breathe ! 
David, you have not been as sun to him ! 
Davip. But Michal will be now. 
SAUL. Child, well, what then ? 
Micuar. Father, a secret! Oh, and it will make 
Dawn and delight in you ! 


SAUL. ‘Then let it. - >. speak: 
Micuart, Oh, I have heard—— ! [Stops suddenly. 
SAUL. Have heard !—Why do you pale? 


[She stands unaccountably moved. 
Now are you Baal-bit ? 

Davip. Michal ! 

Micuat (in terror). David! . . . David ! 
What does it mean? I cannot speak! It shrinks 
Shivering down upon my heart in awe ! 

Saut. Rather you crush it down with some deception. 

Am I to gape here, muffled in a mist 
Of silly megrims? Speak, what is it ? 

Micuat. Ah! 
I know not; danger rising like a wing 
Suddenly swept my lips ! 

Davin (low). To warn? 

Micuat, It shall not ! 
‘There—now again flows joy: I think it flows. 

Saut, “[hen—you have heard? . 

MiIcuHat. Yes, father! Have you not 
For long desired discovery of whom 
Samuel hath anointed ? 

SAUL. Well? 


MiIcuat. I’ve found 


[Davrp blenches. 
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Almost have found! A prophetess to-day 
Hath told me that he is a 

SAUL. Again you cease? 
[She stands horrified. 


[ Realises. 


Sudden and senseless ! 
MicHat. David ! 
SauL, By Jehovah ! 

Have I not bidden you answer swiftly ? 

Who is he ?—Has the wench gone tongueless ?—Speak ! 
Micnwar. I cannot. 


SAUL. Cannot! Are you flesh of me? 
Davip. My lord—— 
SAUL. Cannot ; cannot! Has she breath ? 


Davin. O king, she has for you but love. Hear me ! 
[With passionate pleading. 
. Her lips could never seal upon a wrong. 
If they are silent some restraint is on them 
Sent for the benison of Israel, 
Else were they but submissive to your word. 
Believe, in all the riven realm of duty 
There ’s no obedience she would hold from you, 
Did not some other. 


Enter ABNER hurriedly. 


ABNER. Pardon, O king. A word. 
Saut. I will not. Do you come with vexing too? 
ABNER. ‘The Philistines—some fury is afoot ; 

A spy, caught in our gates, refuses speech, 


Saut. Conspiracy ofsilence! . . . Backtohim. [ABNER gees. 
(To Davip and Micuat) But you—I’ll not forget. I'll 
not forget. 


[Goes trembling, his look bent backward upon them. 
Davip (casting off suspense). Forget! Anointing! Peril ! 
What are they all ? 
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Michal !—for me you have done this, for me ? 
[She stands immovable. 
Oh has a princess in whose veins there flow 
Sympathy and all love unto a father,— 
Has she so shielded me? 
MicHat. You—are anointed ? 
Davrip. I am—oh, do not flint your loveliness !— 
I am the anointed, but all innocent 
In will or hope of any envious wrong, 
As innocent as lilies blowing of blasphemy ! 
As dew upon them of enmity !— 
Micuat., Anointed ! 
You, whom the king uplifted from the fields ! 
Davip. And who am ever faithful to him ! 
MiIcHAL. You, 
Whom Jonathan loves more than women love ! 
Davip. Yet reaches not my love to Jonathan ! 
Micuat. You—you ! 
Davin. But hear me ! 
Micuat. You, of all ! 
Davip. Ah hear ! 
Of my anointing Jonathan is aware, 
Knows it is holy, helpless, innocent, 
Unsought, and but poured out upon my head 
From the inspired cruse of Samuel ! 
For Israel it dripped upon me—yea ! 
For Israel must drip, until I die, 
Or tili high Gath and Askalon are blown 
Dust on the wind, and all Philistia 
Lie peopleless and still under the stars! .. . 
Goliath, then, a laughter evermore! . . . 
Still, still you shrink ? do you not see, not feel ? 


Micwat. So have you _ breathed yourself about 
heart, 


my 
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Even as moonlit incense, spirit flame 
Burning away all barriers ! 

Davip. But see ! 

Micnar. And so, so many raptures have streamed in, 
That even now my lids from anger falter 
And the dew falls ! 

Davip. Beloved, do not weep ! 
Upon my heart each tear is as a sea, 

Flooding it from all duty but the course 
Of your delight ! 

Micwat. Poor, that I should have tears ! 
Fury were better, tempest! O weak eyes, 
When ’tis my father, and with Samuel 
You creep to steal his kingdom ! 


Davin. Michal! . . . Michal ! 
Micuav. Yes, steal it. 
_ Davin. Cruel, fell accusal! Yea, 
It is; and utterly false and full of wounding. [4 pause. 
And yet so be it—so—unto the end ! [As if broken. 
Delirious wings of hope have fluttered up, 
At last to fall. [Moves to go. 
Micuat. David ! 
Davin. Farewell ! 
MicHaL. . . . You must not ! 
Davin. Peace to you, peace and joy ! 
MicuHat. You must not go ! 


[He turns. She sways and reaches to him her arms. But 
as they move together Dore and Meras appear at the 
curtain, to their dismay, then vanish. 
Micuart. Merab and Doeg ! 
Davin (has sprung to her). Yet what matter, now, 
Were it the driven night-enshrouded dead ° 
Under the firmament is but one need, 
That you will understand ! 
P 
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MIcHAL. But Merab ! ah, 
She is cunning, cold, cruel ; and she loves you 3 
Has told her love to Ahinoam the queen ! 
And Doeg hates you—since for me he’s mad ! 
Davip. Then be his hate as wild, as wide as winds 
That gather up the desert for their blast, 
Be it as Sheol deep, stronger than stars 
That fling fate on us, and I care not, care not, 
If I am trusted and to Michal truth |!— 


Hear, hear me! for the kingdom, though ’t 
come, 
I yearn not 3 but for you ! 
MicHat. No, no ! 
Davin. For you ! 


Since I a shepherd on the happy hills 

First beheld you the daughter of the king 
Amid his servants, leaning, still with noon, 
Beautiful under a tamarisk, until 

All beauty else is dead 


Micuat, Ah, cease ! 
Davin. 


Since then 
I have been wonder, ravishment, and dream ! 

The moulded light and fragrant miracle, 

Body of you and soul, lifted me till 
When you departed—when you left me 


MicuHat, Ah! 


Davin. I fel! through void infinity ! 
Micuat. 


No more ! 


Davip. ‘Then came the prophet Samuel with anointing ! 
My hope sprung as the sun ! 


Micuat. I must not hear ! 


Davin. ‘Then was I called to play before the king. 
Here in this hall where cherubims shine out, 
Where the night silence 


may 
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Micuat. David ! 
Davi. Where it strung me, 
I waited, shepherd-timid, and you came, 
You for the king to try my skill ! you, you !— 
And then divinely on through days we swept, 
Far from the birth unto the bourne of bliss, 
Until to-night you would not, though bereft, 
Reveal my helpless chrism, give me to peril ! 
Say but the reason ! 
MIcuat. David ! 
Davin. Will you not? 
Micuar. And shall I, showing how this prophetess 
Miriam hath foretold 
Davi. Some wonder ? speak ! 
Micuat (springs up to the throne, then down). No, no! horror 
in me moans out against it. 
Wed me with destiny against my father ? 
Dethrone my mother? Ah! 
Davrp. Not that—no wrong ! 
Micuar. ‘Then swear conspiracy upon its tide 
Shall never lift you ! 
Davip. Deeper than soul or sea, 
Deep as divinity is deep, I swear. 
If it shall come, the kingdom 
MicHal. cabfirinot: + 1f’ 
Surrender this anointing! Spurn it, say 
You never will be king though Israel 
Kingless go mad for it ! 
Davi. I cannot. 
Micuat. Ha ! 
Davin. I cannot—and I must not. It is holy ! 
Micuart. ‘Then must I hate you—scorn you 
Davin. Michal ! 
Micuat. And will. 
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But to reign over Israel you care, 
Not for the peace of it ! 
Davip. And Michal cares, 
In saying so, only to rend and wrong me ! [ Proudly. 
And yet let her behold yon Philistines 
Whose fires lap up the night with bloody tongue ; 
As God has shaped the world and hung it under 
The stars above, in awe to-morrow night 
Not one of them shall burn ! 
MicHat. And wherefore ? 
Davin. None ! 
Micuart. What is this strength? It seizes on me! No, 
I ll not believe ; no, no, more than I would 
From a boy’s breath or the mere sling you wear 
A multitude should flee! And you shall learn 
A daughter to a father may be true 
Though sorrow be her doom until she die ! 
[4 commotion heard for some time within grows louder. 
She turns to go, when JONATHAN enters, eagerly. 
JonaTHan. David ! 
Davip. My friend—my Jonathan! What brews? 
[They embrace. Mucuat goes. 
Jonatuan. Great heart, I ve heard how yesterday before 
The soldiers you . . . But Michal’s gone? No word? 
Davip. ‘The anointing. 
JONATHAN. Ah, she knows ? 
Davin. All. 
JONATHAN. And disdains. 
Believing ? tell me. 
Davip. No, not now—not now. 
Let us forget all but a deed undone. 
[The commotion sounds again. 
For hear that murmur misty of distress. 
What is it? fear of the Philistines ? new terror ? 
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ra 
This sounding giant flings again his foam ? 
Jonathan, I am flame that will not wait. 
What is it? I must strike. 
JONATHAN. Davide: =. 
Davip. Tell me, 
And do not bring dissuasion more, or pause. 
Jonatuan. ‘The king comes here. 


Davin. Now? 

JONATHAN. With a spy who keeps 
Fiercely to silence. 

Davin. Then is peril up ! 
Jonathan! .. 

JONATHAN, David, you must cool from this. 


Determination surges you too far. 
I will not see you rush on perishing, 
Not though it be the aid of Israel. 

Daviv. I must. . .. I will not let them ever throng, 
Staining the hills, and starving us from peace. 
Rather the last breath living in me, rather 
Death and the desecration of the worm. 

Bid me not back with love, nor plea ; I must ! 

Jonatuan. But think 


Davip. No thought ! 

JONATHAN. *T were futile—— 
Davin. It must be. 
JonatHan. The madness of it ! 

Davip (looking off). No, and see ; they come. 
JonaTHan. Strangely my father is unstrung. 

Davip (unchangeably). The king ! 


Enter Saut with Samue.; Soldiers with the Spy ; AHINOAM 
with ABNER; and all the court in suppressed dread. 


Saut (fo Samuet). He will not speak, but scorns me, and his lips 
Bitterly curve and grapple. But he shall 
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Learn there is torture to it! Set him forth. 
[The Spy is thrust forward. 
Tighten his bonds up till he moan. [It zs done. 
Aye, gasp, 
Accursed Philistine ! Now wilt thou tell 
The plan and passion of thy people against us f 
Spy. Baal ! 


SAUL. Tighten the torture more. . . . Now will you? 


SPY (i agony). Yea ! 
SAUL. On, then, reveal. 
SPY. . . . New forces have arrived, 


Numberless ; more than peaks of Arabah. 
[General movement of uneasiness. 
Unless before to-morrow’s noon one goes 
‘To overthrow Goliath. . . . Gods ! the pain ! 
Saut. Well? Well? 
Spy. ‘Then Gibeah attacked, and all, 
Even to sucking babes, they Il put to sword ! 
[4 movement of horror. 
AuINnoaM. All Gibeah ! 
A Woman. My little ones? No, no! 
[She rushes frantically out. 
SaMuEL. ‘Then, Saul of Gibeah, one thing and one 
Alone is to be done. A champion, 
To bring this beetling giant down to death ! 
SauL, ‘There is none. 
SAMUEL. Is none? Call! I order it. 
SauL (/oathly). Then who will dare against him? [14 silence. 
See you now, 


[Davip quivers. 
SAMUEL. You, Abner, will not? 


ABNER, It were death and vain. 
SAMUEL. Doeg, chief servant of the king? 


Dosc. Why me? 
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Had I a mother out of Israel ? 
I am an alien, an Edomite. 
SAUL (angrily). And so there is none. Therefore, now—— 
[ Rises. 
Davip (suddenly). My lord ! 
[Saux turns as he pushes forward. 
There is ! for this is not endurable. 
Futile and death? Alien? Edomite? 
Has not this Philistine before the gates, 
With insult and a mockery of breath, 
Vaunting of vanity and smiting laughter, 
Boasted and braved and threatened up to Baal ? 
And now unless one slay him, Israel 
From babe to age must bleed and be no more ? 
-I am a shepherd, have but seized the lion 
And throttled the bleating kid out of his throat ; 
Little it then beseems that I thrust in 
Where battle captains pale and falter off ; 
But this is past all carp of rank or station. 
One must go out—Goliath must have end. 
Dorc. A-ha! and who will? 


IsHut. Dr owe 
JONATHAN, No, David ! 
SAUL. You ? 


Davrp. Sudden you hound about me ravenous ¢ 
Have I thrown doom not daring to your feet, 
Ruler of Israel, that you rise wild, 

Livid above me as an avalanche ? 

Dorc. A plot! it is a plot! He will be slain— 
From you, my lord, dominion then will fall ! 
Or should it not... 

JONATHAN. Liar ! it is no plot, 
But courage sprung seraphic out of night, 


Aye, a beautiful bravery from God ! 
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Micuat (behind the throng). Open ! and let me enter ! Open ! 
[She enters. 


Open ! 
(Then, not knowing what has passed. 
Father ! 
It is not false? but now the uttermost 
Is that if this Goliath still exults, 
There’s peril of desolation, bloody ruin ? 
SamueEL. I answer for him 3 yea. 
MicHat. ‘Then to your will, 
My lord, unto your will of yesterday 
I bend me now with sacrificial joy. 
Unto Goliath’s slayer be the hand 
Of Michal, the king’s daughter ! 
Davip (low, joyously). Michal! Michal ! 
Dorc. See you, my lord? Do you not understand ? 
IsHur. It is another coiling of their plot ! 
Micuat, Coiling? how? What mean you ? 
MERAB. Ah! You know. 
Not it is David offers against Goliath ? 
Micuat. David? (Shrinking) David ? 
[4 low tumult is heard without. Enter a Capratin 


hurriedly. 
CaPTaIn. O King, bid me to speak |! 
Saut. ‘Then speak. 
CaPTAIN. Fear is upon the host. ‘There will 


Be mutiny unless, Goliath slain, 
Courage spring up anew. 
Davip. My lord, choose, then ! 
Ere longer waiting fester to disaster. 
SAMUEL. Yea, king of Gibeah, and bid him go, 
And Michal for his meed ! or evermore 
Evil be on you and the sear of shame— 
And haunting memory beyond the tomb ! 
SauL. Then let him—let him. And upon the field 
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Of Ephes-Dammin. But I am not blind ! 
(To ABNER) Let him, to-morrow! Go, prepare the host. 
Yet—I am king, remember. I am king ! 
[Saut goes; murmurs of relief... . All follow, but 
Micuat, past Davin with joy or hate. 
Davip. Michal ! 
[She struggles against tears, but turning, goes. He stands 
and gazes after her. Then a trumpet sounds and soldiers 
throng to the porch. 
Davin (thrilled, his hand on his sling). For Israel! For Israel ! 
[Goes toward them. 


CURTAIN 


ACT If 


Scene: The royal tent of Saut pitched on one hill of the battlefield 
of Ephes-Dammin. The tent is of black embroidered with 
various warlike designs. To one side on a dais are the chairs 
of Saut and AutnoaM ; also Davip’s harp. On the other 
side, toward the front, ts a table with weapons. The tent 
wall is lifted along the back, revealing on the opposite hill, 
across a deep narrow valley, the routed camp of the Philistines ; 
before it in gleaming brazen armour lies GouiaTH slain. 
Other hills beyond, and the sky above. By the small table, 
her back to the battlefield, sits MERABin cold anger. AHINOAM 
and several women look out in ecstasy toward Daytp, Saul, 
JONATHAN, and the army returning victorious and shouting. 


First Woman. See, see, the host ! they come! they come ! 
SeconD Woman, ‘They come ! 
An avalanche ! over the shining brook, 
Over the brook, and bright amid hosannas ! 
Tuirp Woman. And now amid tne rushes ! 
Frrst Woman. And the servants ! 
Goliath’s head high-borne upon a charger ! 
The rocks that cry reverberant and vast ! 
‘The people and the palms ! 
‘THirp Woman. Yea, all the branches 
Torn from the trees! “The waving of them—Oh ! 
SeconD Woman. And David, see! triumphant, calm, between 


The king and Jonathan! . . . His glory 
All the wild generations to the wind 
Ever shall utter! Hear them 


[The tumult ascends afar. 
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. “David! David !’ 
O queen ! a sea of shouting ! 
AHINOAM. Which you crave? 
Then go and lave you in this tide of joy. 


[The women go rapturously. AHINOAM turns. 
Meras. Mother ! 


AHINOAM. My daughter ? 

Mera. Speak. 

AHINOAM. ‘They all are gone. 
Meras. And Michal, where? 

AHINOAM. I do not know, my child. 


Meraz. Why did my father pledge her to him? you 
Not hindering ? 


AHINOAM. She is your sister. You 
Are pledged to Adriel. 
Meras. And as a slave ! 


And if I do not love him there is—riches ! 
If he is Sodom-bitter to me—riches ! 
Autnoam. But for the kingdom. 
MeERaB. For my torture! What 
Kingdom is to a woman as her love ? 
Autnoam. ‘Then David still enthralls you ? 
MeERasB, Though he never 
Sought me with any murmur or desire ! 
‘Though he is Michal’s for Goliath’s death ! 
Michal’s to-day, unless 
AHINOAM. Merab, a care ! 
Too near in you were ever love and hate. 
[The tumult nears. AHINOAM goes to look out. DorEc 
enters to MERAB. 
Dosc (/ow). News, Merab ! 
MeERaB. Well ? 
Dosc. A triumph for us yet ! 
The king is worn, as a leper pent, between 
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Wonder of David and quick jealousy 
Because of praise this whelming of Goliath 
Wakes in the people. 
MeEraB. Then? the triumph? 
Dogs. This. 
[The tumult draws nearer. 
I ’ve skilfully disposed the women 
To sing coldly of Saul, but of our David— 
With lavish of ecstasy as to a king. 
Meras (springing up). “Then I will praise him ! 


Does. Ha, and how ? 
MeERaB. As he 

Was never—and shall never be again. [Takes a dagger. 
Dorc. But 
MeEras. Give me the vial. 
Doge. The poison ? 
MeEraB. Come,—at once ! 
Dorc. What will you do? 
Mera (seizes vial). At once with it. 

[Dips dagger in. 

Dogs. You ’ll stab him ? 


Meras. As any fool? Wait. But reveal the rest. 
‘This timbrel-player, Judith ? is she ready ? 

Dorc. And ravishing. I’ve told her we shall send her 
Sudden, as Michal is alone with David, 
‘To seize him with insinuative kisses, 
And arms that wind as they were wonted to him. 
Michal once jealous—and already I 


Have sowed suspicions [ Laughs. 
MERaB, May it be their rending. 
[The tumult ts near. 
But come, come, we must see ; and show no frown. 
[They go to look out. Shouts of ‘David! David!’ 


arise, and timbrelers, dancing and singing, pass the tent 
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opening ; then priests with the Ark and its cherubim of 
gold. Davin, Saut, JonaTuan, IsHut, and the court then 
enter amid acclamations. Before them the head of GoutaTu 
is borne on a charger, under a napkin. SAUL darkly mounts 
the throne with Autnoam, to waving of palms and praise. 
A Woman (breaking from the throng). Our little ones are saved ! 
Hosanna ! joy ! [She kisses Davip’s hand. 
JoxrarHan. Woman, thy tongue should know an angel-word, 
Or seraph syllables new-sung to God ! 
Earth has not any rapture well for this ! 
David, my brother ! 
Davip. Jonathan, my friend ! 
While life has any love, know mine for you. 
JonatHan. ‘Then am I friended as no man was ever ! 
And though my soul were morning wide it were 
Helpless to hold my wonder and delight. 
O people, look upon him ! 
PEOPLE. David! David ! 
JonarHan. Never before in Israel rose beauty 
Up to this glory ! 
Davip. Jonathan, nay—— 
JONATHAN. Never ! 
[ Looses his robe and girdle. 
Therefore I pour him splendour without stint. 
In gold and purple, this my own, I clothe him. 
David, my brother ! 
PEOPLE. David! David! David ! 
Saut (rising up livid). Am I to stifle, full-of-lauding fools ! 
Of breath and ravishment unceasing ¢ 
AHINOAM. Saul ! 
Saut. Is it not praise enough, has he not reached 
The skies on it? 
Davin. O king, my lord—— 
SAUL. Had Saul 
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Ever so rich a rapture from his son ¢ 

Ever this worshipping of utterance ? 
Davin. My lord, my lord, this should not fret you. 
Dore (derisively). Nay ! 
Davip. "Tis only that the soul of Jonathan, 

Brimmed by the Philistines with bitterness, 

Sudden is joy and overfloweth—— 


Does. Fast 
Daviv. Upon his friend, thy servant, David. 
Dosc. Aie ! 


Ir 


[He turns away, laughing. 


Saut. Why do you laugh? 

Dosc. ‘Thy servant David !’ 

Sau (more darkly). Why ! 
A Woman (without). King Saul has slain his thousands ! 


Dokc. Sir, listen ! 


Woman. But David his ten thousands ! 

Dosa. Do you hear ? 
King Saul has slain his thousands, David ten ! 
Thy servant, is he? servant? 

Davin. tied, © ‘king tee 
Therefore be roused to fury by no word, 

As dust is by the wind ! 

Sau (aflame). "Tis overmuch ! 
Ill burst all bonds of priest or prophecy, 
Nor cringe to threatening and fondle fear. 


[He seizes a javelin. 


{ ll smite wherever I will. 


JONATHAN. My lord! my lord ! 
Saut. Ill smite, I tell you, smite ! 
JONATHAN, And then repent ? 


Wishing almost a rapid palsying 
Had come upon your hand, 
An impotence, a shrivelling with fear, 
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To keep it from so shedding friendly blood ? 
[Saut’s hand drops. 
Is this your love, the love of Saul the king, 
Who once was kindlier than kindest are ? 
For but a woman’s wantonness of word 
And idle air, his life ? 
AHINOAM. Saul, Saul ! 
JONATHAN. O shame ! 
Davip. Some enemy—does Doeg curve his lip ?>— 
Has put into her mouth this stratagem 
Of fevered, false-impassioned overpraise. 
[SauL, tortured, sweeps from the tent, entreated of Jona- 
THAN. Many follow in doubt, whispering. 
Doss (at the door, to Davin). This is not all, boy out of Beth- 
lehem. 
Goliath ’s dead 
Davin. But not all villainy ¢ 
[Only Micuar and Meras are left. Davrip waits. 
Meras (at length, as if loathly). A shame it is! I burn for 
it myself ! 


Burn heart and brain ! 
Davip. For what, and suddenly ? 
Meras. My father so ungenerously wroth, 
And wrought away from recompense so right ! 
Can you forgive him ? 


Davin. Merab ? 

MeERaB. Is it strange 
That even J now ask it ? 

Davin. Merab herself ? 


Meras. Herself and not to-day your friend ; but now 
Conquered to exultation and aglow 
To wreathe you for this deed to Israel, 
Beautiful, unbelievable, and bright ! 
Noble the dawn of it was in your dream, 
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Noble the lightning of it in your arm, 
And noble in your veins the fearless flow 
And dare of blood !—so noble that I ask 
As a remembrance and bequest for ever, 
A priceless covenant of peace between us, 
A drop of it— [She draws dagger and offers it to him. 
Upon this sacred blade . 
Davin. Such kindness? and such honour ? 
MERaB. Poor requital 
To one whose greatness humbies me from hate. 
Davin (slowly). ‘Then of my veins whatever drop you will. 
But no. . . (Pauses.) You do not mock me? 
MeEras. With high truth ? 
I crave it more than holy, priceless nard. 
Davip. Or perfume out of India jewels poured ? 
[He searches her eyes. 
Or than—I may believe t—a miracle 
Of dew, were you a traveller upon 
The illimitable desert’s thirst ? Or than— 
[He draws his own dagger, pricks his wrist, and hands it 


to her. 
Than this? 
Meras. Shepherd ! 
Davin (quickly). ‘Treachery, treachery, then ? 
Under a sham of tribute poison ? 
Micuat. Merab ! 


Davip. And I of vanity should prick it in? 
i a mere shepherd innocent of wile ? 
A singer from the shearing and no more? . . . 
The daughter of King Saul has yet to learn. 
[She goes. He turns to MicHat. 
But you, fairest of all my hopes, what word ? 
The vaunting of this victory is done. 
We are alone at last. 
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Micwat. Yes. 

Davin. That is all 2. 
For Israel I ’ve wrought to-day—and for 
You . . . who were round about me as a mist 


Of armed mighty angels triumphing. 
Micwat, Yes: it was well. 


Davip. To you no more? to you 
Whom not a slave can serve unhonoured ? 
Mrcwau (struggling). Nothing. 


Davrp. Empty of glow then seems it, impotent, 
A shrivelled hallowing . . . 
Ashes of ecstasy that burned in vain. 
Micuat. No, no! J—— 
Davi. Michal ? 
MIcuHAL. No, it was divine ! 
And had I cried my praise earth would have burst 
To Eden under me with blossoming. 
Where was so wonderful a deed as this, 
So fair a springing of salvation up? 
Glory above the heavens could I seize, 
Wreathing of stars and loveliness unfading, 
To crown you with and crown ! 

Davi. O lips ! 
MiIcuHat. With but 
A sling, a shepherd’s sling, you sped the brook, 

Drew from its bed a stone, and up the hill 
Where the great Philistine contemning cried, 
Mounted and flung it deep upon his brain ! 
Davrip. This is the victory and not his death ! 
Tell, tell its joy with kisses on my lips ! 
Your mouth ! your arms ! your breast ! 


Micuat. No, no! 
Davip. Your soul ! 


[Clasps her. 
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Too much of waiting and of severance, 
Of dread and distance and the deeps of doubt ! 
Now must I fold you, falter all my love 
And triumph on your senses till they burn 
Beautiful as eternity with bliss. 
Mrcuat. Loose, loose me ! 
Davip. Nay, again ! immortal kisses ! 
Micuat. You take them in a frenzy! Let me free !— 
This irremediable victory 
Over Goliath severs us the more. 
[The tumult again, afar. 
Hear how the people lift you to the skies ! 
Almost to-day and in my father’s stead 
‘They would that you were king. 
Davip. But ere to-morrow 
Dim shall I be, and ere the harvest bend 
Less than a gleam in their forgotten peril ! 
Micuat. O were it, were it! But relentlessly 
Do all things now seem beckoning the realm 
Into your hands, 
Davin. ‘Then vainly we resist 
The gliding on of firm divinity. 
And yet whatever may be shall be done. 
Micuat. All, all? 


Davip. That for you reverently may. 
Micnat. ‘The anointing then shall be forgot ? 
Davip. Michal ! 


Mricnar. It may be told my father? and I may 
Say to him you renounce it ? 

Davip. And provoke 
Murder in him, insatiable though 
I fled upon the wilderness and famine ? 

Micuat. He would not ! 

Davip. Nay. 
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MicuHat. I Il plead with him. 

Davi. In vain. 
Micwat (coldly). Then . . . all is as it was. 

Davip. You are distraught. 


Micuat. ‘This stroke to-day (pointing to Gottarn’s head) no 
love of me had in it. 
Davip. A love, a passion fervid through me as 
The tread and tremble of seraphic song. 
Will you not so believe ? 
Micuat. You use me ! 
Davi. Use? 
Mrcnat. A step to rise and riot in ambition ! 
Davrp. So bitter are you, still, in spite of all ? 
Micuat. You snared me to you ! 
Davin. Michal ! 
Micuat. Cunningly 
With Samuel netted fears about my father, 
Till I am pledged unto you, paltrily. 
Davrip. Enough (sadly). 
Micuat. Too much. 
Davip (wearily). Farewell : I draw the pledge 
Out of my heart, as an enchantment dead, 
And free you; but no more. 
[He moves from her. 
MicHat. As if it were 
Enchantment dead . . . Ah, then, what I am told 
Is true, perhaps ; what I have heard whispered : 
There is another ! 
Davip. There is only Michal, 
And gentleness clad once her every grace. 
Micuat. ‘There is some other that you lure and love. 
Davip. It is some other speaking ; so I wait. 
Micuat. Then you will learn . 
[Jupiru glides in, but pauses as if embarrassed. 
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Mrcuat (to her). Wench! Why are you-here ? 
Junrrn (to Davin, with a laugh, as if with amorous joy). 
Brave, it was brave, my love ! and beautiful ! 
[Goes te him. 
Davip. Woman ! 


JupIrH. The Philistine, a brazen tower, 
A bastion of strength, fell to the earth ! 
Davip. Woman, who are you? ... Take away your flesh ! 


[She has clasped him. 
‘Take it away, the heat and myrrh of it. 
Jupiru. So cold are you? It is no longer fair ? 
(Wantonly) Ah! Oh! I understand ! the princess! Oh ! 
[ Laughs as one scorned, then goes, flaunting her timbrel. 
Mrcuat. A dancer, then, a very timbrel-player ? 
Davip. Until this hour I never looked upon her. 
It is chicanery, of chance or craft. 
You who are noble, though in doubt adrift, 
Be noble now ! 
MicHat. And loving? Oh, I will— 
Now that I know what should be done. Be sure ! 
Davip. Michal ! 
MicuHat. Now that I know what should be done ! 
[Sweeps out. He understands and sinks to a seat. 


AHINOAM enters. 


Autnoam. David, the king . . . (Gently) But what is this ? 

Davip. fe’ Qvaueen 
it is but life. 

AHINOAM. Nay. 

Davi. Life that ever strings 


Our hearts, so pitifully prone for it, 
‘To ecstasy—then snaps. 
AHINOAM. I love you, David. 
Davip. ‘Then grant me grace against more questioning, 
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Where words are futile for an utterance. 
But tell me of the king. 
AHINOAM. He is driven, still ; 
And hither comes again, and must be calmed. 
Take up your harp, and from its flowing strings 
Bring consolation, as of valley eves 
When there is ebb of sorrow and of toil. 
Ah, could you heal him and for ever heal ! 
Davip. ‘Then would I be ! 
[Breaks off with great desire. Takes the harp and seats 
himself. 
AHINOAM. At once, for he will come. 
[4 strain of wild sadness brings Saut, and many, within. 
He pauses, his hand to his brow, enspelled by the playing ; 
then slowly goes up the dais. 
AutnoamM. My lord, shall David sing—to ease us ? 


; SAUL. Let him. 
Davip (with high sorrow). 
O heart of woe, 
Heart of unrest and broken as a reed ! 
[ Plays. 
O heart whose flow 
Is anguish and all bitterness of need ! 
[ Plays. 


O heart as a roe, 
Heart as a hind upon the mountain fleeing 
‘The arrow-wounds of being, 
Be still, O heart, and rest and do not bleed ! 
[Plays longer, with bowed head. 


O days of life, 
Days that are driven swift and wild from the womb ! 
[ Plays. 
O days of strife— 


Days that are torn of trouble, trod of doom ! 
[Plays. Mrcuar enters. 
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O days so rife— 
Days of desire on deserts spread unending, 
The sear sky overbending, 
O days, our peace, our victory is the tomb ! 
[He plays to a close that dies in anguished silence. 


SauL (rising in tears). David ! 


Davip. My lord? 
SAUL. ‘Thy song is beauteous ! 
Stilling to sorrow! . . . O my friend, my son ! 


Davip. ‘To me you speak? I do not dream? The king 
Again is kind, and soft his spirit moves ? 
SauL. To you ! 
Davi. ‘Then shelter over me will spring, 
And safety, covering ! 
SAUL. It ever shall. 
Loveliest have you been among my days, 
And singing weary madness from my brain. 
[Mica starts forward. 
How I have wronged you ! 


MicHat. Wronged him ? (za fury). 
Davin. Michal ! 

SAUL. Girl ? 
Micuar. You have not wronged him ! 

Davip. Michal ! 

MIcuHAL. No ! but he 


Is jeopardy and fate about you ! drive 
Him from you utterly and now away ! 


[Murmurs of astonishment. 
SauL. What mean you? 


IsHut. Speak. 

SAUL. What mean you? 

Micuat. This ! 
Davip. Michal ! 


Micuar. Ill not be kept ! 
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Davip. . . . Butshall be ; for to tell 
Would tear silence for ever from you—pale 
Your flesh with a regret for evermore, 
A memory of syllables that sear, 
A living iteration of remorse. 
So I myself will save your lips the words 
Of the betrayal leaping from your heart. 
[Goes slowly to Savi. 


You seek, my lord . . . you seek whom Samuel 
Anointed ? 
SAUL. Yes. 
Davin. Then know that it is I. 
[ Consternation. 


Saut. You! 
Davip. I though guiltless in it. I, no other. 
[SAUL serzes a javelin. 
I, though I sought it not and suffer, though 
I would it had not come and fast am sworn 
Never against you to lift up 


Mera. Hear, hear ! 
Now he will cozen ! 

Dosa. He ‘thy servant’ ! 

IsHuI. Hear ! 


[GoutatH’s head is upset. 
A Voice. A thousand Saul hath slain ! but David ten ! 
Saut (choking). Omnipotence shall not withhold me more. 


[ Lifts javelin. 
Wienqie.! 
JonaTHAN. No, father . . . hold! 
Micuat (as Sau fings). What have I done? [Reels. 


Jonatuan. David, unhurt? Away, the wilderness ! 

Saut (with another javelin). He shall not, no ! 

JONATHAN. My lord, he must and shall. 
[Holds Sauv’s arm. 
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Davin (at the throne). Yea, murderous king, afoam with 

murder-heat, 

Lest, striking me to darkness and the worm, 

Your every breathing be thereafter blood ! 

Remorse and riving bitterness and fear ! 

Be guilt and all the hideous choke of horror ! 
[SAUL, trembling, cowers, and the javelin falls from him. 
Davin breaks, then, through the throng and escapes by the 
door. Micuat sinks to her knees, her face buried in her 


hands. 


CURTAIN 


ACT Ill 


Scene : 4 savage mountain cliff in the wilderness of Engeddi. On 
either side grey crags rise rugged, sinking away precipitously 
across the back. Cut into each is a cave. The height ts 
reached by clefts from all sides. Between the crags to the East 
is the far blue of the Dead Sea; and still beyond, bathed in the 
waning afternoon, stretch the purple shores of Moab. During 
the Act the scene grows crimson with sunset and a thundercloud 
arises over the sea. Lying on a pallet of skins near the cliff’s 
verge, Davin tosses feverishly. Three of his followers and a 
lad, who serves him, are gathered toward the front, ragged, 
hungry, and hunted, in altercation over a barley cake. 


Davip. Water ! the fever fills me, and J thirst. 
Water ! 
First For. Listen. 
SECOND Fot. He calls. 
Davip. Water ! I thirst. 
Tue Lap. Yes, yes, my lord. (Takes up a water-skin) Ah, 
empty, not a quaff ! 
They ’ve drunk it all from him! My lord, none’s left. 
I ’ll run and in the valley brim it soon. 
[He goes. Davin sinks back. 
SeconD Fot. (to First). You drank it, then. 


First For. And should I thirst, not he ? 
Give me the bread. 

SeconD For, If it would strangle you. 

First For. Ill have it. 

SECOND Fo. Or betray him ? spitefully ? 


It is the last. Already you have eat. 


And we are here within a wilderness. 
241 
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First For. Be it, but [ll not starve. 

‘Tuirp For. He utters right. 
Why should we but to follow a mere shepherd 
Famish—over a hundred desert hills ? 

The prophecy portending him the throne— 
Is folly, not fate! though it is Samuel’s. 
I ’ll trust in it no more. 

Frest Fox. Nor I. 

Tuirp For. And Saul 
Has driven us from waste to waste—pressed us 
Even unto the Philistines for shelter, 

And now unto this crag. And does not David 
Brood but of Michal, not of smiting him 
And, with a host, of leaping to the kingdom ? 
[Davin stirs to rise. 
First For. He moves; peace ! 


Tuirp For. Let him. 
SECOND Fo. Peace. 
Tuirp For, And fawning too? 


Davin (sufferingly). Men—men, we must have news. Perpetual, 
Implacable they stare unto each other, 
This rock and stony sky . . . We must have news. 
[Rises and comes down to them. They are silent. 
Longer is death. Tis over-many days 
Of sighing for remembered verdancy ; 
Remembered here, where dew comes never up. 
Who will go now and bring us word of Saul ? 
Tuirp For. Have not Abishai, Abiathar, 
And others gone? 


Davip. Bravely. 

Tuirp For. And none returned. 
Davip. Not one of all. 

‘Tuirp For, Well, then, we are not swine ; 


And life ’s but once . . . So we will follow you 
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No longer hungered and rewarded never, 
But perilously ever. 
Davin. It is well. 
[He looses a bracelet from his arm. 
This was a gift from Saul. In it is ease. 
[Gzves it to TH1rp Fot., who goes. 
This ring was Jonathan’s. The jewel tells 
Still of the sunny haven of his heart. 
Upon my hand he pressed it—the day we leapt 
Deeper than friends into each other’s love. 
[Gives it to First For., who goes. 
This chain 
SeconD For. I want it not. 
Davip. You have not thought ; 
"Tis riches—such as Sidon marts and ‘Tyre 
Would covet. 


SECOND Fot. I care not. 

Davip. Naught else is left. 

Second For. No matter. I but want... There was of 
Gibeah 


A woman—dear to me. Her face at night... . 
Weeping among my dreams . 

‘The prophecy 
Is unfulfilled and vain ! 


Davin. And you would go? 
Seconp For. ‘The suffering—this cliff. 
Davip. I understand. 


(Motions) So, without any blame, go—to content. 
[The Seconp Fot., faltering, goes. 
(Quietly) A desolation left, of rock and air, 
Of barren sea and bitterness as vast. 
Thou hast bereft me, Saul! . . . and Michal, thou ! 
[He moves up cliff, gazes off, then kneels to pray. 
My flesh cries for oblivion—to sink 
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Unwaking away into the night . . . where is 
No tears, but only tides of sleep . . . 
; No, crieth 
Not for oblivion and night, but for 
Rage and revenge! Saul! Saul! ... My spirit, peace. 
Revenge’s call within me I must quell 
Though righteously it quivers and aflame. » 
As pants the hart for the water-brook, so I ! 
[He bows his head. . . . Micwat enters in rags with the 
lad. She sees Davup rise and wander into cave, right. 
Micuar. ‘This is the place, then, this ? 
Lap. Yes, princess. 
MIcHAL. Here 
So long in want and sickness he hath hid ¢ 
Under the livid day and lonelier night ? 
Lap. I brought him water, often. 
MIcuHAL. Little lad ! 
But he has heard no word from me ?—not how 
My father, Saul, frantic of my repentance, 
Hath unto Phalti, a new lord, betrothed me ? 
How then I fled to win unto these wilds ? 
Lav. He heard not anything—only the tales 
I told of Moab, my own land. . . . But, oh ! 
[Davin plays within, 
It is his harp. 
Micuat. And strains that weep for me! . 
I°ll speak to him . . . and yet must be unknown ! 
A leper? asa leper could I? ... 
LAD. Why 
Must he not know you? 
MicHat. Ask me not, lad, now ; 
But go a little. 
Lap. Yes. 


[He sets down the water-skin and goes. 
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Micuat (delaying, then in a loud voice). Unclean! Unclean ! 
[Conceals her face in her har. 
Davip. Who crieth here? 


MicHat. Unclean ! 

Davip (appearing). Who cries unclean ? 
Poor leper in these wilds, who art thou? 

MiIcHAL. One 
Outcast and faint, forlorn ! 

Davin. ‘Then you have come 


To one more bitter outcast than yourself— 
One who has less than this lone void to give, 
This sterile solitude and sun, this scene 

Of leaden desolation that makes mad ; 

Who has no ease but cave or shading rock, 
Or the still moon, or stars that glide the night. 
One over whom 


Micuat. Yet, pity ! 

Dayip (slowly). The pale hours 
Flow dead into eternity. 

MicHat. Ah, yet! . 


Davip. My cloak, then, for thy tattered limbs. Or, no— 
This chain of Ophir for thy every need. 
Once it was dear, but should be so no more. 
(Flinging it to her) Have it, and with it vanish memory 
Out of my breast 
MicHAL. No, no. 
Davi. And from me fall 
Link upon link her loveliness that bound. 
Micuat. Oh, do not ! 
Davin (starting). Woman?... 
Micuat. Nothing. A chain like this 
I once beheld wind undulant about 
Michal, the king’s daughter. 
Davi. Woman, you? 
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Micnat. Pity ! 

Davin. Who are you? 

MiIcHAL. Stay! Unclean ! 

Davin. A spy? 
A spy of Saul and hypocrite have crept 
Hither to learn? ... 


MicHat. Have heed—unclean ! 

Davip. How, then, 
Wandering came you here ? 

MicuHa.. Unclean ! Unclean ! 


Davin. My brain is overfull of fever, mad. 
Almost and I had touched thy peril, held 
Thy hideous contagion. 
Mica, Nay ! 
Davip. Then go. 
[She goes, and Davin 1s turning wearily again to mount 
the chff when JONATHAN enters, 
Jonatuan. David, my friend, my more than friend, my 
brother ! [They embrace with joy. 
Gladly my heart beats again to find you, 
Here over burning sand and barren waste. 
Yet it is but to warn you I have come. 
My father, still intent upon your death, 
Still with a wild beast hunger for your blood, 
Is near, and seeks to take you. . . 
Hide in your deepest cave then till my soul 
Again has spoken with him against his wrath, 
And if all is not well, I ll shoot an arrow 
And send a lad to bring it and call ‘ Beyond you,’ 
But if- 
Davip. My friend, you do too much for me 
And have through all the days and waning months, 
And I am ever helpless to repay you. 
JonarHan. When love needs pay, is it love no longer, 
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And mine for you exceeds all thought of need. 
Davip. If ever I be king of Israel 
Your throne shall still be higher than my own. 
For you shall rule the secrets of my heart, 
You and your children, and your children’s children, 
Unto the end of days. 
JONATHAN, That kingdom then, 
‘That, and no other, be my whole desire, 
Friendship with David be my only crown, 
And love of David be my only sceptre, ° 
So that no man nor might shall come between us 
Through all the days we live, until comes Sheol— 
But longer abiding here is peril. 

Davin. Go then, 
Though from this hour no fate can sever us. 

JonaTHan. Farewell ! (goes). 

Davip. Farewell. The Lord . . . be between us. 
[4 cry interrupts his gaze after JoNaTHAN. Crossing 
quickly, he goes to the opposite side and listens. 

A jackal? No, but my appointed signal. [ Looking off. 
It is Abishai, Abiathar ! 
But staggering and wounded ? breathless? torn ? 
The priest with bloody ephod, too, and wild ? 

(Watching, then springing to meet them as they reel in. 
Abishai, what is it that you bring? 
Abiathar, up ! answer ! 

ABIATHAR, Water ! 

Davin. Up! 

(He brings the water-skin. They drain it fiercely. 
What is it now so fevered from you stares, 
And breathing, too, abhorrence? Out with it. 

ApraTuar. I stifle—in a universe—he still— 

Has breath in. 

Davip. Saul ? 
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ABIATHAR. Ill scathe him! Scorpions 
Of terror and remorse sting in his soul ! 
Davrip. If you have tidings, tell in words less wild. 
ApratHar. ‘Then ask, and hate shall calm me. 
Davin. Ask ? 
ABIATHAR, On, on ! 
Seek if he lives ! 
Davip. Who? 
ABIATHAR. Seek if prophecy 
Founts yet in Judah ! 
Davip. Samuel? ... 
ABIATHAR, Is dead ! 

Dead—and of tidings more calamitous. [4 pause. 
Davin (hoarsely). Teli on. J hear. 
ABIATHAR, Saul, gloating to believe 

The priests who gathered sacredly at Nob, 

Plotted assisting you, hath had them 
Davip. Nee 
AptaTHAR. Slain at the hands of Doeg—murdered, all ! 
Davip. But he-—your father ? 


ABIATHAR. Was among them ; fell. 
[He stands motionless. 
Davin (gently). Abiathar, my friend! . . . Appeaseless Saul ! 


ApraTHaR. Hear all, hear all! ‘Thy father, too, and mother, 
Even thy kindred, out of Israel 
Are driven into Moab; and this king, 
Delirious still for blood as desert pards, 
With Merab, whelp of him, and many armed, 
Is near us now—a-quiver at Engeddi 
For your destruction : [Davin struggles for control. 
And yet you will not strike. 
Davip (/ow). No, but of Michal, tell me good once, 
Lest unendurable this lot, I may 
Surmounting every oath into revenge. 
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ABIATHAR. Ha—Michal ! 

Davin. She withholds her father’s wrath ? 

ABIATHAR. She’s well. 

Davip. Not if you say no more. 

ABIATHAR. IL know 
Nothing of her. 

Davip. Your look belies. 

ABIATHAR. Perhaps : 
As did her love. 

Davip. That is for me. 

ABIATHAR. Well, what ? 
A woman who betrays ? 

Davin. Speak, not evade ; 
And judge her when earth has no mystery. 

ApraTHaR. ‘Then from your craving put her—for—she is 
Unworthy any tremor of your veins. 

Davin. Dawn-lilies under dew are then unworthy, 
And nesting doves are horrible to heaven. 
I will not so believe. Your reason ? 

ABIATHAR. Saul 
Has given her—and she will wed him, aye 
To Phalti, a new lord. 


Davip. Untrue of her ! 
ABIATHAR. Cry. Yet you will believe it. 
Davip. Not until 


The parable of verdant Spring is hushed 
Ever of bloom to prove it. Never till 
Hermon is swung into the sea ! until 
The last void of the everlasting sky 
[Looking up, he falters, breaks off, and is strangely moved. 
AsratHar. Now what alarm? 


ABISHAI. What stare you on? 
ABIATHAR. He’s mad? [Then, suddenly seeing. 
INownole: »% an eaglet! 4; <j,Piercedali. 


R 
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Davip (watching). And falling here. . . 
And beating against death unbuoyantly. 
[The bird drops at their feet. 
A destiny, a fate in this is hidden ! [Bends to it. 
ApsiatHar. And-—why? 
Davi (starts back). ‘The arrow is his ! the king’s, not Jona- 
than’s ! ; 
Quick, no delay. Efface all trace of us. 
[Takes water-skin. 
Death is upon us. Open the hidden chamber 
Within the cave, for from the bow of Saul 
Is yonder bleeding—from no other. 


ABIATHAR. Saul’s ? 
So soon ! was any here? 

Davip. But now, to-day, 
A leper wandering. 

ABIATHAR. We are betrayed. 


[ApisHat hastens to cave, right; Davip and ABIATHAR 
listen. Notse of approach is heard. 
Davip. ‘They near. 


ABIATHAR. And many. 

Davip. King of Israel ! 
Inexorable ! 

ABIATHAR. O, rebuke him, do ! 


Davip. Almost I am beyond more tolerance. 
AsraTHAR. In truth. ‘Therefore it is you rise and shake 
Out of his power the sceptre ! 
Davrp. ‘Tempt me not ! 
Mercy and memory almost are dead, 
And craving birth in me is destiny. 
[But he turns as a shout rings out, and hurries into the cave ; 
then hardly has Astatuar followed ere Saut and his men 
pour in, JONATHAN among them. 
SauL. On, to him! search the caves! in, in, and bring 
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Him to my sword and Michal with him. 
(Pacing) They 
Shall couch upon eternity and dust. 
(Weakly) | am the king and Israel is mine . . 
I'll sleep upon their grave, I ’Il sleep upon it, 
And hear the worm ! . 
[To a soldier re-entering from one cave. 


Where is he? Bring him. 


SOLDIER. O king— 
Saut. You ’ve slain him and you tremble? Say it. 

SOLDIER. _ No. 

Saut. Then hither with him, hither ! 

SOLDIER. He’s not here. 


Saut. <A treachery! You cunningly contrive 
To aid him, so. . 
[To a soldier from the other cave. 
Bring me his head. 
SorpiER (fearfully). My lord, 
Elects snot there... % 
SAUL. I tell you it is lies— 
Because you deem that he shall be king, 
And treasure up reward and amnesty. 
[Rushes wildly to caves in turn, then out among them. 
From me—ill-fruited, ineffectual herd ! 
Away from me, he’s fled and none of you 
Is servant and will find and for me seize him ! 
[All scatter save JONATHAN. 
For me—I ’Il sleep—I ’ll rest—-and then—— 
[JONATHAN foo goes. 
I ’Il sleep. 
[ABNER and Doze remain. Savut enters cave, left. 
Asner (to Dose, significantly). "Vhe Evil Spirit, and none is 
here to heal him. 
Dorc. It came as never before—as drunkenness. 
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Asner. “Then—safe to leave him? 


Doss. Will he brook denial ? 
Asner. And Merab, too, will soon be here. 

Does. Well, come. 
Asner. Ill go and look upon him. [ Goes. 


(Returning) Already he sleeps. 
So we may seek us water ; (then, suddenly) no, abide ! 
[Is held by Micuau entering. 
Woman, who are you, who? 
Micuat (quaking). Unclean, away ! 
Dorc. Unclean? a leper? in this place? Are there 
No stones to stone you? Hence! And had I not 
A brother such as thou—— 
MicHAL. Pity ! unclean ! 
[She quickly goes, then they. A space; then she returns, 
trembling and fearful. 
Ill call him! I will save him! David! David !— 
I his discomfiture and ruin! . . . David! [ Searches. 
Hear, David! hear me! David ! [Sees SAUL. 
The king ! my father ! 
O whither shall I run, and where abide? 
[Flees as a scuffing ts heard, and Daviy’s voice. 
Davip. Loose me, I say. Michal it was, calling me ! 
[Appears, withheld by ApiaTHar. 
(Breaking free) 1 say that it was she ! 
ABIATHAR. Foolhardy ; no ; 
Return into the cave, and ere too late ! 
[MeraB, veiled, enters behind them. 
Davip. ”Iwas Michal and no other. 


ABIATHAR. You are duped. 
Davip (searching). “Che breathing of archangels could not so 
Have swung the burden from me as her . . . Ha! 


[Sees MeEras and slowly recoils, 
Meras. It is not Michal. 
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Davrp. No—it is not Michal. 
[Motions the priest aside. 


Meras. Yet is it one who 
Davip. Need not lift her veil, 
Or stay longer. “The path she came is open. 
Meras. I’m here—and here will speak. I ’ve stolen hither, 
Yearning—I say it—yearning—and I will. 
Davip. ‘These words I do not know. 
Mera. Because you will not. 
More all-devouring than a Moloch is 
This love within me 
Davip. Love and you are twain, 
As sun and Sheol. 
Mera. False. I am become 
For want of you as famine-winds, as waves 
In the mid-tempest, with no rest, no shore. 
Davip. I do not hear the unashamed words 
Of one who was but recently wed to 
Another, Adriel. 


MERaB. You refuse me, then ? 
Davip. I beg you but to cease. 
MEeERaB, Goaded, chagrined ° 


No, but this will I do. The Philistines, 
For long at rioting within their walls, 
Gather again and break toward Gilboa. . . . 
Davip. Merab of Saul ! 
Meras. ‘To-morrow must my father 
Return from hunting you and arm for battle. 
But—many would that you were king. 


Davip. Were crt 
Mera. King | 
Davin. I do not understand your eyes. 

MeEras. I will 


For love of you arouse rebellion up, 
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Murmur about the host your heaven-call, 
And lift you to the kingdom, 


Davip. To the Stay ! 
Your words again. 
MERaB. ‘The kingdom. 
Davin. Awful God ! 
Meras. What is your mien? You will not? 
Davin. ‘Twice the words— 


Full from her lips—and to betray her father. 
[ABIATHAR discovers SAUL. 
Meras. You will not? answer ! 
Davip. Odious utterly, 
As yonder sea of death and bitter salt ! 
As foam-girt Joppa of idolatry, 
As Memphian fanes of all abhorrencies ! [4 pause. 
Morning would move with horror of it, noon 
A livid sepulchre of shame span over, 
And night shrink to remember day had been ! 
Merazs. You scorn—you scorn me? 
Davip. Jonathan, your sister ! 
Meras. ‘Then Saul shall rend your eyes. And Jonathan .. .? 
[She laughs, shrilly. 
Perchance you have not heard that Jonathan 
Knows you fled to the Philistines—and loathes you ! 
Davip. I have not heard. 
MERaB. Nor have not, ah? how Michal 
Is given to the embraces of another ? 
[Davin shrinks. 
You desperately breathe and pale at last ? 
[She laughs more bitterly. 
‘To me, for aid, to me you yet shall come. 
[She goes. Davin lifts his hand to his brow in pain. 
Then AptaTHaR abruptly descends from Saut’s cave to 
him. 
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ABIATHAR. David—— 


Davin. Leave me. 

ABIATHAR, Not till you know—and strike ! 
Davin. I tell you, go. 

ABIATHAR. I tell you it is the king ! 

Davip. Who breaks forbearance—yes. 

ABIATHAR. Who lieth yonder, 


And sleeping lieth—for a thrust to end. 

Davin (his sword quickly out—struggling). Then shall there be 
an ending—of these wounds 

‘That wring me, of this wail 

Under the deeps of me against his wrongs. 

Saul, Saul! . . . Michal! . . . Oh, never-ceasing ill ! 

[Flings down the sword in anguish, 

ABIATHAR. You will not come? 


Davin. ‘The sun—ts set. 

ABIATHAR. Has Saul 
Hunted you to this desert’s verge ? 

Davip. Enough ! 


AptaTHAR. Has he pursued you, all his hate unleashed ° 

Are Samuel and the priests not slain? my father ? 

The kingdom is not in decay, and falls ? 

You are not prophecy’s anointed one ? 

Seize up the sword and strike—or I myself ! 
Davip. Or—you yourself? . . . 

[Puts him aside, takes sword, and goes to SAUL’S cave. 

ABISHAI. What will he do? . . . listen. 


MiIcHAL enters unseen. 


ApBiaTHAR. If Saul cries out—— 

ABISHAI. Be ready. 

Micuat (to them). What is this ? 
[Davin re-enters—haggard and wild; a piece of SAvt’s 
cloak and the sword still in his hand... .« 
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Micuat (when she sees him, with a cry). Ah, you have slain 
him, wretch of God, slain him ! 
And sleeping as he was? slain him in sleep ? 
And merciless? (as rage takes Davip) and now will slay 
me too? 
Davip (who has seized her hand, yet speaks as to the skies). 
You are the leper then, in faithless rags, 
Who drove me forth into this wilderness, 
Here to the drouth of it, and death and sear, 
The silence and relentless burning swoon !} 
You are the leper, who have broken troth 
And shut the cry of justice from her breast, 
Have stifled me with desolation’s woe, 
Have followed still—and have still betrayed me ! 
Micuat. Betrayed? No, loose me ! 
Davin. Slain thy father ? slain ? 
[Flinging the piece of Sauu’s cloak at her feet. 
See how I might and did not ;_ yonder he lies, 
A king who quits the kingdom, though a cloud 
Of Philistines is foaming toward Gilboa ; 
Jeoparded leaves it, undefended, for 
Pursuit of me and pitiless harrying ! 
A king who murders priests . . 
MicHat. Priests ? 
Davip. Stifles God 
With penitence that He has shaped the world | 
I have slain him? TJ have slain him? J? 
Ak that I had thy falseness and could slay him ! 
Nicuars” David? 1 2 => 
Davi. Nevermore near me! never with 
Your quivering—your tenderness—your lure— 
Your eyes that hold infinity of fate— 
Your breathing cassia-sweet, but sorcery ! 


Whresuyi, Oly 5 . - 
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Davip. Never your presence pouring beauty, swift, 

And seething in the brain as frantic wine ! 

Ill be no more enspelled by you—ever ! 

I will not hear you and be wound by words 

Into your wiles as wide as Ashtoreth’s ; 

Rather, O God . . . eternity of pain ! 
[He goes in agony—the priest and AxtsHat after him. 
Micuat stands gazing tearless before her as SAut, awakened, 
comes slowly from the mouth of the cave down toward her. 


CURTAIN 


ad C8 Loa AN 


Scene: The house of Miriam, the ‘Witch of Endor,’ by Mount 
Gilboa—where Savi. is encamped against the Philistines. 
It is of one story, built rectangularly about an inner court, 
which is dimly lighted. Under the gallery which ranges 
around the court are doors leading to the sleeping and other 
apartments ; before one of these, a lattice. On the left is the 
gate opening to the street. At the back to one side, a tera- 
phim, or image of divination ; on the other side a stairway 
mounts to the roof. Above ts the night and vague lightning 
amid a moan of wind. During the Act comes dawn. Forward 
on a divan sits MrrtaM alone, in blind restlessness. 


Miriam. Adah! ... The child is sunken in a sleep. 
Yet would I have her near me in this night, 
And hear again the boding of her tale. 
Unto the blind the vision and the awe 
Of the invisible sway ever in, 
‘The shadow of nativities that lead 
Upon fatality. 
Girl! Adah! Girl! 
[The wind passes. Apau enters from a chamber, rubbing 
her eyes. 
Thou art awake? 


ADAH. I slumbered. 


Miriam, Stand you where 


Fathoming I may feel within you. Now, 
Again ; from Merab, your mistress, you have fled 
In fear of her? 


ADAH. Yes. 
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Miriam, At Engeddi Michal 
By Saul was apprehended? Merab now 
Plotteth against her—she and Doeg? 
ADAH. Still. 
Miriam. And ’twas in Merab’s tent you heard the king, 
Despairing of to-morrow’s battle, comes 
Hither to-night to bid me lift the spirit 
Of Samuel out of the dead and learn 
The issue ? 
ADAH. Doeg said it. 
MrriaM. And—you hear ?— 
Many within the army urge for David, 
Would cry him king, if Saul were slain ? 
ADAH. Oh many. 
[4 knock at the gate. They start up fearful. 
Miriam. Who seeks blind Miriam of Endor’s roof, 
Under the night and unextinguished storm ? 
Come you a friend ? 


Davip (without). A friend. 

Miriam. As knows my soul ! 
[Throws open the gate. Davin enters and ABIATHAR 
cloaked. 


Thy voice again !—this blindness of my eyes— 
If it be David, speak. 
Davip. Yes, Miriam. 
Miriam. David of Jesse, Israel’s desire ! 
Let me behold thee (her hands go over him) with my fingers’ 
sight, 
And gather in them touch of thee again ! 
Thy voice is as dream-dulcimers that stir 
The silent deeps of memory and joy. 
But, aie! why are you here? You have been there? 
Davip. Yes—in the camp of Saul. 
Miriam. In spite of Death ? 
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Do you not know 
Davip. I know that Saul would rather 

O’er-trample me than a multitude of foes. 

‘That it is told him I who shun his ire— 

‘Though death were easier, if dutiful— 

Am come up with the Philistines to win 

The kingdom. ‘That he would slay me though I fought 

For Israel! But... Michal !— 


Miriam. -Ah-h !|—— 
Davip. What of her ? 
She was not in the camp. 
MrriaM. Men all are mad ! 
And you who should be never. 
Davip. She is in 
Some peril. 
MrrraM. You, in more! And must from here 
Be swiftly gone, for Saul is—— 
Davin. I must see her. 
Miriam. Unholy ! 
Davip. Yet unholier were flight. 
Miriam. You are the anointed ! [4 heavy knock at the gate. 


Ah, calamity ! 
‘That knock may be Saul’s ! 


Davip. ~ Here? 

MrrraM, He is come 
That I shall call up Samuel. 

Davip. To-night ? 
The awful dead ? 

Saut (calls), Woman of Endor ! 

Miriam. Hide ! 
‘The lattice yonder ! 

SAUL. Woman of Endor ! Woman ! 


[Davip and AsraTHar withdraw. The knocking, hastier. 
Woman of Endor ! Woman of Endor ! Woman ! 
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Miriam. Who crieth at my gate? 


SAUL. Unbar and learn. 

Miriam. ‘To danger? 

SAUL. None ! 

Miriam. ‘To thieves ? 

SAUL. To rueing if 
You tarry ! [She lets him in, with \suut and ApRteL. 

Miriam. Whom seek you ? 

SAUL. Witch of Endor, you, 


Who of the fate-revealing dead divine. 
Out of the Pit you call them ! 


Miriam. What is this ? 
Saut. I say that you can raise them ! 
MrriaM. You are come 


With snaring !_ knowing well that Saul the king 
Is woe and bitterness to all who move 
With incantation. 
SAUL. He is not. 
MrrraM. ; Depart ! 
Sau. I must have up out of the Awfulness 
Him I would question. 
Miriam. Perilous ! 
SAUL. Prepare 
Before thy teraphim. No harm, I swear, 
Shall come of it. Bid Samuel appear. 
The battle ! its event ! 
Miriam (with a cry). I know thee now ! 
Saul ! thou art Saul! the Terror ! 
SAUL. Call him up. 
Ready is it, the battlke—but I am 
Forsaken of all prophecy and dream, 
Of voices and of priest and oracle, 
To augur it. 
Miro. A doom ’s in this ! 
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SAUL. He must 
Hold comfort, and the torrent of despair 
Within me stay and hush. 

Miriam (slow/y). ‘Then must it be. 

[Sinks down by the teraphim; and after a while tncants 
amid wind and lightning. 

Prophet of Israel, who art beyond 

The troubling and the terrifying grave, 

The immeasurable moan and melancholy 

Of ways that win to Sheol—Rise !_ Arise ! 
[She waits. . . . Only the wind comes. Then up, with 
wide-stretched arms and with wild blind eyes. 

Prophet of Israel, arise! Not in 

The name of Baal, Amon, Ashtoreth, 

Dagon or all the deities that dream 

In trembling temples of Idolatry, 

But of Jehovah ! of Jehovah ! rise ! 
[An elemental cry is heard out of the earth. Then waver- 
ing forms arise, vast, in a continuous stream. MurriaM, 
with a curdling shriek, sinks moaning to her knees. 

Saut. Woman, I cannot—dare not—look upon it. 

Utter thy sight. 
[The Spirit of SAMUEL begins to take shape through the 
phantoms. 

Miriam. I see . . . ascending 
Forms as of gods in swaying ghostliness, 

Dim apparitions of a dismal might, 
And now is one within a mantle clad, 
Who looketh 

SAUL. Samuel ! 

Miriam. Who looketh with 
Omniscience in his mien and with a chill 
About him and the cling of eternity ! 

His eyes impale me ! 
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SAUL. Spirit, give me word ! 
[He falls heavily to the ground. 
SAMUEL (as afar). O evil king, and wretched king ! why hast 
‘Thou brought me from the quietness and rest ? 
Saut. ‘The battle on the morrow—— 
SAMUEL. Evil thou art ; 
For underneath this night thou hast conspired 
Death to thy daughter Michal—if at dawn 
The battle shall be lost—lest she may fall 
Into the hands of David. 
Davip (tnvoluntarily). Oh ! 
IsHut. Whose cry ? 
SAMUEL. I tell thee, Saul, thy sceptre shrivels fast. 
The battle shall be lost—it shall be lost. 
[The Spirit of SaMmugEL disappears. A wail of wind. 
ApriELt. Ishui, true? Is Michal to be slain? 
Isuur. ‘This is no hour for fools and questioning. 
Saut (struggling up). “Uhe battle,-Ishui, at once command 
It shall begin! Lo Jonathan and say it. 
[IsHur goes. 
No prophecy shall sink me and no shade. 
I am the king, and Israel my own. 
[Frenzied he goes. A silence. 
Davin (breaking forth). Michal to die and Israel to fall ! 
Prophet of Prophets, Samuel, return ! 
Out of the Shadow and the Sleep, return, 
Compassionate, and tell me where she is, 
That I may save her. . . . Again appear, and say 
That Israel to-morrow may not fall— 
Not fall on ruin ! 
ADRIEL. David ? is it thou ? 
Davip. Meholah’s Adriel, your conscience asks. 
AprRIEL. You were concealed? 


Davip. And I have heard. Cry then 
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Out unto Saul! Betray me, cry you out ! 
ApriEL. Betray? 


Davip. Is the word honey ? is it balm? 

AprigELt. David, 1’ve wronged you 

Davin. Haply ! 

ADRIEL. Jealously. 


And ask now no forgiveness—not until 
Michal is won from peril ! 


Davip. Do you know 
More of her? still ? 
ADRIEL. I only know that Saul— —[ Fearful. 


Has given Doeg power—— 
And that somewhere in Endor he conceals her. 
Aye, and that he himself’s not far away. 
Davip. ‘Then haste, and bring him here by force or guile, 
In any way, that we may wring from him 
Where she is prisoned. [ADRIEL goes. 
The quivering 
Quicksands of destiny beneath her stir. 
Is heaven a mocking shield that ever keeps 
God from our prayers ? 
Mira. David, contain thy heart. 
[4 faint uproar begins afar ; and dawn. 
Davip. ‘The battle ! on the wind. Abiathar, 
Speed out upon the mountain-side and cull 
All that befalls. 
[Apau opens the gate. The priest goes. 
Apvaki (springing back). Oh ! 


Davip. Child, why do you quail ? 
Apau. My mistress, Merab ! 

Davip. Girl ? 

ADAH. I saw her—she— 


Is coming hither! Do not let her—she— 
I fear—lI fear her ! 
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Davip. Hither coming ? 
ADAH. She ! 

[The gate is thrown open fiercely. 
Meras (entering). Woman and witch, did Adriel, my husband, 


Come to you with the king? [Sees Davin, stops. 
Davin. Unnatural, 

Unkind, most cruel sister ! 
MeEraB (shrinks). You are here? 


Davrp. Once me you would have poisoned, but the coil 
Within your bosom I beheld. And now 
Michal your sister is the victim. 


Meras. lL 
Know not your meaning, 
Davin. The battle burning yonder, 


If it adversely veers, the king has planned 
Michal is not to live, lest she may chance 
Unto my arms. 
Mera. That Michal shall be slain ? 
[The tumult again. 
Davip. Almighty, smite, and save to Thee thy people ! 
And save Thy altars unto Israel ! 
[He bows his head. A stir comes at the gate. 
Meras. David, ’tis Adriel ! 


ADRIEL. Ope ! open, you ! 
Davip. At last the word. 
Mera. Girl, Adah, draw the bar. 


[She does so with awe, as Davip cloaks his face. ADRIEL 
enters, and Dorc, who pauses in quick alarm as Davip 
goes between him and the gate. 

Dogrc. What place is this? Why do you bar the gate? 


Merab . . . you? Why do you gaze, rigid? 
And this is the blind witch, Miriam ? 
Davip. It is. 


[He throws off the cloak. 
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Dorc. Lured? I am snared? a trap? 


Davip. Where have you Michal ? 
Dose (drawing). No closer ! 
Davin. If she is an atom harmed ! 
Where is she ? 
Does. I was the servant of the king. 
I but obey him. 
Davip. And thy horrible heart. 


Then speak, or unto frenzy I am driven. 
Dore. Ill drive you there with 


[Breaks off with low laugh. 
Davin. Kell its! 
Dogs. . Unto your 
Soft sympathy—and passion? (Laughs.) She is dead. 
Davip (immovable, then repressed). If it is so, the lightning, that 
is wrath 
Within the veins of God, should sink its fang 
Into your breast and sear your very heart out. 
If it is so, this momentary calm, 
This silence pouring overfull the world, 
Would rush and in you cry until your bones 
Broken of guilt would crumble in your groans. 
Dead, she is dead ? 
Miriam (starting). No, David, my lord, he lies ! 
[Strangely, as in a trance. 
To wound you, lies ! 
Davin. Not dead ? 
Miriam. I see her eyes ! 
[41 listen amazed. 


I see her in a vision. She is near— 
Is in a cave—is bound—and is alone. 
I will go to her—quickly bring her. 
Dorc (lunges at her). Not— 
If this shall reach you. 
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Davin. Ale! and, nears didi! 
[Guards Miriam out. 
But now, O bloody plotter, false, and foul, 
Who as a pestilence of marshy midnight 
Have oozed corruption into all around you, 
Now shall the realm be free of you at last. 
Within its arteries you have been poison, 
Incentive of irruption and unrest, 
Of treachery and disaffection’s sore, 
Till even the stars that light it seemed as tares 
Sown hostile over the nightly vale of heaven. 
[Draws firmly. Coldly, skilfully approaches for attack. 
Dose (retreating). No farther ! 
Davin. Unto the end! unto the end ! 
[He rushes in; they engage; Doxc ts wounded. 
Your villainy is done. 
[Quickly forces him under. The gate then opens and 
ABIATHAR hurries in. 
ABIATHAR. David, the battle ! 
[Sees Dora and stops, pale. 


Davin. Fetter him. 
ApraATHaR. Only fetter? (His dagger out) The murderer 
Of priestly sanctity and of my father ? 
Davrp. Abiathar! You know obedience ? 
[Dora 7s sullenly bound and led aside. Then a pante is 
heard afar, and dim laments. Davin, who has sunk to 
a seat, springs anxiously up. 
Listen ! that cry ! 


A VoIce. Woe! woe ! 

Davip. What is its wail ? 
Tue Voice. ‘The battle’s lost ! 

Davip. Abiathar ? 

THe VoIce. Saul flees ! 


Davip. Abiathar, is lost ? 
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ABIATHAR, I fear it. 
Dayip. Then (pointing to Doxc) 
Off with his armour for me. I will go 
And backward bend defeat, backward, backward ! 
Duty to Saul is over. 
ADRIEL. You must not. 
A fruitless intrepidity it were. 
AxBiATHAR. Remember your anointing ! 
ABISHAI. And its need ! 
[The gate opens. 
And Michal ! remember Michal ! for she lives ! 
[Davip turns. MrcwHat enters with Miriam. 
ApriEL. Hosanna ! 
Miriam. David ! David——? 
Micuat (pleading, to him). ier isels 
Miriam. ‘The cords were cruel, hungrily sank in 
Her wrists and ankles. 
MiIcHAL, David ! look on me. 
Davip. My words must be alone with her—alone. 
ApriEL. Come, all of you—the battle. [They go, by the gate. 
Micuat. My lord! ... my lord! [He is silent. 
I ask not anything but to be heard-—— 
Though once I would not hear. Has all of life 
No glow for me? 
Davip. Betrayers should have none. 
Mrcuar. I was a woman ;—the entanglement 
Of duty amid love we have no skill 
To loosen, but with passion. 
Davip. You too late 
Remember it is so. 
MIcHa.. Nobility 
All unbelievable it seemed that you 
Could innocently wait on time to tide 


You to the kingdom. ‘Then forgive, I plead. 
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Davip. But, in the wilderness, your perfidy ! 

Micuar. Doubt of it welleth through your voice. No, no, 
‘To save you strove I ! 

Davin. Save? 

MiIcHat. Not to betray ! 
From Saul, my father, penitent I fled, 
Seeking you in Engeddi’s wild. 


Davin. And Phalti ? 

Micuat. Iwas wedding him I loathed. 

Davip. Say true | 

MicuHa.. This knife 


Unfailingly into my breast had sunk 
And spared me, had not flight. 
Davip. ‘This—this can be ? 
: [4 great joy dawning tn him. 
Beyond all hope it is, even as day’s 
Wide empery outspans our littleness. 
A tithing of thy loveliness were beauty 
Enough for earth. Yet it is mine, is mine ? 
Micuat. David ! . 
[Is starting to his arms, but cries beat back their joy. Then 
the gate is flung open and Avrtet enters, shaken. He looks 
from one to the other. 
Davip (at last). Adriel ! Adriel ! 
What have you? 
ADRIEL. Saul—is slain ! 
MicuHat. My father? 
ADRIEL. Slain ! 
And Jonathan—— 
Davin. No ! 
ADRIEL. Fell beside him down. . . 
The fray was fast—lIsrael fled—the foe 
Fierce after Saul, whom Jonathan defended. 


Micuat. My father ! 
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Davin. . . . And my brother Jonathan ! 
If I believe it, will not miracle 
Alone bring joy again unto my pain? 
[Then as wails arise. 
O Israel, the Infinite has touched 
Thy glory and it changes to a shroud ! 
‘Thy splendour is as vintage overspilt, 
For Saul upon the mountains low is lying, 
And Jonathan beside him, beautiful 
Beyond the mar of battle and of death. 
Yea, kingly Jonathan! And I would give 
The beating of my life into his veins. 
Willing for it would I be drouth and die! ... 
' [As the wails re-arise. 
Yea, peaks of curst Gilboa, I would die ! 
So let dew leave you, and as sackcloth let 
Clouds cover you, and ashes be your soil, 
Until I bring upon Philistia 
And Gath and Askalon extinguishing, 
And sorrow—and immensity of tears ! 
[Relteved, and going to Micuat, who dazedly weeps. 
But we must calm the flowing of this grief, 
For though we cannot see now through our pain, 
How love, as sandal-breath and trickling balm, 
Will heal us in the unbegotten years, 
‘Too headlong must not be our agony. 
Hush now thy wounded heart and dry thy tears, 
For see, the East uplifts us wings of Dawn. 
[They climb the stair to the housetop. As they look away 
toward the battles rout the clouds part, and over them __ 
breaks the full brightness of the sun. 


CURTAIN 


MIHRIMA 


CHARACTERS 


ARGOUN 5 . An Astrologer believed to be descended from 
one of the Magi 

PHRANZES. . His Son 

Satua . —. ~—Ss:~Ss« is’ Daughter by an Arab Mother 

Minrima. . The Wife of Phranzes: A Greek 

ALEXIA . ; . Her Mother 

Murzinos . . A Dissolute Noble of Constantinople 

ARSLAN . ; . A Relic Seller serving him 

Lreay . ; . 4 Handmaid to Mikrima 


Two Nuns 


MIHRIMA 


SCENE : The scene is a large upper chamber in the house of ARGOUN 
at ‘ferusalem toward the close of the sixteenth century. 
Through a rear door it looks eastward over the Church of the 
Holy Sepulchre to the Mount of Olives. Though Levantine 
in fashion, it has instead of hangings on its blutsh walls three 
pictures : one, left, of the Magi following the Star ; one, right, 
of the gifts in the Manger ; and one, over the rear door, of the 
Crucifixion. 

Two other doors, curtained, open right and left to other 
parts of the house, and beyond the rear door is a gallery giving 
down to the street gate. A divan, right, has a wine-table by 
it. To the left centre stands another table covered with 
byssus cloth and holding a strange crucifix, resembling an tkon, 
together with several astronomical instruments. There are 
other seats. 

Through the wide rear door the dome of the Church, the 
city roofs, and the Sacred Mount glow under the glorifying 
gold of the declining sun. A chant drifts in at whiles from 
the Sepulchre Church, moving and mystical. 

ARGOUN, an impressive old man of few words, but of 
intense, almost fanatical, purpose, sits at the cructfix table. 
In his hands is an astral chart which he searches, troubled. 
His perplexity causes him to rise, at length, and to speak. 


Arcoun. ‘The wounds of Christ, the Holy Star, the Cross, 
All mingle strangely in her horoscope, 
But through a shadow past my power to pierce. 
In its eclipse the Holy Star passes, 
The wounds and Cross immutably abide.— 
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‘To-night Venus again will be in the House 

Of Virgo, and again I must essay. . . . 
[His eyes fall on the crucifix, which he lifts and gazes at half 
superstitiously. The chant in the Church ceases. 

Lean, the handmaid, enters silently, but in terror, behind 
him—as if pursued. Her knees give way under her and 
she lets fall a pannier of fruit she bears. 

Arooun (startled but not turning). Phranzes ? 
Lean. No, great searcher of the skies, [Does obetsance. 
Not he, but one as earth under his feet, 
And under yours, O rabbi of the stars, 
For so intruding hither at this hour 
Upon the astral trouble of your thought. 
But there has chanced to me upon the street 
A word such as—how shall I say it ?—have 
‘The heavens not told you anything ? 
It is the Star of Bethlehem, men say 
‘That you and he, my noble master Phranzes, 
Watching now on the Mount of Olives, 
Expect again to grow out of the East, 
As in the ancient time leading the Wise Men. 
But do they not say too . . . it will not come . 
[ Distressed, hesitant. 
To any house . . 
ARGOUN. ‘To any house, what ? 
[Seats himself. 
Lean. Wherein. . 


Arcoun (after waiting). Well, wherein? ... 


LEAH. ott. Caltelsay tee 


Oh, sir, can I? Breathing even to you 

What I have heard would shame my heart and lips. 
For she, who is the halo of this house, 

Who is the very presence of its peace, 

Who with her own white hands of beauty bore me 


MIHRIMA 275 


Miraculously out from the leper band 
‘That I was born amid. . . 
ARGoun (starts). Mihrima ? 
Lean. She never could have been . . . less than purity. 
[Beseeching him. 
And though this relic seller whom I met, 
As I was coming hither from the market 
With pomegranates and figs against the morrow, 
May once have known her there, as artfully 
And meaningly he tells, there in her home, 
Her one-time home the city of Constantine, 
He could not know, oh star-wise sir, nor could 
The lord he calls his master Murzinos, 
‘That she was not... 
[ARGouN’s expression 1s so grave that she breaks off. 
Indeed so strong an agitation takes solemn hold of him that 
he rises. Yet when he speaks it is rather to himself. 
Arcoun. ‘This, then, is the shadow that has fallen 
Across my thoughts of her, despite the wounds 
Of Christ—which my vision fixed upon her ! 
Seeing deception in Alexia, 
As I have . 
Concealment of some past that well might prove 
As quicksands under all our aspirations, 
Have I trusted the mercy of mere chance, 
Not to the surety of stars within my ken, 
Until, now, calamity is ready 
To topple at its heaviest upon us? 
Lean (sinking down, again distressedly). But, sir . . . it is not 
tile? eae lt Catinotebe.! i. 
[Implores him. 
My mistress? . 
ARGOUN. Is, wench... .a(after ya] pause), s.6}. 
but what she Is. 
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And what she is is not for your concernment. 
Therefore be silent . . . and obedient. 
For there ’s more here to mind than your hand-wringings. 
[ After considering. 
Yes ; so go, and bring me lady Alexia. 
Or no; I'll go myself. Stay you rather 
There by the door and watch. If any arrive, 
This Murzinos or his relic seller, warn us. 
[He goes to door, left, and knocks, but receives no answer. 
He knocks again and calls, 
Alexia | 24 Holns ta 9AlexaM 
[After waiting. 
I say, are you within, Alexia ! 
[4 voice—it 1s Avexta’s—replies affrontedly. Then after 
a moment ALExiA herself appears. 
An imposing, self-willed woman, she comes down arro- 


gantly, She is much berobed and jewelled. 


Axrexta. Why am I summoned here ? 


Why by you summoned, not by a servant ? 
Why is my rest broken at this hour ? 


Arcoun (who hears her out ; then speaks overawingly). Because, 


woman of subterfuge, the drift 

Of all your indirection now is on you. 

Silence has been a lie that may destroy, 

A vain deception ready here to shatter 

‘The happiness and hope of all this house. 

Yes, I say! . . . My son has wed your daughter ; 

And since within the purple of his veins 

There flows the blood of a King who brought  in- 
cense 


And myrrh out of the East... 


Avexia (scornfully). Since there does ? 


Arcoun. ‘Then he 


ALEXIA. What? .. . gives you a tifle here, 
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And in the presence of this low wench of the lepers, 
To pour, thus, reproachful words on me ? 
Am Ia slave, am I a dog, a Gadarene, 
To suffer it? 
Arcoun. No; but a Greek from the city of Constantine, 
‘Therefore a weaver of wiles and of ambitions. 
Avexta. ‘Then you shall know, star-meddler, that I wear 
Such Grecian courage as avows to you 
[4 cry from Lean, at the door, sharply interrupts 
her; and angrily bewildered she sees Lean shrink 
toward ARGouN, as a laugh from without rings derisively. 


Lean. It is he, sir: here! .. . the relic seller ! 
He is pushing past the keeper and mounts up. 
Let him not! . . . For he is evil, and sows 
But falsities . . . His words, of my mistress . . . 


[ARSLAN appears, in the midst of her plea, at the door. He 
looks back with a jibe at the baffled keeper. 
An unctuous, impudent knave with scrip and staff, he 
comes down salaaming. AxExta beholds him with rage. 
Arstan. Your honours, astral lord and Grecian lady, 
Greeting! . . . (again salaaming) . . . Greeting ! 
I give you greeting! ... 
In this abode, I learn, one Phranzes dwells, 
He of the mighty Magi. It is well : 
For I have business he will thank me for. 
What, ask you? [Nimbly opening his scrip. 
I have a relic kissed by the Archimandrite, 
The Patriarch and thirty Holy Prelates, 
To bring the Star for him. Lady, the Star ! 
Aye ... lady! . . Aye! . . . And you shall see it! 
[Searches scrip. 
A relic wonderful as a saint’s dream, 
A meteor stone that fell in Bethlehem 
With ‘ Christus’ writ upon it, and that only ! 
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A stone that is a sign. . . . See you, see ! 
[He finds and displays the stone showily before her. For a 
moment she withholds her wrath, then it breaks. 
Avexta. Panderer! . . . Church - jackal! . . . Pilgrim- 
cozener ! 
Cheater of frowsy fools! . Fatted impostor ! 
How dare you press, thus, across our threshold, 
And thrust, so, your insolent stench upon us ? 
[To Arcoun. 
You have brought him, sir? . . . Speak! Who is he? 
ArRSLAN (mockingly deprecatory). Oh, fair lady! No. I come 
alone. 
For I am a mere humble relic seller, 
A poor wandering soul, upon a journey 
Out of Armenia on pilgrimage. 


[ Suddenly, meaningly. 


But travelling with a lord 
ALEXIA. Who bids you, rat, 

Run where you will and gnaw wherever you run? 

Blood of the Cross, that can do miracles, 

Is our abode to be so desecrated 

In sight and sound of the very Sepulchre ? 
ArsLan. Nay, proud lady! Nay! . . . Privacy 

Is sanctity. But since my lord seeks you, 


And since 

ALEXIA, I know him not. 

ARSLAN. Since he seeks you, 
And since—— 

ALEXIA. He is nought to me, offal ! 


ArsLtan (suddenly sinister). Nor to your daughter, lady? to 
your daughter 2 
His name . . . if you will hear . . . is Murzinos. 
[Dismay and consternation wrench AtExta. She is shaken 
by the name as by a bolt. 
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Avexia. Murzinos ! 
ARSLAN. Even so, lady. 
[Coolly puts away his relic. 
And you, I see, have still some memory of it. 
[4 pause. He waits the event. 
ALExIA (to ARGOUN, whose eyes have fixed her). Leave me. . 
leave me alone with him . . . alone. 
This is nothing—but a remembered name 
Malevolently recalled. . . . Go and take with you 
‘This waxen wench of the lepers. I will hear him. 
His master, who is dead, I know . . . or knew. 
If there is anything . . . I pray you, go. 
[Arcoun, Joftily suspicious, moves to the door. LEan in 
haste passes through the curtains before him. Axia in 
clenched bitterness seats herself—ARrstan before her. 
Axexia (not turning to him). If you have flung at me a cunning 
lie 
And not a viperous truth, say at once. 
Murzinos zs not drowned, as was told me 
By the assembled tongues of witnesses 
Who found his body dead in the Bosphorus ? 
Arstan. He lives, lady, and sends his greetings to you. 
Avexia (rising). Ill not be duped. He was found floating 
Near his felucca in the grey of dawn. 
Such resurrection is not possible. 
ArsLAN (merely shrugging). ‘Then, lady, will you buy a relic of me? 
Armenian saints are the most powerful 
And I have here the nail-parings of three, 
The scapular of one and of Saint—— 
ALEXIA. Oh ! (quivering). 
He zs not dead? But still 
Walks upon earth, shameless and dissolute ? 
Walks as men whose shadows do not foul it ? 
And now is in Jerusalem ? 
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ARSLAN. , Three days. 
Avexta. And seeks? seeks her ? 
ARSLAN. You have known him, lady. 
[Nearer ; and speaking low. 
And yet . . . he has not found her. Only J have. 
Though if he does . . . if he sees your daughter— 
Whom I an hour since saw setting forth. 
Pale as the cloistered hope of any nun 
With Argoun’s Moslem daughter to the Sepulchre— 
If he beholds her . . . whom ke still craves . . 
And learns that now she calls her husband ‘ Phranzes’ . . . 
Axexia (after much perturbation). Never must he, evil and 
relentless, 
If there is any power that has cunning, 
Or cunning that has power, to prevent it. 
His glance never agair shall stain her beauty. 
ARSLAN (closer). Then... lady . . . what if I havea relic 
That will defend her? that will lure him off ? 
One to be bought ; one, too, that is sure ? 
Would you, my lady, buy it? .. . [Their eyes meet. 
Aye . .« hey) .-Murzinos, is my master : 
That be granted : 
But since he leaves a thirst in me unquenched, 
A thirst for the pretty pour of yellow gold, 
‘The relic you can buy from me—is silence. 
Avexta (slowly). And treachery? . .. though who buys a 
traitor 
Knows well that traitors serve only themselves ? 
No!.. . (Desperate) And yet... yes! I’llbuy. But you 
Shall swear, knave, by the Tomb, your relic zs one, 
That it will lead Murzinos from this city 
At once, to any other, by any guile, 
And that... (starts) How? ... Is that feet at the 
gate ? [ Listens, 
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ARSLAN (also startled and gliding to door to look out). “The Moslem 
maid! . . . hurrying breathlessly ! 
Aye, and alone! . . . Mihrima is not with her. 
[He stands apart, as the stir without increases. SALHA 
then enters, keen, dark, Arabic, aquiver. Wath pride of 
mien she casts her veil away from her. 
SatHa. I came before. Mishap has taken her. 
A couch is here? and Christian wine? She swooned. 
We were beside the Sepulchre 
ALExta (blenching). My daughter ? 
SALHA. Your daughter. Many were there, many with tapers, 
Chanting and praying, weeping, penitent, 


As your religion bids . . . I like it not. 
No, by the Prophet . .«. and I would my father 
Would turn to Allah. . . . But, she stood there praying, 


Her veil by chance a little loosened from her 

And vision on her face. “Then, suddenly, 

I saw... her eyes fix. 
ALEXIA. On... what? On whom? 
SatHa. Am I to say? Her soul is mysteries 

And voices that I am not prophet to. 

But not far distant from her gaze there stood 


A lord . . . a Byzantine . . . his eyes upon her 
As I have seen a Bedouin’s upon 

His steed found in the desert. . . . Ha! Bismillah ! 
And then . . . But this is words : she will return : 


There should be preparation. (Pausing, listening) She 1s 
near ! [Goes quickly to door. 
Yes. . . . And with her come the two white nuns 
Whose mercy tended her while I ran on. 
[Turning and seeing ARSLAN. 
But who > Another Byzantine? among us?.. . 
[Mrarma’s approach leaves no time for reply. Between 
the two nuns, though unsupported, she enters. An unearthly 
i 
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pallor clings to her, yet her beauty, golden-haired, seems 
almost to possess an aura. Her vote, as ALEXIA starts 
toward her, is hushed yet enthralling. 
Mrsrma. No, mother! Let not words yet beat on me 
Where silently the wings of God have beaten. 
[ARSLAN slips out. 
Here are good friends (of the nuns) who have been gracious, 
kind 
As dew upon my sudden withering. 
I thank them and shall thank their convent altar, 
A refuge from the intemperable world, 
With offerings. (To them) Now, friends, will you leave me ? 
A Nun (still solicttous). Vf you are strong, daughter. Your 
sinking down——- 
Mrnrma. Iam, quite, quite. . . . So, may peace go with you, 
Such as is found only within your walls. 
[They pass out, led by Saua, but still hesitant. 
AExia then turns in trepidation to Minrima—who 
stands as one fixed under divine fate. 
Avexia. And now, my child? 
MirHrRIMa. There is no now, mother, 
No peaceful, holy now in all the world, 
Nor ever again shall be through the long years, 
But only the past arisen from its tomb 
‘To live in and around and with me ever, 
Avexia. Words, but words! What have you seen? 
MrnriMa. A ghost, 
A ghost made flesh again—O very flesh ! 
For do not think I who have had deep visions 
In which Christ walked upon my spirit’s sea, 
As on the waves of Galilee, am dreaming. 
He stood there, . .: 
ALEXIA. Hey 
Mrnrima. Abhorrent : Murzinos. 
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I had but lifted up my eyes to pray 
That unto Phranzes soon might come the Star 
When I beheld him—the embodied shame 
Of my one-time unhappiness before me. 
And now . . . I have two husbands. 
ALEXIA. Girl (angrily cautious) . . . no! 
[ Looking around. 
And will have none if curtains have ears—none. 
You have but one and he-——— 
Minrima. Mworle NEVE wot 
One dissolute and faithless who had left me, 
As I believed—and as I hoped—for ever ; 
And one 
ALEXIA. Who alone is. Be silent, then. 
For Murzinos, who so abandoned you, 
And who deceived you, is none. 
Mrnrima. ‘Though God knows it ? 
; And my own soul, to which a presage ever 
Has sought to come and whisper that he lives ? 
Axexta. And which is ever a silly convent dupe ? 
A prey to voices and to visions which 
May now make ruin of us? No, I say. 
I am your mother and command your silence. 
Mrarma (with all reverence). And I’m your daughter. Yet 
I ’ve sent for Phranzes. 
Avexta. Girl! sent! to tell him ! 
Mrnrima. ‘Though the shame strangle me. 
For without qualm or question did he wed me, 
Swept to it, as he thought, by all star-signs, 
Nor doubting that my heart’s true innocence 


Might mean less . . . than perfect virginity. 
You, mother, who betrothed me to him, kept 
Truth from him .. . as until too late I learned. 


And I, since, have held it, 
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Hoping by some sweet miracle of God, 
Or by some vision given at the hour 

The Star again shall rise out of the East, 
To take away the sting of what he learns. 


But now 
ALEXIA. Now, Ingratitude, nun-coddled ! 
Callow, contumacious Disobedience ! 
Now you mean... (Angry, tearful) So it is 
mothers ! 


Miurima. Would you had not. 


They travail only to be spurned by children. 
Would I had never given you birth! . 

Never conceived a daughter for my woe. 

Thus I am dealt with, I who get her husbands, 
I her own mother, practising deception 

To win them for her. I 


And would that Murzinos had never seen me, 
But left me to the conyent’s quiet arms, 

Which I was born to, as I sometimes think,| 
More nun than wife, in spite of my poor beauty. 


But since you did not, since the world had touched me 


Terribly once, I hoped, when Phranzes came 
In quest of the Star, to give him all my soul, 
That had been only God’s, 

And all my body . . . that is only dust. 

And now I have, loving him as I love 

These streets that once were trod by feet divine. 
So when he comes, mother—— 


with 


Axexia (who has flung herself on the divan but who springs up as 
MIHRIMA moves toward the door). He shall hear curses 


on you ! 
From your own mother, whom you would betray, 


Who gave you birth, who suckled you, who bred you, 


Raising your beauty up to woman height 
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That it might lift you higher, and lift me ; 

And who, now, at length, after the failure 

Of Murzinos, have wedded you to one 

Who born of the Magi yet may be a king, 

If only (Wrath and tears compel her to desist. 
Mrurma (in an effort to restrain her). Mother! . . 
ALEXIA, I am forsaken ! disobeyed ! 

Ill die of it! die! That only is left me. 

You are daughter to your father—who turned priest 

And did not know he lived in the world . . . I'll die ! 


[Starting toward curtains. 


And may my death be on you. 


Minrima (holding her). Mother! ... mother! . 
Avexia. [71 die! 
Minrma. . . . This is illness and not reason, 
[Casting about for help. 
And may be heard. . . . For, if some one . . . Ah! 
[Believes she hears a step—the one she awaits. 
Phranzes! It is Phranzes ; come at last ! 


[She releases Atexta and turns toward the door. A 
figure, that of Murzinos, appears within it. Florid yet 
sinister, he comes down toward her, smiling ; his eyes are 
such as nothing could make happy; his restlessness is a 
disease, a hot obsession. 

Mrxrma ts as one transfixed. Yet as her arms, which 
she had held out, fall slowly to her sides, a strength that 
seems transcendent sweeps into her. She stands abhorring 
yet hallowed. 

Murzinos (dashed, yet assuming assurance). ‘This is your eyrie 
then, my bird of God? 
Here you have flown, and here, still wonderful, 
At last are found? . . . I greet you and your mother, 
Whom I in folly let believe me dead. 


[ Scanning their surroundings. 
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Wealth, fragrance, wine? Not ill, my lily. 
Solomon’s magic is it that provides, 
Or some discovered kinsman’s? (To Arexia) You, 
lady, 
Do not, I venture, violently scorn it. 
Axexta (hatred hooking her hands). If 1 could kill you! . 
If the heat of Hell 
Would burn up from the Pit and shrivel you ! 
If Heaven would fling a fiery rage of lightning 
To pinion you to earth, or if the sky 
Minrima (preventing AExta’s lifted hands from striking). Blows, 
mother, are vain. Murzinos 
And God and I must have this hour alone, 
Though to eternity it sear my soul. 
Therefore go . . . go. What speaks in me 
Is more than me and must be heard. “To-day 
Hands Divine shall save this house or sink it. 
[Prevailing, she leads AuExta off, door left. Her mien is 
almost praeternatural, Slowly then she turns. 
Murzinos (who has watched admiringly). Done as a queen, an 
empress, Mihrima, 
Or as oue of a diviner right ! 
And your perfection is unchanged, unchangeable ! 
Your face I could not lose in other faces 
Or places, though the fairest of the world ! 
I have done well in so returning to you ! 
Minrima, ‘Then, do ill! for now your least approaching, 
Your merest touch, would be a sacrilege 
‘That is infinite—and not to me alone. 
Murzinos (drawing nearer). Because 1am not purged? Then, 
I will be, 
I will, aye, of every unchastity, 
By priests and absolution—if no touch 
Of you may. I will cleanse me and consent 
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Even to stern absentment from your beauty, 
But only . . . till I rewin it ! 
Mrnrima (inviolably). Which, Murzinos, 
Can never be: know that,.. . 
‘Till Dead Sea apples grow in Paradise. 
Mourzinos, ‘Then Dead Sea apples shall, ere I be thwarted. 
For I ’ll disport in sackcloth and in ashes, 
I will forsake all other bright embraces. 
Miurima. As mine were once forsaken? God will never 
Again permit the peace that I have found 
To break open and bleed. So if indeed 
You truly repent, leave me ! 
Morzinos. Leave? Leave? 
Now that I find all other joys are joyless 
Save the one hungry joy of seeing you, 
Of melting your cold purity to passion ? 
I am your husband, and am penitent, 
Full to satiety of other pleasures 
And of all other beauty. Yes, and ready 
To bend, now, to all your tempering 
And be made pure. ‘Therefore it behooves you 


To yield . . . though without yearning . . . that can wait. 


I will not force your heart to heat and clinging 
Or to the tender ardours of my love, 


[Suddenly clasping her. 


But kisses I will have, kisses... until... 


[So rigidly abhorrent ts she, his arms release her. She 


staggers ; then terror takes her. 


Mrnrima. Phranzes! Oh where are you! .. . Christ! 
eee Winist, 
Wipe it from me. . . 
Morzinos. Christ will seal it faster, 


For it was at His altar that I had you. 
Then will you shame Him? publish with wild lips 
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To Infidels without that I, your husband, 
Seeking the merest love-rites, am denied ? 
‘Mrnrima (in extremis, for again he approaches her). Mother ! 


»...¢ Argoun!. « ..Phranzes'3, 7 Mother == 
Mother 17.5% 

A Votce (at the gate). Who calls? Who? Where: Who? 
... Mihrima? 


[Murzinos falls back chagrined. Hurrying steps are 
heard and Puranzes enters. Hts face—that of a mystic— 
is pale and alarmed. Hts eyes, cloisters of dreams, stare 
questioning round him. 
Miura (falling at his feet and sobbing). My husband!...O 
my husband! . . . O my—— 
Mourzinos (comprehending). God’s Son ! 
That ’s the trick, then ? 
PHRANZES (confused). Let light on this darkness. 
[He hifts Mririma. 
What has befallen so to stream your hair, 
Chastely wont to dwell under its veil ? 
An hour ago no fear like this foreboded. 
Has this Greek stranger threatenings? Or has he 
Brought terror tidings fatal to Christendom ? 
Have Pathan hordes raped, again, the shrines of it, 
Destroying faith? If not, why is he here? 
Murzinos (in the pause). “That, my lord, I answer for myself. 
For though only a stranger to your walls, 
I still can claim to rank as ha/f her husband. 
(He turns on Miurima. The glow without slightly darkens. 
PHRANZES (dazed). Half—? Half—? ... What is on his 
tongue ? j 
[Seeing that Miurima stands as one in martyrdom. 
Is he beset ? Is it some obsession ? 
Is there a madness in him, Mihrima ? 


Shall I go bring the bedlam-keeper for him ? 
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Minrma. My lord, no. You must hear all, at last, 
All that has been. And Christ shall be our judge. 
Murzinos (virulently). And Christ will tell you, if she should 
forget, 
That I, a noble, of the city of Constantine, 
From whence she is come—that I wedded her there 
And still am her unalterable adorer. 
[4 deathly pause, then Puranzes reels toward him—so 
blinded, however, with anguish as to totter. Bewilderment 
added to his anguish then ensues, and when he finds words 
they are half touched with delirium. 
Puranzes. Wake me! .. . do not let me dream . . . so. 
[Wiping his eyes. 
I think this is the house I have dwelt in, 
Yet sand-winds of the desert seem about me, 
And cruel mirage . . . and no Star, no Star. 
I think it is my house . . . for on that wall 
Do I not see the worship of the Magi, 
And through that door the sainted Sepulchre ? 
Minrma (weeping). My lord, yes. And at your feet am I! 
[ Kneels. 
I who deceived you, though unknowingly 
At first, and then because . . . Shrink not from me. 
[He shudders away. 
It was not through unchastity I failed you. 
Let mortal grief not strike so at your heart. 
Puranzes (throwing himself toward wine-table). Wine! wine ! 
Give me drink. [| strangle. 
The stars which have concealed all drift of this 
Seem to be sinking, one by heavy one, 
Into my heart—to crush my Star. 
MrHRIMA. No, no. 
For though I have been the bride of him who stands 


there, 
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Led from the convent to him by my mother, 
Who... I thought . . . had told you, 
My soul has been beyond his reach or passion 
As God in Heaven is beyond all blasphemy. 


And since my soul is virgin . 


PHRANZES (to MuRZINOS). ‘Take her away. 
[ Blindly. 
Take her! ... Take her . . . Unto you were given 
Her first bride vows. . . . And... there are no others. 


I have followed a false faith, a false sky. 
Mrnrma (racked). Phranzes ! 
PHRANZES. I, who was he, am no longer. 
[With back to her, he stares through the door at the sunset. 
Mrurima (wavering a space as one in final agony, then as she pro- 
ceeds becoming religiously ecstatic). “Vhis is my crucifixion ? 
; . . Ltisyfinished,? 
Father in Heaven, must I suffer all ? 
Will you not give my purity the power 
Of truth? Will you not prove to him I love 
‘That in my heart You walk—that there Your garments 
Trail untainted as in a Holy of Hollies? 
[Szlence, only, answers her plaintive plea. PHRANZES does 
not move. The sunset crimsons. 
With increasing ecstasy she turns to the Magi picture. 
Will you, O Purple Kings, will you who came 
Afar out of the East, wrapping worship 
In frankincense and myrrh, will you not hear ? 
Will you not visit him, now, in a vision 
Or send your orient Star at last to him 
As a sign that no pollution ever has sullied 
‘The waters of my heart his love has drunk ? 
O proud, humble Kings, will you not speak ? 
[Again she waits, ips moving, and PHRANZES turns. 
But now, almost unaware of him, she continues, this time 


MIHRIMA 291 


taking the crucifix from the table and holding it up—each of 
its hands in hers. 

Then you, O Christ ! You, upon the Cross, 

As Iam on it! You who suffered betrayal 

Even as I, your yearning follower, 

Will you, whose hands were pierced . ... as my heart is. . . 

Will you not let your lips utter my truth, 

Miraculously moving at my need ? 

[Szlence, again. And now despair begins in her. Slowly » 
she puts the crucifix back upon the table. Then with a sob 
she holds her palms out to PHRANZES, moaning : 

Do with me as you will. All is in vain. 

[PHRANZES seems for a moment about to reply. Then 
beholding her hands he sees a strange thing and starts, for 
in them are crimson wounds, like those of Christ. With a 
cry of awe he is on his knees before her, and Murztnos, 
also seeing, crosses himself. 

PHRANZES (brokenly). Mihrima! ... My Mihrima!... 

A miracle! . .. The holy stigmata ! 

The nail-prints of Christ upon your palms ! 

The sainted wounds! ... Mihrima!... My Mihrima ! 
[He kisses the hem of her skirt, humbly, passtonately. She 
looks at her hands and realisation comes to her. Thrown 
almost into a trance by it, she stands, not seeing or hearing 
him—but gazing beatifically before her. 

Puranzes (rising when she does not move and running to door, left). 

A miracle! A miracle! A miracle ! 

[Aexia, Arcoun, Lean, come amazxedly in. Beholding 
what has happened, they too stand awed or sign the cross. 
A chant from the Church floats in, growing gradually louder. 
The sunset rekindles on the Church, the city, and Olivet. 
PHRANZES again is kissing Miuria’s skirt. 
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CHARACTERS 


Duke of Leucadia, Tyrant of Arta, etc. 
His Son 


CHARLES DI Tocca 


Antonio pi Tocca . 


Harmon 

Barpas 

CarDINAL JULIAN 
AGaBus 

Crcco 


Furvia CoLonna 


A Greek Noble and Poet 
Haemon’s Friend 

The Pope’s Legate 

A Mad Monk 

Seneschal of di Tocca’s Castle 
Under the Duke’s protection 


HELENA Haemon’s Sister 
GUuILIA Serving Fulvia 
PAuLa Serving Helena 
Lypra 

PHaAon : | 

Tee Revellers 

Basi . : | 

Na.po A Boy 
DioGENES A Philosopher 


A Captain of the Guard, Soldiers, Guests, Attendants, etc. 


GHARLES: Diy -TOCCA 
ACL vi 
ScenE: The Island Leucadia. A ruined temple of Apollo whose 


broken columns and fallen stones, making breaches, are strewn 
desolately about. It is night, and the rising moon floods the 
place with a haunting tranquillity. 

On a road running before the temple Anrvonto pi Tocca 
1s waiting in youthful impatience. He is about to fling himself 
down on a column when a cloaked figure approaches left. 
Eagerly he starts toward it. 


Antonio, Helen | 

 Furvia. A comely name, my lord. 

ANTONIO, Ah, you, 
My father’s unforgetting Fulvia. 

Futvia. At least not Helena, whoe’er she be. 

Antonio. And did I call you so? 


Futvia. Unless it is 
‘These stones have tongue and passion. 
ANTONIO, It was the night 


Recalling dreams of dim antiquity 
That worked in me. But whence now are your 


steps 
So hurried and alone? 
Futvia. From the Cardinal, 
Who has but come. 
ANTONIO. What comfort there ? 
FuLvlia. A vain. 


The moody bolt of Rome broods over us. 
295 
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Antonio. My father will not bind his heresy ? 
[Looks off down the road. 
Furvia. You walked with him to-day. What said he? 
Anrontio (ahsently). iy 
With him to-day? Ah, true. What may be done? 
[Again looks off. 
Furvia. His strangeness grows. Thrice of late he has 
laughed 
When seeing a Cross ;_ but softly and almost 
As if it were some sweet thing that he loved. 
Antonio. As if it... Pardon; he is strange, you say? 
Furvia. Stranger than is Antonio, his son, [ Smiles. 
Who but for some expectancy is vacant. 
[Draws her cloak, as if to go. 
Antonio. Stay, Fulvia; I am so; but stay, listen. 
Last night I dreamed of you. In vain it seemed 
You strove to reach me out of swift Charybdis, 
Into whose maelstrom swept by storm I sank. 
Then when you failed and turned away 
FuLvIia. Away? 
[4 low cry is heard. They start. 
Furvia. A woman’s voice! (Herself looking off) And hasting 
here—alone. ... 
No, with another. 


ANTONIO. Then go, Fulvia ; 
For it is one who comes to speak with me, 
And comes . . . in terror; something has befallen. 


[Furvra at once departs ; then he turns to HELEna, who, 
followed by Pauta, enters, shaken with alarm. 
Antonio. My Helena, what is it? You are wan 
And tremble as a blossom quick with fear 
Of shattering. What is it? 
HELENA. Say not true ! 
Oh say it is not ! 


\ 
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Antonio (clasps her). What have you chanced upon? 
Herena. A precipice—a precipice of ill, 
Which . . . Say his incanted prophecies spring from 
No power that is more than fantasy’s ! 
Antonio. Who prophesies? Now who upon this isle 
Can gather visibly into his eye 
More than the mere to-day ? 
HELENA. ‘The mad monk Agabus ! 
Who met us as we came, and who, they say, 
Can draw dark spirits from their evil airs 
And learn from them all things of love and death. 
He seized me, as I passed him. With wild looks 
And wilder lips he vented on my ear 
Bodings more wild than both. ‘Sappho !’ he cried, 
‘Sappho ! Sappho!” and probed my eyes as if 
Destiny moved dark-visaged in their deeps. 
Then tore his rags and moaned, ‘So young to cease !’ 
Gazed then out into awful vacancy 
And whispered hotly, following his gaze, 


‘The Shadow! . . . Shadow !’ 

ANTONIO. That, and nothing more ? 
He did not harm you? 

HELENA. Save with harm to come ! 


Anronro. “Then no harm shall appear, my Helena, 
For he is but a witless addled monk 
Who thinks God lives to fill his prophecies. 
Herena. He cannot, then, see through the future’s veil 
Into the lurking miseries of love, 
Or the dim knell of death hear and reveal, 
As many say? many who tell of him 
That in his youth he loved one who betrayed him 
And in revenge made a fierce league with Hell 
That lends him sight of ill to human hearts ? 
Antonio. He cannot ! 
U 
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HELENA. Then, my lord, for whom [ live, 
I?ll put him from my thoughts and trust your eyes 
That tell me love is master of all times 
And you of all love master. 
ANTONIO. And of you? 
[Clasping her with joy. 
Let winds then flow again into the night 
And flute us lover-songs of happiness. 
Herena. Nor dare upon a duller note while here 
We tryst beneath the moon ? 
ANTONIO, My perfect Greek ! 
Athene looks again out of your lids 
And Aphrodite warms your every limb. 
Herena. Not Aphrodite, ah, not she, Antonio ! 
[Shows new dread. 
Antonio, Again you tremble? 
HELENA. Do you not remember ? 
Old legends tell us sadly it was here 
Beside this temple’s very gate she lured 
Proud Sappho to go forth and wildly leap 
Over the cliff yonder—where we ’ve sat— 
To the waves’ dark oblivion below ! 
Antonio, And will you read such terror in a tale? 
Herena. Forgive me, then ! 
ANTONIO, ‘Too quickly you are unstrung, 
; [ Troubled. 
And yet there is—— 
HELENA. Is what, Antonio? 
Antonio, Nothing. I, who must ebb with you and flow, 
A little was moved. 
HELENA. Antonio! . . . not you! 
[Forcing gaiety. 
I'll change my tears to laughter if a fancy 
May so unmettle you. 
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ANTONIO, Then off, my Helena, 
With this numb awe that winds about your joy. 
Herena. A kiss, then, for but that alone, my lord, 
Can drive all gloom from the world. 
ANTONIO (with a kiss, teasingly). And could it still— 
If I pressed other lips ? 
HELENA. Other ? other ? Fi 
[Standing from him. 
You should not know that any other lips 
Could ever be pressed. Ill have no kiss but his 
Who is all blind to every mouth but mine. 
Antonio. And I—(stil teasing) am not ! 


HELENA. Then it is well I go. 
Antonio. Perhaps ! 
HELENA. Perhaps ? 
ANTONIO, Good night ! 
HELENA. Good night ? 
’ ANTONIO ( feigning surprise). Still here ? 


Herena. ‘There’s gloom in the world again, Antonio ! 
Antonio (with another kiss). “That now again is gone ! 


HELENA, Not all, I think. 
Antonio. ‘Two for so small a gloom ? 
HELENA. The vainest glooms 


To-night seem ominous as dark cloud-flakes 
Flung sudden by the wind upon the west. 
[Starting from his arms and listening. 
But some one comes. Who?... Ah! It is Agabus ! 
[ Shrinking. 
Let him not touch me, let him not, I pray you ! 
[Unkempt and distracted, AGABus enters dementedly. 
From gazing about the air, his eyes fix upon them. 
Acasus. Oh, lovers! lovers! Lord have none of them ! 
Antonio. Good monk 
AGABUS. Oh, yes, yes, yes. . . - Youd give me gold 
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To pray for your two souls. (Crosses himself.) Not I. 
Not I! 
For love is a brew of poison and of lust, 
And but one thing can quench its fire—the Shadow ! 
[Searching about the air. 
Have you not seen a Shadow pass! 
ANTONIO. A Shadow? 
Acazsus. Out of the grave. A-times they call him 
Death. 
I’d have him for my brain ; it shakes with fever. 
[Leaving them awed, he suddenly goes, still searching. A 


pause. 
Antonio. ‘“There—he is gone ! 
HELENA. Yes, gone. 
ANTONIO, And you are calm? 


Herena. Of impotence—as one who in a tomb 
Awakes and waits. 


ANTONIO. He is but mad. 

HELENA. But mad. 

Antonio. Yet still you fear? still? 

HELENA. 1tis asar 
‘The earth were wind under my feet . . . as if 


‘The sea were weaving a shroud around us coldly. 
Antonio. No, no, 
HELENA. Touch me then, lest I sink 
In this unnatural awe. . . . Ah, how your arms 
Warm the cold moan and misery of fear 
Out of my veins. 
ANTONIO, And ever shall, my own, 
For there shall be no shroud, but wedding robes 
And wreaths and pageantry ! 
And you shall be my Sappho—but through days 
Such as shall legend ecstasy about 
Our knitted names when distant lovers dream |! 
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Herena. Ill fear no more, then. 

Antonio (gladly). Ah! 

HELENA. And yet, Antonio, 


Let us unloose this secrecy and be 

Open in love! . 

And let us tell your father 

And tell my brother Haemon of our hope 
And happy betrothal. 


ANTONIO, That cannot be, now. 
Herena. It cannot be? and youa god? Ill bow 
Before your eyes no more! .. . Say that it can, 


Antonio. With Haemon bitter still against the rule 
Of the di Toccas? No; it cannot be. 

He must be won with service first, and station. 

And you are Greek—a name I never heard 

Pass to my father’s ear, till yesterday, 

But it came out his mouth headlong with curses. 
Herena. Yet he has smiled upon me oft of late. 
Antonio. My father? No; or smiling only dreamt 

And saw you not. 

HELENA. ‘Then have you also dreamt ; 
For he looked as do you when under the moon 
You call me 

Antonio (clasping her). 1 will call you so no more. 

Hevena. No dear name more? 

ANTONIO, None; for the fairest name, 
Were it a glowing miracle of beauty, . 

Could not reveal a least delight of you 


More than a taper’s ray the rim of night. [4 pause. 
Herena. And yet 
ANTONIO. And yet? 
HELENA. Ill hold you not too false 


If sometimes they trip out upon your tongue. 
Antonio. Or to my father’s eye? 
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HELENA. If for your sake. 
Anronro. He smiled, you say ? 
HELENA. As one forgetting pain. 
[They set down on a stone. 
Antonio. Perhaps. For some unwonted softness seems 
Near him. On yesterday he asked for wine, 
Dancing and song. 
HELENA. ‘Then tell him, for we live 
In peril years, and secrecy must seem 
~Yoke-mate of guilt—upon which should he come 
Unwittingly 
[She breaks off, startled again, for Pauta, who has kept 
watch, approaches. 
Pauta. My lady, some one comes. 


HELENA (rising). Antonio— 
She fears it is Haemon, seeking me. 
ANTONIO. Wish it ! 


Heena. Broodings smoulder feverous in his moods, 

Fevered and bitter. 
Antonio (cloaking her). Kindness then shall quench them ! 
Heena. [Il so believe. 
ANTONIO. And not forget to be 

By day my lark, by night my nightingale, 

Not a sad bird of boding ? 
HELENA. As I have? 
Antonio. You have but moved out on the sea of love 

A little way with me from your life’s shore, 

Where all seems awe and mystery. 
HELENA (going). Farewell. 

Think of me oft. At dawn all will be well. 

[Hurries off with Pauta. ANTONIO steps aside. 
Antonio (watching). Haemon it is! and, boon with him, my 
father ! 


Complaisant with him! What, now, can it mean? 
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Cuarves and Harmon enter, the latter half loathly. 


Cuarves. So you will go no farther with me? 
HaEmon. Sir-—— 
Cuartes. “The moon’s but out of bed, and footing it 
Silverly as a lover. If you leave her 
It is for a more amorous rendezvous. 
[ Twittingly. 
For whom, then? Ah, young blood and Spring and 
night ! 
Harmon. No rendezvous, my lord. 
CHARLES. Some lay then you 
Would muse on? 
HaEmon. Yes, a lay. 
CHARLES. And one of love? 
‘The word, you see, founts easy to my lips. 
Being, as you will learn, much in my thoughts. 
[Smiles enigmatically. 
Harmon. How, sir, and why? 
CHARLES. ‘That you will learn—and soon. 
But, to your lay! Ill to affairs more festal. 
[With a wave of the hand he goes. Harmon, looking after 
him, suddenly contracts with anger. 
Harmon. More festal, aye! But while he is living up 
Our very bread and breath with tyranny, 
With bloody alien soldiery who lust 
To tear all innocence away and robe 
Our loveliest in shame, shall I, a Greek, 


Stand recreant by ? [Antonio steps forth. 
ANTONIO, Pardon, Haemon. 
HaAEMoN. You? 


Hidden and spying here upon my thoughts ? 
Then, spawn of Italy, Ill not retract them. 
Antonio. ‘There’s room between your tone and courtesy. 
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Harmon. And shall be while I’m readier to bend 
Over a beggar’s pain than prince’s fingers. 


Antonio. I think you know me better 
HAEMON. Than to believe 


You ’re not Antonio, son of Charles di Tocca ? 
Antonio. I’d be your friend. 


HaEmon. So would he—and he smiles. 
Antonio. ‘There are deep reasons with me. 
HaEmon. As with him ! 


A miracle if you are not his heir ! 
Antonio. It would be well, I think, for you to listen. 
My confidence once curbed 
HaeEmon, May bite and paw? 
And trample? Let it! . . . Go and threaten cowards. 
For were you Tamerlane and mine the skull 
To cap a bloody pyramid of foes, 
I’d dare to tell you proudly—— 
ANTONIO. Still so blind ? 
Harmon. ‘To your fair graces? No, my lord, not so. 
Your doublet is sublimely worn, sublimely. 
Your tresses, too, would tempt the fairest fingers. 
Antonio. And yet my anger’s silent. 
Harmon. Give it tongue then, 
As bluntly Bardas bade you yesterday, 
And not this subtle pride. A friend to me? 
You ’d be a friend, you say? Did not your father 
Into a sick and sunless keep cast mine 
Recause he was a Greek—and still a Greek-— 
And would not be a slave? And has his power 
Not whispered death about him as a pest ? 
He for a friend? and you? and I on him 
Should lean for succour ? 
ANTONIO. Yes; for though he is stained, 
The times are tyrannous and men, like beasts, 
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Find mercy preseryation’s enemy. 
And you are heated with a doubtful wrong. 
But here is my hand as pledge 
HaeEmon (refusing it). That you "ll be false ? 
[Enter Barpas. 


Orithate: .: 2 Bandas tic, 
[4 pause. 
Barbas. I have sought you, Haemon. 
And you, my lord. My way was to your door 
With a request. 
ANTONIO. Which gladly I will hear, 
And if I can will grant. 
Barpas. My haste is blunt, 
As is my tongue. ‘Therefore I ll pass delay 
By telling Haemon first—I love his sister. 
[ Astonishment. 


Not love! I am idolatrous before 

Her foot’s least print and cannot breathe or pray 

Save where she has sometime been and left a heaven ! 
Harmon. So you must blazon it to friend or foe? 
Barpas. Necessity’s not over-delicate, 

Or my request, here, of Antonio 

Would not be—‘ Sue for me.’ 

He has been apt in all love’s skill, they say, 

His words sown on her ear 

Would not lie fruitless though they bade her yield 

More than her most. 
Harmon (chagrined) Bardas ! 


Barpas., Let him answer. 
Peace, I tell you : let him. 
Anronto (irresolutely). You plead strangely. 
Helena, whom I ’ve seen, would little thank 
The eyes that told her own where they should love. 
Barpas. Refusal? Then, my lord, I will go further ; 
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To my request I ’ll add immodestly 
‘That once—I saved your life. 
ANTONIO. Bravely |! And I 
Have often sought occasion for a chance 
To worthily repay you. If this be one, 
I am distressed. I cannot plead your suit. 
Barpas. You cannot or you will not? 
ANTONIO. I have said. 
Ask me for any service on your foes, 
For friendship—and devotion you are aloof to, 
For all that will and honour well may give 
With nicety, and [ "Il be wings and heart, 
More, drudge to your desire. 
HaeEmon. And I, Bardas, 
Will add that such imploring here is shameful. 
Why do you goad him with it ? 
Barbas, Do you ask ? 
[To ANTONtO. 
A little since, my lord, your father’s guard 
Gave a command, in seal, to Helena 
Upon the streets, to instantly repair 
Unto his halls—which she must henceforth ‘ honour.’ 
You knew it not? 
ANTONIO (amazed). My father? 
Barbas. Oh! Well feigned. 
Be sure none will suspect he is too old 
For courtly feats like this, or that he has— 
A son ! 

ANTONIO, You are deceived—or nothing ’s meant. 
Barpas. Nothing? Pah! Until this hour I thought 
‘The race of Charles di ‘Tocca bold—-or worse, 

But empty of all lies in deed or speech. 
Antonio. ‘Then you are mad, mad, now to suspect it ! 


I’m naked of this thing and hide no guilt 
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Behind a word or wonder of my face. 

For paradises brimming with delight 

I would not lay one shadow weight of shame 
On her you name. 


Barpas. A pretty protest—but 
A breath too heavenly. 
ANTONIO. ‘Then hear this, Bardas. 


You have repaid yourself, cast on me words 
Less to be borne than treble loss of life. 
And know that between Helena and shame 
I stand with flaming heart and fearless hand. 
[He strides off, leaving Harmon struck with confusion. 
A pause. 
Harmon. If this is false, it wears the mien of truth. 
Barpas. [Il not believe him ! 


HaeEmon. Helena was seized ? 
Barpas. For him who stands ‘with flaming heart’ be- 
tween i ae: [Vehemently. 


Are we not flesh to understand this passion ? 
Will he, bound to the wings of bold ambition, 
Choose her undowered worth ? 

Into suspicion’s fire I would not cast 

The fairness of his name—for fair it is— 

But doubts are dumb with proof. 


HaEMon. Inflexible ? 

Barpas. Yes. 

Haemon. . . . No; he would not dare. 

Barbas. Yet on the streets 


While coming here, I passed the rogue Cecco, 
The spy rather than seneschal of Charles, 
Muddled in wine and to a jade spouting, 

With drunken mockery, 

‘* Sweet Helena! Fair Helena !””—O wench, 
My young lord Antonio knows sound nuts ! 
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And sly ! why hark ’e now ;_he gets the duke-— 
The duke, to seize the maid! . . . The fox! the rat ! 
And hark ’e too; for I have heard him nights 
Up in his chamber, at his window, pufhing 
Her name out, with as many drawls of passion, 
As many sighs, as, as . . . as June has buds ! 
“Sweet Helena!” he says, “‘ Fair Helena !” 
“My rose!” he says, ‘* My sun, and moon, and stars ! 
A kiss, my Helena! thy arms around me, 
Thy breast upon my breast!” . . . O um, wench, um ! 
A rare sly damsel is his Helena, 
A rare one—but I ’ll make a pretty sluice 
Between her purse and mine now, do you hear ?’ 
Haemon (after a pause). ‘Vhis on the streets, openly, to a 
wanton ? 
Barpvas. Yes, | say; and when I had struck him down 
He swore it was unswerving all and truth. 
Hasting to warn I found Helena gone— 


And sought you here. 


HaEmon. Ah ! 

Barbas. Helena ! who is 
All innocent purity. 

HaEmon. Andiall 4.5 -Noil. non! 


Have I been to her young unfolding years 
A father—and a mother—tenderly, 

But to see now unchastest cruelty 

Pluck her white bloom to ease his idle sense 
One fragrant hour? If it be so no flowers 
Should bloom—only weeds whose withering 
Can hurt no heart. 


Barpas. None; and our tears should seal 
Fierce oaths against him. 
HaEMON. Fiercest | and they shall. 


God wreck him in the tempest he has raised, 


eS nr 
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Barpas. And may I be the rock on which he breaks. 
[Shouts and laughter are heard approaching. They start. 
But stay (Looking off) Revellers come. Let us enter 
This breach a space, until their mirth be past. 
[They dispose themselves behind the stones as the shouts 
draw near. Then Lypta, PHaon, Zor, and Bast enter, 
among other revellers, dressed as bacchanals, and dancing 
and singing : 


Bacchus, het ! was a god, hei-yo ! 
(The vine! A fig for the rest !) 

With locks green-crowned and lips red-warm. 
(The vine, the vine is best !) 


He loved maids—O-o-ay ! hei-yo ! 
(The vine ! a maiden’s breast !) 

He pressed the grape and kissed the maid. 
(The cuckoo builds no nest !) 


[They all go gaily, except Lyp1a and Puaon, who clasp 
and kiss passtonately. 

Lypta (breaking from him). Do you think kisses are so cheap ? 
You must know mine fill my purse! A pretty gallant 
from Naples, with laces and silks and jewels, gave me this 
ring last year for but one. And another lover from Venice 
gave me this (a bracelet)—but he looked so sad when he 
gave it! Ah, his eyes! I’d not have cared if he had 
given me naught. 

Puaon. Here, here then ! [Offers jewel. 

Lypta (putting it aside). “hey say the ladies in Venice ride 
with their lovers through the streets all night in boats ; 
and the very moon shines more passionately there. Is it 
true? 

Puaon. Yes, yes. But kiss me, Lydia! ‘Take the jewel— 
my last. But be mine to-night, no other’s! We'll prate 
of Venice another time. 
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Lypra. Another time we’ll prate of kisses. [ll not have - 


the jewel ! 
Puaon. Not have it! Now you’re turning nun! a soft, 
silly, virgin nun! With a grey gown to hide these shoulders 


that—shall I whisper it ? 


Lypra. Devil! they’re not! A nice lover called them 
round and fair last night. And J ’ve been sick ! and I 
Cruel ! cruel ! cruel ! [The revel is heard returning. 


‘There, they ’re coming. 
Puaon. Never mind, my girl. But you mustn’t scorn a 


man’s blood when it’s afire. 
[Re-enter others singing : 


Bacchus, hei ! was a god, het-yo ! ete. 


[After which all go except Zor and Basit. 

Zor. O-oh-oh! it is brave! Wine, Basil! Wine, my 
knight, my Bacchus! Ho-ho! my god! you wheeze like 
a cross-bow. Is it years, my wooer, years? 

[She sighs. 

Basit. Sighs—sighs !_ Now look for showers. 

Zor. Basil—you were my first lover—except the duke Charles. 
Ah, did you see how that Helena looked when they gave 
her the duke’s command? I was like that once. 

[Haemon starts forward. 

Basti. Fiends, nymphs, and saints! it’s come! tears in her 
eyes! Zoe, stop it! Would you have mine leak and 
drive me to a monastery for shelter ? 

Zoe (stags sadly and absently) : 


She lay by the river, dead, 
A broken reed in her hand— - 

A nymph whom an idle god had wed 
And led from her maiden land. 


Basti. QO, had I been born a heathen ! 
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Zor. He told me, Basil, I should live, a great lady, at his 
castle. And they should kiss my hand and curtsy to me. 
He meant but jest. I feared—I feared! But—I loved 
him ! 

Basit. Now, my damsel 

ZOE (sings) : 


| 


‘The god was the great god Jove. 
‘Two notes would the bent reed blow : 
‘The one was sorrow, the other love— 
Enwove with a woman’s woe. 


Basit. Songs and snakes! Give me instead a Dominican’s 
funeral! I’d as lief crawl bare-kneed to Rome and 
mouth the Pope’s heel. O blessed Turks with their 
remorseless harems !—Zoe ! 

ZoE (sings) : 

She lay by the river, dead : 
And he at feasting forgot. 


The gods, shall they be disquieted 
By dread of a mortal’s lot ? 


[She wipes her eyes, trembles, looks at him, and laughs 
hysterically. 
Bacchus ! my Bacchus! with wet eyes! Up, up, lad! 
there ’s many a cup for us yet ! 
[They go, she leading and singing: 
He loved maids—O-o-ay ! hei-yo ! 
The vine ! a maiden’s breast ! etc. 
[Harmon and Barpas /ook at each other, then start from 
the breach, terribly moved. 


CURTAIN 


ACTEVIE 


Scene: An audience hall in the castle of Cuaries pi Tocca, the 
next afternoon. The dark stained walls have been festooned 
with vines and flowers. On the left is the ducal throne. 
On the right, sunlight through high-set windows. In the 
rear, heavily draped doors. A wine-table with wines 
stands near the throne. Enter Cuarves, who looks around 
and smiles with subtle content, then summons Cxrcco, who 
enters. 


Cuaries. ‘The princess Fulvia. 


CrEcco. She comes, sir, now.  [Goes. 


Enter Furvta, stratnedly, 


Furvia. My lord, flowers and vines upon these walls, 
That seem always to bear the memory 
And mist of grief? What means it? 


CHARLES. A grave thing. 


They sprung, a greedy multitude, in the fields. 
Citron and olive near them were left hungry, 
So by the might that’s in me they are quelled. [ Smiles. 
Is it not well ? 
FuLvia. A magic dwells in flowers 
To waft me back to childhood. (Takes some.) Poor plucked 
buds, 
If they could speak, like children torn from the breast. 
Cuartes. Now, are you full of sighs and pity ? 
Fuvia. Yes; 


Of pity and—of doubt. 
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CHARLES. And what divides you ? 

Furvia. This Greek—I do not understand. 

CHARLES. Nor guess ? 
You have not seen nor spoken to her ? 

Futvia. No. 


Cuartes. We'll have her. Cecco! (Enter Cecco.) Say we 
await her here, 
The lady Helena. [Crcco goes, bowing. 
But you must know she’s frightened, Fulvia, 
Fearing her father found too deep a rest 
Here in our care. Yet she has hope that holds 
The tears still from her lids—for I have smiled 
Upon her as she passed. . . . Why do you cloud? 
Furvia. I would this were undone. 
CHARLES. Undone? Undone? 
This that I crave ? 
_ Furvia. Nes, 


Enter HELENA, 


Cuar es (turning). Greek—our Fulvia, 
Who is as heart and health about our doors, 
Has speech for you. And I—have business. 
Furvia. Go, go, my lord. 


CHARLES (going). You will be brief? 
FuLvia. As may be. 
[Then alone with the girl, and moved. 
Girl, child—— 
HELENA. Why do you look upon me so? 
Furvia. You’re very fair. 
HELENA. And was so free I thought 


The world brimmed up with my full happiness. 
Futvia. But find it is a sieve to all save grief? 
Herena. If it be grief—and not a graver thing ! 

For I am girt by emptiness that aches, 

x 
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Surrounds and whispers what I dare not think, 


Or see shaped forth ! 


Futvia. Upon the morrow’s face ? 

Hetena. You look at me—I think you look at me— 
As if- 

FuLvia. No, child. 

HELENA. Why am I in this place ? 
Why bidden here ?-—You fear for me ! 

Fuvia. Fear ? 

HELENA. Yes ! 


A dumb dread trembles from you sufferingly. 
Furvia. It is not fear—or, no !|—has vanished quite, 
Ashamed of its too naked idleness. 
Herena. He cannot! will not !—yYet you feared ! 
Futvia. Be calm. 
Beauty is better so. 
HELENA. And best unborn. 
For you can see great shadow reach at me, 
Yet lend no light !—By gentleness I pray you 
What said he? 
Futvia. Child —— 
HELENA, Ah what! A moment’s dread 
Brings age on us !—If not by gentleness, 
Then by the love that women bear to men, 
By happiness too fleeting to tread earth, 
I pray you tell the fear your heart so hides ! 
Furvia. You are the guest of Charles di Tocca. 
HELENA. None ! 
For guests are bidden not commanded.—Where, 
Where can Antonio be gone! All day 
No token, quieting ! 
Furvia (quickly). Antonio, girl ? [Compr ehending. 
Antonio? is it true? ... 
CHARLES re-enters. 
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CHARLES (as they see him). Truth, Fulvia— 
Has brewed more tears than lies. But why now does 
It, mated with Antonio’s mere name, 
Prey so upon your peace ? 
FuLvia. My lord 
CHARLES. You falter? 
No matter, now. (To Helena) But you, my fair. one, put 
More merriment upon your lips and lids. 
And this—(gzves pearls) upon the lustre of your throat. 
Hither our guests come soon. Be with us then, 
And at your beauty’s best. Now; trembling so? 
[As she goes. 


Yet is the lily lovelier in the wind ! 
[Looks after her raptly, obliviously. 
Futvia (at length). My lord 


CHARLES. Aye, Fulvia, as titles go. 
Furvia. My lord 
CHARLES. ‘Twice—but I’m not two lords. 
Futvia. ‘To-night 
I think you are. But quench these jests. 
CHARLES. In tears ? 
And groans? Where borrow them ? 
Futvia (turning away). So let it be. 


Cuar.es. Why do you say so let it :—and as if 
Naught could again be well ? 

FuLvia. Ah ! 

CHARLES. Now you frown? 

Furvia. ‘This hope you nurse : if it should prove a pang 
Of serpent bitterness. 

CHARLES. To whom and why? 
I for an ‘if’—an ‘if’ must pluck it from me? 

Futvia. So I believe. 

CHARLES. Pluck it from me! . . . Will you, 
Now will you have me mouth and foam and thresh 
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This quiet in me to a maelstrom ?—This 

Is mine, this joy, and still is mine—though I 
To keep it must bring on me bitterness 

And bleeding and . . . I rage! 

Fuvia. ‘That I may cease? 
And say no more ?—No, you are on a flood 
Whose sinking may be rapid down to horror. 
And she—this girl! It has been long since you 
Gave licence rein upon your will, and spur. 

Do not so now. 


CHARLES, Licence ? 
FuLvia. She is all morn 
And dream and dew. Make her not night ! 
CHARLES. You think | 


Furvia. Wake her not coldly, suddenly on terror ! 
Cuarces (laughing). O-ho ! 
Futvia. You have laughed nobler. 
CHARLES (ceasing). Upon terror ? 
Friend of my unrepaying years, do you 
Who know how for ambition I gave youth, 
Not know as well how now the presage-dew 
Of nearing age upon my brow can shake me? 
Furvia. I—did not, but have waited oft such words. 
Cuarves. Ah, what? This hope, this leaping in me, 


this 
White dawn across my turbulence and night, 
From licence? . . . Hear me: I have sudden found 


A door to let in Heaven on my heart. 
Had I not laughed to see your dread write on it, 


‘Licence’. . . . perilous had been my frown. 
Furvia. ‘Then you t 
CHARLES. Yes, yes! About her brow shall curl 


The coronet ! Her wishes shall be sceptres 
Waving a swift fulfilment to her feet ! 
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Her pity shall leave ready graves unfilled, 

Her anger open earth for all who offend ! 

She shall 
Futvia. Ah, cease, infatuate man. Will you 

Build kingdoms on the wind, and empires on 

A girl’s ungiven heart ? 


CHARLES (s/owly), Unto such love 
As mine all things are given. 
Fuvia. All things but love. 
Cuartes. Then... then... what meant her pleading— 
as unto 


Her cheeks came hurried roses from her heart ? 
And her large eyes, did they not drift to mine 
Caressing f—yet as if in them they found 
‘The likeness of some visitant dear dream ? 
Futvia. ‘The likeness of some dream ? 
CHARLES. Question no more. 
She is set in the centre of my need 
As youth and fiercest passion could not set her, 
Supernally as May she has burst on 
My barren age. Pain, envious decay, 
And doubt that mystery wounds us with, and wrong, 
Flee from the gleam and whisper of her name. 
Furvia. And if your coronet and heat avail 
Not with her as might charm of equal years— 
And beauty ? 
CHARLES. Then, why then—why—there may slip 
An avalanche of anger—and despair— 
Out of me! Hope of her once taken, all 
The thwarted thirsting of my want would rush 
Into the void, with lightnings for revenge ! 
[Enter ANTONIO. 
With lightnings! . . . lightnings!. . . 
AnToNIO (bowmg). Sir ; I am returned. 
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Cuartes. Boy—you? My eyes had other thought—and . 
blacker. 
Open your news ; but be it not of failure. 
Antonio. We seized the murderous robbers as you bade. 
And over the cliff, as our just law commands, 
To death flung them. 


CHARLES. So with all traitors be it. 

Antonio. So should it. 

CHARLES. Well, ’twas swift. In you there is 
More than your mother’s gentleness, 

ANTONIO. Else were 


My name di Tocca, sir, and not myself. 
Cuar_es. You have my love-—But as you came met you. 


The Cardinal ? 


ANTONIO, So close, he should by this 
Be at our gates, 
CHARLES. He ’ll miss no welcome. And— 


Perhaps—we shall 


you wear, 


(smiles on them). Give me that cross 


My Fulvia ; it may 
ANTONIO. Sir, this is good | 

We earnestly beseech of you to hear 

The Pope’s ambassador with yielding. 
CHARLES, Ah? 

‘Then you, boy, draw out of this solitude 

You late are sunken in. You should think but 

On silly sighs and kisses, rhymes and trysts. 

Must I yet teach your coldness youth? [Stir at the gates. 

Draw out ! 

Antonio. I have desired some words of this to-day. 


Enter CrEcco. 


Cuaries. Well, fellow, who t 
CEcco. ' The Cardinal, your Grace. 
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Cuartes. Then bid our guests. And bring Diogenes, 
Our most amusing reveller of all 
Philosophies. Say that the duke, his brother, 
Humbly desires it. And stay ; in her chamber 
Is—tlady Helena. 
Antonio (starting). My lord ! 
CHARLES, Well, what, boy ? 
[When Cxcco is gone, to Futvia. 
Do you perceive him there, my Fulvia, 
We must look to this callow god, my son, 
For had our court two eyes to drown his heart, 
I’d give good oath—a goodly, it were done. 
[Goes to throne. 
Futvia (ta Antonio). You heard? No word of Helena ! 
CHARLES. Now, secrets ? 
Furvra. He scorns me, sir, a drop of confidence 
On my too thirsty questions. 


CHARLES. Does he so 
Tightly seal up his spirits ? 
FUuLVIA. Put the rogue 


To prison on stale bread, my lord. I half 
Believe he’s full of treasons ! 
Cuarces (/aughing). And may spill ? 
You hear, sir? “Though you are a son and loved, 
Justice is not impossible upon you. 
[The guests enter, among them Harmon and Barpas, who 
follow the CarpinaL JuLian and his suite; then, last, 
Hevena, whom Futvia leads aside. 
Juttan. Peace, worthy duke ! 
CHARLES. And more, lord Cardinal. 
I would to-day enlarge my worthiness 
With you and with great Rome. 
Juitan (bows). Whose cause I bear,— 
And hope in. [ Sits. 
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CHARLES. Then, here unto all our guests, 
I humbly disavow my heresies— 
For faith ’s as air, as ease to life—and seek 
At your absolving lips release from all 
Rough disobedience. Nor shall I shun 
The lash, and needed weight of penitence. 
[4 murmur of approval. 


Jutian. These words, great lord, fall wise and soothing 


well. 
Who so confesses plants beneath his foot 


A step to scale all impotence and wrong. 
Our royal Pope’s conditions shall be read. 
[Motions SECRETARY, who advances. 
Pledge them consenting seal and you shall be 
Briefly and fully free. 
CHARLES (to SECRETARY). Well hope. Begin. 
SECRETARY (opening and reading) : 
‘Whereas the Duke di Tocca, of these isles 
And Arta, has offended : 
JULIAN. Pass the offence. 
Be it oblivion’s. The penalty. 
SECRETARY. ‘Therefore the Duke di Tocca, humbling himself, 
Must pay into our vaults two hundred ducats 3 
Cuarzes. It shall be three. 
SECRETARY. ‘ And send an hundred men 
Armed, at the foes that threaten Italy.’ 
Cuartes, We will, Antonio: at early dawn. 
SECRETARY. ‘He must also yield up the princess Fulvia, 
Who fled her father’s house and rightful marriage.’ 
[Al start, and look at CHARLES. 
Futvia (to Juttan). You told me not of this—no word, my lord! 
Juttan. My silence, as my speech, is not my own. 
Cuarces. Ha ?—We will hear a measure more. 
Read on. 


<4 oe 


ACT 11] CHARLES DI TOCCA Bon 


SecreTary, ‘And for the better amity and weal 
Of Italy and Christ’s Most Holy Church, 
He is enjoined to wed with Beatrice— [ Commotion. 
Of Florence. And if boldly thus he grants 
Obedience, his sins shall melt to rest— 
Under the healing calm of full forgiveness.’ 
[4n ominous pause. 
Cuartes. A mild . . . a courteous, oh, a modest Pope ! 
I must tear from my happiness a friend 
Who fled a father’s searing cruelty, 
And cast her back in the flames. And I must give 
My crippled years that fare toward the grave 
To the cold clasp of an unloving hand. [ Acidly. 
It is, my good lord Cardinal, too little. 
I pray you swift again to Rome and plead 
Most suppliantly that I for penance may 
Swear my true son is shame-begot ; or lend 
My kin to drink clean of its fouling damp 
Some pestilent prison! And it is impious, too, 
That any still should trust my love. Beseech 
His Holiness’ command for death upon them ! 
Jurtan. ‘This is your answer ? 
CHARLES (rises). A mite of it! A mite! 
The rest is, I will wed where I will wed 
Though every hill of earth raise up its pope 


To bellow at me infamous damnation ! 
[ls convulsed. 


I—will——I 
Charles! ah! Bring wine for him ! 
[Runs to his side. 
Antonio. Lord Cardinal, spare yourself more and go. 
[Wine is brought. JULIAN goes. 
Cuaries. I——I will I ! (falls back). Off, off my 
throat! (Recovering) He’s gone? 


I 


Futvia. 
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You, Fulvia? . . . It seemed a fiend swung on me. 

A fiend of wrath who would have driven me... 

But no. . . . (To the guests, calmer) Forgive, friends, this 
so sudden wrench 

Upon your pleasure. One too quick made saint 

Stands feebly. And I will atone at once. 

Where is Diogenes—where is he? . . . Bring him. 

His tangled skein of wisdom shall divert us. 
[Diocenes, who has stood heedless of all, is pushed 
forward. 

Ah, peer of Socrates and perfect Plato, 

Leave your unseeing silence now and tell us 


Enter AGABUS. 
Who’s this f 
Acasus (gazing). Where went he—the Shadow? whither? 
the Shadow ? 
Cuartes. Who’s this broke from his grave upon us ? 
Acasus (searching still). Whither ? 
I followed him—he sped and there was cold ! 
Behind him blows a horror! (Suddenly) Ah, upon her ! 
[Stops awed before HELENA. 


His touch! . . . his earthless finger! . . . and she rots ! 
Antonio. Vile monk ! 
AGABUS. Rots—to dust ! 
ANTONIO (serzing him). Are you a man, 


‘That you must wring a woman so with fear ? 
Acasus. Ha, men? Christ save all men but lovers ! all ! 
[Crosses himself. 
Cuartes. Antonio, what says he? 
ANTONIO, Sir, he ’s mad 
With a pestilence of evil prophecy. 


[To guards. 
Forth with him. 
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Cuartes. Stay. Ill hear him for myself. 
[To Acasus. 
Come hither, friend. So! Now, why do you gaze? 
Acasus (who has gone to CHARLES and stares with suppressed 
excitement). A lover! a lover! and he loves in vain. 
Come, go. There is a cave—(takes his hand). Well 


curse her—come ! 


CuarRves. Out! out! [Strikes him. 
AGABUS, Christ save all men but . 
Oh, the Shadow ! [Seeks vacantly. 


Has no one seen him? none ?—the Shadow? None? 
[Goes, dazed. The guests whisper, awed. A moment’s 


silence. 
Cuar_es. He is obsessed—vile utterly ! 
A GuéEsT. Sir, yes. 
But I must go. 
ANOTHER. And I, my lord. 
A Turrp. And I, 
Cuarxes. Friends, no, you shall not—no. ‘This pall will 
pass. 


My hospitality is up ; you shall not. 
A Lavy. Nor we, O duke? 
CHARLES. Nor you. A grudging wind 
. Blows us away from mirth ; but it shall change, 
We ’ve lute and dance that yet shall bring us in. 
2nD Lapy. Oh, dance ! 
CHARLES. Cecco, our Circes from the Nile. 
[CEccO goes. 
3rp Lapy. The Nile? ah, Cleopatra’s Nile? 
CHARLES. Her own. 
And sinuous as Nile water is their grace ! 


Enter two Egyptian girls, who dance, then go. 
Guests (applauding). Bravo! Bravo! 
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CHARLES. Do they not whirl it well? 
With limbs like swallow wings upon the blue? 


ist Lapy. Iwas witchery. 
2nD Lapy. Such eyes ! such hair ! 


3rD Lavy. And thus, 


Did Cleopatra thus steal Antony ? 
Wrap him about with motions that would seize 
His senses to an ecstasy? Oh, oh, 
‘To dance so ! 
CHARLES. And so steal an Antony? 
We ’ll frame a law on thieving of men’s hearts. 
2ND Lapy. In vain! It is a theft men like the most. 
Cuares, When in its stead the thief has left her own. 
But shall we woo no boon of mirth save dance ? 
A lute! alute! (One is sought.) Some new lay, Haemon, 
come : 
But every word must dip its syllables 
In Pindar’s spring, to trip as light as these. 
Harmon. I have no lay. 
CHARLES. The lute! (Jt zs offered.) Sing us of love— 
That builds a Paradise of kisses, thinks 
The Infinite bound up in an embrace. 
Of love, whose sighs are hurricanes of pain, 
Whose tears are seas of molten misery. 
Harmon. I have none—cannot. 


CHARLES. Now, will you fright off 
Again our timid cheer ? 
Harmon. ~ While she, my sister ! 
[ Refuses. 


I cannot ! will not. 
CHARLES. Will not? will not? . . . Look ! 
I had an honour plucked to laurel it, 
A wreath of noble worth, a thing to tell 
Harmon. Honour upon dishonour sits not well. 


ACT 11] CHARLES. DI TOCEA 325 


Cuarves (not hearing). Heat me not with denial. Is new 


bliss. 
Raised from the dead in me but to fall back 
As stone ere it has breathed? . . . Now is it, is it ? 


Be slow, I say, to tempt me; to arouse me 

To passions that I would not have leap forth. 

Harmon. ‘Then let Antonio speak! . . . Where is innocence ? 

And where deceit? .. . 

Furvia (low to him). Ask it not, or you step 

On waiting hazard and calamity. 

Cuar_es. New fret? . .. and new confusion? In the blind 

Power and passing of this night is there 

Conspiracy '—plot of some here? or of 

Some fate whose necromancy wields the world ? 

I care not !—I care not! We must have mirth ! 

Have mirth ! though it be laughter at damned souls. 
Harmon. And I must wake it? I, with laugh and lay 

Doting upon dishonour ? 

CHARLES. What means he ? 
Harmon. Give me again my sister from these walls. 

Since might is yours, strip from me wealth and life 

And more and all !—but let her not a captive 

Meet here the lust and leprosy of shame ! 

Cuartes (laughing). Said I not, friends, my friends, we should 
have mirth ? 

You shall laugh with me laughter bright as wine. 
Antonio. But, sir, this is not good for laughter—sir ! 
Harmon (to Antonio). Ah, put the lamb on—bleat mock 

sympathy ! 
Cuaries (still laughing). Fulvia, oh, he foots it in the 
tracks, 

Of your own fear, and wanders to delusion ! 

Haemon. Will you laugh at me, fiend ! 
CHARLES. Boy? 
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HaeEmon. Had I but 
Omnipotence a moment and could dash 
Annihilation on you—and your race ! 
[Strikes ANTONIO. 
Hevena. Haemon ! 
Futvia. Helena, hold ! 
CHARLES. Omnipotence ? 
And could Omnipotence make such a fool ? 
There must be two Gods in the world to do it. 
Harmon. She shall not ! 


[Attempts to kill Hevena. 
Antonio (preventing it). Fury! Fury! ... What would 
you do? 
Cuarves. Can such things be? A sister, yet he strikes ? 
[HAEMON ?s seized. 
Hevena. O, let me speak to him, sir, let me speak ! 
Cuarves. Not now, girl, no, not now—lest in his breath 
Be venom for you. (To the guard) Shut him without our 
gates, 
Till he repent this fever. (To the guests, who shrink) If you 
stare so 
Will the skies stop? Have I not arm in arm 
Friended this youth—and meant him honour still ? 
[Harmon ts led out. 
Leave me. I had a thing to tell, but it 
Must wait more seasonable festivity. 
(To Paura) See to your mistress, you. Antonio, stay. 
[All go but ANronto and Cuar es, who leaves the throne 
slowly. 
Antonio. Father. 
Cuar es (unheeding). Did I not humble me? 
ANTONIO. Sir 


; 
CHARLES. Did 
I ask more than a brevity of joy 
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To bud on my life’s withering close ? 


ANTONIO (anxtously). Sir, hear ! 
Cuarwes. If it bud not | 
ANTONIO. What thought is it that wrings 


These angers from your lips ? 
Cuartes (slowly, gazing at him). You’re like your mother. 
Anronio. In trouble for your peace, more than in feature. 
Cuarves. “Then know, Antonio, a dream has come. 

To stir—to wake—to learn it is a dream— 

I must not, will not look on such abyss. 

You love me, boy ? 

ANTONIO, Sir, well ; you cannot doubt it. 
Cuarves. ‘There has been darkness in me—and it seems 
Such night as would put out a heaven of hopes, 

Quench an eternity of flaming joy. 
I have sunk down under the world and hit 
On nethermost despair, flown blind across 
An infinite unrest ! 
ANTONIO, Forget it now. 
Cuartes. Not Lethe, had I drunk it, would have stilled 
The crying of my desolation’s want. 
Within me tenderness to iron turned, 
Gladness to worm and gloom. But—it is past ! 
A rift, a smile, a breath has come—blown me 
From torture to an ecstasy ! 
ANTONIO. Sir? 
CHARLES. To 
Such ecstasy as swayed Hyperion’s sun, 
Or Pleiades sweeping seven-fold the night. 
Antonio, And this breath—is ? 


CHARLES. A breath which . . . you are pale: 
Your lips tremble. 
ANTONIO. No—yes—well——__ This breath ? 


This ecstasy ? 
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CHARLES. Is love ! a love for . . . But— 
You feign! Distress and groaning do tear in you. 
Antonio. No. She you love ? 
CHARLES. Oh, Eve new-burst on Eden, 
All pure with the prime beauty of God’s breath, 
Was not so ! 
ANTONIC. She is Helena ?—the Greek ? 
Cuarves. Helena! whom you’ve seen! Who—— But you are 
Not well and cannot share this ravishment . . . 
I will not ask it now. .. 
This ravishment which has withheld the tread 
Of death, and stayed its terror ; which has called 
Echoes of youth from me, and all I feared... . 
I think you are not well. Shall we go in? 
[With uneasy concern he takes his arm. They turn to go. 


CURTAIN 


ACL LEI 


ScenE: The gardens of the castle. Paths meet under a large 
lime-tree in the centre, where seats are placed. The wall 
of the garden crosses the rear, and has a postern. It is night 
of the same day, and behind a convent on a near hill the moon 

_ ts rising. A nightingale sings. 


Enter Guttta, Crecco, and Na.po. 


Guit1a. That bird! Always so noisy, always vain 
Of gushing. Sing and sing, sing, sing, it must ! 
As if nobody else would speak or sleep. 

Cecco. Let the bird be, my jaunty. A tale tells 
That nightingale and shrew were never friends. 

Guitta. No more were shrew and serpent. 


CECcCco. Well, what would 
You scratch from me? 
GUILIA. If there is anything 


To be got from you, then it must be scratched. 
Crcco. Yet—shrews do not scratch serpents. 


GuILia. When they ’re caught 
Where they can neither coil nor strike ? 

CECCO, Well, I 
Begin to coil. 

GUILIA. And [’ll begin to scotch you 


Ere it is done—give me the postern key. 
Cecco. Your lady’s voice—but you are not your lady. 
Guir1a. And were I, you not long would be your lord’s. 
Give me the key. 
CEcco. I coil:! .Tecoilt 
Y 
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GUILIA. Then do so 
Under the prong of this, my cunning serpent : 
Does the duke know you ’ve hidden from his ear 
Antonio’s passion? (Cecco starts.) Does he?—Ah ! and 


shall 
I tell him ?—ah ? 
CEcco, You know it? 
GuILtia. He likes well 
What ’s kept so thriftily. 
Crcco (scowling). You want the key 


‘To let in Boro to chuck your baby face 

And moon with you! He’s been discharged—take care ! 
Guir1a.. The duke might learn, too, you ’re not clear between 

His ducats and your own. 

CEcco, ‘There, then (gzves key). But—— 
GuILia. Oh? 
And shrews do not scratch serpents f—You may spy 3 
But others are not witless I can tell you ! [CEcco goes. 
Now, Naldo—(producing a letter) do not lose the key or 

note, 
But should you, Boro must not come till two, 
For the Greek will meet Antonio at twelve. 
[Naxpo goes through the postern; Gutta to the castle. 


Enter Urvena and Pauta from another part of the gardens. 


Herena. At twelve, said he, at twelve, beside the arbour ? 
Pauta. Yes, mistress. 
HELENa. I were patient if the moon 
Would slip less sadly up. She is so pale— 
With longing for Endymion, her lover. 
Pauta. Has she a lover? Oh, how strange! Is it 
So sweet to love, my lady ?—I have heard 
Men die and women for it weep themselves 


Into the grave—yet gladly. 
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HELENA. It is sweet, 
‘To terror ! for the edge of fate cares not 
How quick it severs. . . 

PauLa. Upon my simple hills 
‘They told of one who slew herself on her 
Dead lover’s breast. Would you doso?.. . 
Would you, my lady? 

HELENA. There is no twain in love. 
My heart is in my lord Antonio’s, 
To beat, Paula, or cease with it. 


Pauta. Though he 
Died far away? 
HELENA. Far sunders flesh not souls. 


Across all lands the hush of death on him 
Would sound to me; and, did he live, denial, 
‘Though every voice compassionless should speak it, 
Would go unheeded. But he is near ! 
PauLa. Ah, no, 
Not yet, my lady. 
HELENA. ‘Then some weariness 
Has plucked the minutes’ wings and they have crept. 
Pauta. It is not twelve—else would we hear the band 
Of holy Basil from their convent chant. 
Herena. Nay; hearts may hear beyond the hark of 
ears. 
His step thrills through the earth—into my breast ! 
[The postern opens. 
It is he, Paula! Go! But sleep not. 
PauLa. No. [She goes. 


Enter ANTONIO. 


Herena. Ah, my Antonio, I breathe again 
Now that I know betiding has not fallen 
To keep you from me. 
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ANTONIO. Stronger than all betiding 

This hour has reached and drawn me yearning to you ! 
[Takes her in his arms. 

Herena. So may all hours ! 

ANTONIO (anxiously). All! . . . though we two will still 
Be more than destiny—which cannot grasp 
Beyond the grave. 

HELENA. You put it sadly, my lord. 

Antonio, Sadly—and loathly ! But, my Helena 


Herena. I would not sink from it, the happy sun, 

Fade to a tomb! . 

What dirging have you heard to mind you of it ? 
Antonio. Love is a bliss too bright to dwell on earth. 

With it God should give us ever to soar 

Above mortality. 
HELENA, And above fear ?— 

But no! tell me not yet ! dimly I see 

‘The burden in your eyes, but dare not yet 

‘Take it into my own. Let us a little 

Look on the moon forgetting—the pale moon! [They sit. 
Antonio (after a while, caressingly). ‘Vhese little hands—this 


hair ! 

HELENA. Like a farewell 

Your touch falls on them. 
ANTONIO (moved). ‘To a father yield them ? 
Hetena. Antonio? 
ANTONIO, No, no! it cannot be. 
Hevena. Your dread is all unclear. . . . What lurks in it? 

You mean—look on me—mean your father ° 
ANTONIO. Ah! 


He must not ! 


HELENA. But you mean—you mean he 
Let him not touch me even in your thought, 
Come nearer to me than a father may ! 


No ! 
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Antonto. Like a contagion has your beauty swept him, 
Your very youth wraps him in a fierce spell, 

Herena. Ah, say it not! To him I but smiled up— 
But smiled ! 

ANTONIO, And he knew not such smiles could dawn 
In a bare world! And now is flame, would take 
Your tenderness into his arms and hear, 

Seized to him, the warm music of your heart. 
Oh, I could be for him—he is my father— 
Almost Prometheus gnawed on Caucasus, 
But not—not this ! 

HELENA. Then, flight! In it we may 
Find haven and new nurture for our bliss. 

Antonio. And from his hunger snap this hope, so he 
Must starve? Push him who has but learned there’s 

light 
Back into yawning blindness —No ! 

HELENA. ‘Then what -— 
I know he is your father, and my days 
Have been all fatherless, though I have made 
Me child to every wind that had caress 
And to each lonely tree of the deep woods— 

Oft envious of those who touch grey hairs, 

Or spend desire on filial grief and pang. 

I know, too, you have kept a softness in him, 

Been to him more than empire’s tyranny— 

But baffled none can measure him, or trust. 
Antonio. Yet we must wait. 


HELENA. When waiting shall but goad 
The speed of peril ? 
ANTONIO. Still ; and strive to win him 


To leave this brink. If vainly then shall birth 
And pity and memory fall from me 3 all, all, 
But fierceness for your peace ! 
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HELENA. My Antony ! 
Antonio. A fierceness without faltering ! 
HELENA (in his arms). I am yours ! 


Yours more than immortality is God’s ! 
Hear, does the nightingale not tell it you? 
The stars, do they not tremble it? “The moon 
Murmur it soothingly into your eyes? 

Anronio. Ah, sorceress! You need but breathe to put 
Abysm from us ; but build words to float us 
On infinite ecstasy. 


HELENA. Where all your kisses 
Sing in me ! 
ANTONIO. ‘They but send you from my heart 


Echoes born of your beauty amid its strings. 
Herena. “Then would I lean for ever at your lips, 
Lose no reverberance, no ring, no waft, 
Hear nothing everlastingly but them. 
[4 mournful chant drifts down from the convent to them. 
They unclasp and listen, awed. 
Antonio. Weary with vigil does it swell and sink, 
Moaning the dead. 
HELENA. Ah, no! there are no dead 
To-night in all the world. Could God see them 
Lie cold and wondrous still, while we are rich 
In warmth and throb ? 
ANTONIO. Yet, hear. ‘lhe funeral tread 
Of the old sea sighs in each strain and .breaks. 
Herena. As I were drowned and heard it over me, 
It comes! ... As... as if I were drowned. 
[Her head droops back on his arm. 
Antonio (starting and touching her face). WUelena! You are 
cold! .. . your lips are still 
And trance-laden ! Your spirit seems not in you 
But gone somewhere afar ! 
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HELENA, A vision sweeps me. 
Antonio. Awake from it ! 
HELENA (recovering). A waste of waves that beat 


Upon a cliff and beat. And you, it seemed, 
Came there to me. 
ANTONIO. We ’ll go into the arbour. 
The moon has looked too long on the sad earth, 
And can reflect but sorrow. 
HELENA (fearfully). Antonio... .! 
[They go, clinging passionately together. A nightingale sings. 


Enter CHARLES and CrEcco. 


Cuarves. And yet it is a little thing to sleep— 
Just to lie down and sleep. A child may do it. 
Cecco. If my lord would, here’s sleep for him wrapped in 
A quiet powder. 
CHARLES. Sleep is the mate of peace 
And ever should go with it. I have slept 
In the red arms of battle when the winds 
Of souls departing fearfully shook by, 
Or on the breast of dizzy danger cradled 
Have oft been lulled. Potions should be for them 
Who wrestle and are thrown by misery. 
Cecco. And is my lord at peace ? 


CHARLES. Strangely. And yet, 
For sleep too coldly calm. 
CECCO. So were you, sir— 


I keep your words lest you may need of them— 
On the same night young Haemon’s father found— 
A secret way to death ! 


CHARLES (darkly). Which . . . you dare name me? 
Cecco. Pardon, I but 
CHARLES. Smirker !—Yet was it so? 


That night indeed ? 
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CEcco. Sir, surely. 

CHARLES. And the moon 
Hung in the east, stainless, even as now ? 

Cecco.. Sir, half, even as now. 

Cuar-es (as to himself). Since that hour’s close 
To this I have not stood in so much calm. 
Still, was he not in every vein of him, 
And breath, a traitor? A Greek who—I’ll not 

say It. | 

Since she is Greek I must forget the word 
Is odorous of all rank perfidy. 

Cecco. My lord thinks of the lady Helena ? 

Cuarves. And if I do? 


CEcco. Why, sir 
CHARLES. Well? 
CEcco. Nothing, sir 


Cuares. Your nothing bulges with some theft of spial. 
Crcco. Sir, no, it does not, sir, that is—— 
CHARLES. That is 
It does! . . . Must I persuade it from your throat ? 
[Threatens to choke him. 
Crcco. It was—of Lord Antonio... 
CHARLES. Speak, then. 
Cecco. Have you not marked him sundry of his moods ? 
CuHaries. Well? 
Cxecco. On his back in the woods, as if the leaves 
Sung fairy balladry ; then riding wild 
Nowhither and alone ; about the castle 
Yearning, yet absent to soft speech and arms !|— 
He ’il drink, sir, and not know if it be wine ! 
Cuares. He isso; yet this morning he unsheathed 
His skill and bravery. 
CEcco. And did not crave 
A boon of you? 
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CHARLES. None. But you put my thought 
To framing one. His aspiration flags. 

Crcco. Ah, flags? 

CHARLES. Needing new wings, and buoyancy. 
My trust in him is ripe. For fruit of it, 5 
He shall be lord of Arta—total lord. 

Crecco. He begged no softer boon ? 

CHARLES. Cunning ! again? 
Sleek questions of a sleeker consequence ? 

Crcco. It was, sir, only of Antonio 

Cuartes. Worm, you began so. Stretch now to 

/ end, 

Or—will you? 

CEcco. I would say—would ask—and hope 
‘There is no thorny hint in it to vex you, 
May he not be—(/ow) 
Amorous, mellow-sick, upon some maid ? 

Cuarves. Have you so laboured to this atom’s birth ? 
Is a boy’s passion so new under the moon 


You gape at it? . 
CECCO. But if, sir-—— 
CHARLES. I had thought 
Woe was your ending—a ‘Titanic woe 
No human catapult could war upon ! 
Or some colossal doom frenzied to fall ! 
And had it been he’s traitor to my throne, 
Or ready with some potent cruelty 
To blight this. tenderness new-sprung in me, 
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I should—even have listened ! [ Starts. 


But «seel aystepys 


[The postern is softly opened—to admit HaEMon 
Cuarces (confounded—as Harmon stops, pale). Keys? you ?— 


to this? Keys! and a guilty stealth ? 


_Haemon. I have excuse. 
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CHARLES. A-hoh !—And to my gems 
And secrecies, a better? Shall I not 
Reveal their hiding? rubies and fair gold? 
; [Cecco steals off. 
Harmon. Mistake me not, my lord. 
CHARLES. I could not, sir ! 
You come at midnight—a most honest hour ! 
Enter this postern—a most honest way ! 
And seem most honest! Then . . . how could I, sir? 
Harmon. You wrong me and have wronged me. I but come 
To loose my sister. 
CHARLES. As to-day you would ° 
With a stiletto piercing her to death ? 
Harmon. Rather Antonio, could I! Yet now, neither. 
Since you, not he,.are here, my passion melts 
Into a plea. Humbly as manhood may. 
Cuarves. ‘This fever still ? 
Harmon. This fever! Must I be 
As ice while soiling flames leap out at her ? 
Be passionless—as one cold in a trance? 
Be rigid, while I see her dragged to shame ? 
Be voiceless, and be vain, unstung, and still ? 
Must I wait softly while her innocence 
Is drained as virgin freshness from the morn ? 
Though he were twice Antonio, and your son, 
An emperor and a god, I would not! . 
CHARLES (staring). Ever, 
And ever bent upon Antonio ? 
Pouring a torrent forth of rush and foam ? 
Be not one, boy. Yet—look: Antonio? 
You said Antonio ? 
HAEMON. Yes. 
CHARLES (troubled). ‘Then you did ill 
To say it! -He is my son. 


| 
| 


i 
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HaeEmon. I care not. 
CHARLES. Have 
You cause—a ground—some reason? Men should 
when 
Suspicions curve their lips. 
HaEMon. Ah, reason ! 
CHARLES, No. 
He is my son. His flesh has memories 
‘That would cry out and curdle him against it, 
Palsy and strangle every pregnant wish, 
Or bring in him compassion like a flood. 
HaEMon (contemptuously). Agh!... 


CHARLES. ‘Then—what reason? What?... 
[4 vote is heard off. 
Tue Voice. My lord! my lady ! 


[They start. Pauta enters hurriedly, 
Pauta. My lord Antonio! my lady! (Seeing Cuartes) Oh ! 
CHARLES (strangely). Come here. 


PauLa. O, sir! 

CHARLES. Were you not in a haste? [Takes her wrist. 

Pauta. I—I—I—do not know. 

CHARLES. Girl !—Why do you then 
Drop fearful to your knees ? 

PAULA. Sify it is late. 
Let me go in! 

CHARLES. You have a mistress who 


Keeps quick temptation in her eyes and hair. 
A shy mole, too, lies pillowed on her cheek. 
Does she rest well ? 
PauLa. My lord 
CHARLES. Ah, so? most well ? 


But sometimes walks asleep ? and you have come 
To fetch her? 


PAULA. Loose me, sir ! 
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CHARLES. Or she has left 
Her kerchief in some nook ; you seek it? 

PAULA. Oh, 
Your eyes! your eyes |, 

CHARLES. I have ason.. . are his 
Not like them ? 

PAULA. Sir, my wrist ! 

CHARLES. It was—at night, then ? 
You could not see him clearly ? 

PAULA. Mercy ! 

CHARLES. Yet 


Perchance he, too, walks in his sleep. Were it 
Quite well if they have met, these two that walk t 
Pauta. My lady, my sweet lady ! 
Cuar_es (releasing her). Go, for she 
Still wonderful may lie upon her couch, 
One arm dropped whitely.—If you prayed for her— 
If you should pray for her—something may chance : 
‘There is so much may chance—we cannot know. 
[PauLa goes. 
So much we cannot know ! for even this child, 
Who serves about her, swathing up her hair, 
Has might too much ! 


Harmon. With whom, my lord? You fog me. 
Cuarees. Be still. 

HaeEmon. Antonio ? 

CHARLES. Can I not think 


‘Helena’ but you link ‘ Antonio’ to it? 
Can they not be, yet be apart? Will winds 
Not bear them and not sound them separate ? 
If angels cry one at the stars, will they 

But echo back the other ?—This is froth— 
The froth and fume of folly. You are thick 
In falsity and -in disquietude. 
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Another rapture rules Antonio’s eye, 
Not Helena. 
HaeEmon. And you know it, yet lead 
Her to his arms? 
CHARLES, No! mole, who burrow so 
Under a blind and muddy misbelief ! 
To mine is she come here . . . and only mine ! 
And were he a seraph who from Paradise 
Desired to fold her—were—were he . . . why, 
No mercy !—But I ’ll speak now as a child ; 
As he who woke with Ruth fair at his feet. 
I have gleaned long amid the years and lone : 
She shall glean softly now beside me, softly, 
‘Till sunset fail in me and I am night. 
Harmon. ‘This is a gin, a net, and I am fast. 
CuHarves. A net to snare what never had been free? 
Harmon. It must be—all! For tenderness lives false 
Upon your lips. 


CHARLES. Though you live still who say it ? 

Harmon. ‘Then... shall he rest, lie easy down and rest 
In treachery ? 

CHARLES. Who? 

HaEmon. Agh ! 

CHARLES. Antonio ? 

Harmon. Is it not clear? Is it not open? 

CHaRLes (confusedly). No. 

Harmon. ‘This maid who called—did she come idly here ? 
By chance? 

CHARLES. Yes. 

HaEmon. And did I, at a strange hour ? 

CuHaR.es. Say on. 

HaEmon. And have I entered a strange way? 


Cuares. You pause and ever pause upon my patience ! 
It heaves unbearably. 
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HaEMON. Then hear the whole. 
Senseless against a bank I found a boy, 
Hurled by some ruthless hoof. Near him this key 
And writing—that avers: 
CHARLES. Say on ! 
HaEMON. In lines, 
Clandestine of purport, Antonio 
And Helena under these shades at twelve 
Cuartes. Enough! ‘This brings a final desolation. 
Go: call me Fulvia. 
HaEmon. Not there is trust ! 
She is aware and aids in this deceit. 
This writing says it of her. 


CHARLES. Fulvia? No: 
No, no! ... Though she had sudden whispers for him ! 
A lie! ... Yet a belief fixes its fangs 


On me and will not loose me: for against 
My hope she set a coldness and a doubt ! 
(Starting up) But he ! 


HaEMon. Ah, then you can remember, can— 
With pangs that answer mine ? 

CuHar_es (quietly). You said these shades? . . . 

Harmon. At twelve, my lord. 

CHARLES. For what intent ? 

Harmon (shrugging). My lord ! 


Cuartes. If it is so, he is not flesh of me. 
A traitor is no son, nor was, nor shall be ! 
So to abstention crying out within me 
I will not listen. 

HaEmon. Do not. 

CHARLES. And to-day 
He shook, ashen and clenched, remembering 
‘The guilty secret in him ! 

HaEMon. He! who’s free. 
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Cuares. My words fell warm as tears—‘a rift has come, 
A rift, a smile, a breath ’"—men speak so when 
‘They ’ve crept from madness up into some space 
Whose element is love. 

HaEmon. ‘Then will you sink 
Now to a palsy? And not overwhelm him 
With penalty ? 

CHARLES (rousing). No: all and ever false 
Is he who’s so when most he should be true. 

I will make treachery bitter to all times ! 
Bring dread on all to whom are given sons. 
Down generations shall they peer and tremble, 
Search every shade—search, search! You stand as death. 
I am in famine till he give me groans. 
[They go in opposite directions. Futvia enters, distressed, 
with GUILIA. 

Furvia. He was with Haemon ? 

GUILIA. On that seat. 

Futvia. Convulsed ? 
Yet passionless ? 

GuILta. His words were low. 

Futvia. Why were 
You not asleep ? 

GuIL1a. {—__ 

Furvia. Did he pace the path 
Peacelessly as he said it ? 

GUILIA. I was behind 

Furvia. And could notsee? But heard their names from him ? 
The Greek is still without ? 

GUILIA4. My lady, yes. 

Furvia. Your voice is guilty. How came Haemon in? 
Answer me, answer. No, go quickly, go, 
Learn if the duke has entercd. If he has not 

[Words and swords are heard, then a cry from HELENA. 
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CuHarves rushes in, furious, a wound in his arm. He 1s 
followed by Hetena, Anronto, who is dazed; and from 
the castle by HaEmMon, Cecco, the guards, ete. 


Antonio. Sir! Father!. you? ... I knew it not, so 
swift 
Your rage fell on me. 
CHARLES (to GUARD). Gaping, ghastly fool ! 


Do you behold him murderous and lay 
No hand on him? 
ANTONIO. But, sir ! 
CHARLES. Let him not fawn 
About me! Seize him! God forgives not Hell. 
Not this blood only but my soul’s be on him, 
Hetena. O, do not, he ! 
CHARLES. Stand, you! ‘Touch me not with 
Your voice or eyes or being! ‘They are soft 
With perfidy, and stole me to believe 
‘There ’s sweetness in a flower, light in air 
And beauty in the innocence of earth. 
Bind him ! Leucadia’s just cliff awaits 
All traitors. It is the law that they be flung 
Out on the dizzy and supportless wind. 
Furvia, But this shall never be! No... though your 
looks 


Heave out with hate upon me. 
Cuar.es (convulsed, then coldly). You are dead, 

And speak to me. Once you were Fulvia . . . 

No more! And once my friend. . . . Now but a ghost 

Whom I must gaze upon forgetlessly. [To Guarps. 

Obey, at once! “Then—at to-morrow’s sunset. 

[ANTONIO 7s serzed and led out. 
HeLena (at Cuarves’s feet). You cannot, will not! ... O, 
he is your son— 
And loves you much ! 
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CHARLES. Touch me not ! touch me not ! 

(To Harmon) Lead her away—quickly away, quickly ! 
[HaEmon obeys. 
And now—(clutching his wound) 1 am quite friendless ; 
friendless quite ! [ Faints. 
Furvia. Charles! No! do not say so, do not! (Down by 

_ him) A numbness 
Has barred the way of soothing to his breast ! 


CURTAIN 


ACT ALY 


Scene: 4 chamber in the castle, opening on the right to a hall, 
curtained on the left from another chamber. In the rear 1s a 
‘window through which may be seen silvery hills of olive resting 
under the late afternoon sun; byit a shrine. Chairs, etc., are 
placed here and there. Enter the CAPTAIN OF THE GUARD 
and a SOLDIER from the hall. 


SotprerR. ‘There is no more? 
CAPTAIN. Not if you understand. 
Sorpier. “That 1 do—every link of it! I’ve served 
Under the bold de Montreal ; and he, 
For stratagems—well, Italy knows him ! 
Caprain. You must be quick and secret. 


SOLDIER. As the end 
Of the world ! 

CAPTAIN. Our duty ’s with the duke. But then 
Antonio has our love. 

SOLDIER. That he has! Ah, 
‘That has he ! 

CAPTAIN. Well, be close. None must escape, 


Remember, none be hurt. As for the princess, 

Well hear the chink of ducats with her thanks. 
SorpieR. Madonna save her !—The Judas of a father 

Who robs her rest! (Listens.) She comes ! 


Captain (looking down hall). Yes, it is she. 
So go, and haste. But fail not. 
SOLDIER. If I do, 


Bury me with a Jew and next a Turk ! 


[ Goes. 
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Enter Furvia. 


Caprain. Princess 


Furvia. Our plans grow to fulfilment—are 
No way misplanted ? 
CaPTAIN. Lady, all seems now 


Seasonable for their expected fruit. 
Furvia. No accident appears to threaten them? 
Captain. Doubt not a fullest harvest of your hope. 
‘The duke himself shall for this deed at last 
Have benediction. 
Fuvia. May it be! He’s quick— 
Though quicker in forgetting. I will move 
Him as I may. 
CAPTAIN. _ The kind and wise assaults 
Your words shall make must move him, gracious lady. 
[Is going. 
Enter HaEMon. 
Harmon. I seek the duke. 
Furvia (dismissing Caprain). You would seek penitence 
Were you less far in folly. 


HaAEMON. Oh—if he’s 
Not here 

Futvia. Regretting, too, would strain your lips, 
Not cold defiance. 

HaEMon. Pardon. If you know, 
Where is he? 

Futvia. Was it easy to overwhelm, 


Under the ruins of her dreams, a sister ? 
Haemon. Better beneath her dreams than under shame. 
Furvra. Your rashness cloaks itself in that excuse, 
Your ruth and your suspicion that has doomed 
One innocent. 
HaAEMON. Fa! innocent. His thought 
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Had but betrayal for her. 


Fuvia. It is the Greek 
In you avows it, no true voice. 
HaeEmon. ; Or rather 


My father murdered, whose last moan I hear 

Driven about me in this castle’s grey 

Cold spaces. And the dead speak not to lie. j 
Furvra. But to admonish do. So you in vain 

Are braving with the spur of this belief. 
Harmon. What do you want of me? 


FuLvia. This : and at once. 
Regret and restlessness are on you 
HaEmon (impatiently). No. 


Furvia. And doubt begins in you, that as a wolf 
Will scent the wounded quarry of your conscience. 

Harmon. After he lured and wooed her under night 
And secrecy ? 


Futvia. Not running there will you 
Escape its dread pursuit. 

HaEMmon. | He frauded, duped 
His father’s trust ! 

Furvia. Or there! But one refuge 


Have you against its bitter ceaseless tooth, 
And that above the wilds of self-deceit. 
[4 pause. 
Harmon. No refuge can be from an hour that ’s gone. 
Shall we invert the glass or tilt the dial 
To bring it back ? - 


FuLvia. But if there were ? 

HaeEmon. Where is 
The duke? I will not bauble. 

FuLvia. If there were? 


Harmon. I will no longer listen to the worm 
You set to feed upon me, torturing. 
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The sun melts to an end, and with the night 
Antonio will not be. 


Futvia. Yet there is time, 
Harmon. ‘The duke is fixed. 
Furvia. And I. Against the lurch 


And power of this peril we must lean. 
Harmon. When? 
Futvia. Now. 
Harmon. You have a plan? 
Futvia. One that is sure. 
[Steps are heard. 
But one for wisdom. So, for more seek out 
The captain of the guard. I wait the duke. 
[Harmon goes through the curtains. CHARLES enters, worn, 
dishevelled, with Cecco, . . . Sees Futvra and pauses. 
Furvia. I come to plead. 
CHARLES. Ah, Nature should have pled 
With her, your mother—against conception ; go ! 
[Moves off: 
Furvia. Your trust is causelessly withdrawn. Yet for 
A breath again I beg it—for a moment ! 
CHarRLEs. A moment were too much—or not enough. 
Is trust a flower of sudden birth we may 
Bid bloom with a command ? 
Fuvia. Ah, that it were, 
Or bloomed as amaranth in those we love, 
Beyond all drouth and withering of ill !— 
But, hear me 


CHARLES. Leave these words. 

Futvia. Will you not turn 
Out of this rage ? 

CHARLES. Leave them, I say, and cease ! 


Still down the vortex of this destiny 
I would not have you farther drawn. 
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Furvia. Then from 
It draw yourself ! 
CHARLES. Myself am but a hulk— 


Whose treasures have already been engulfed. 
Furvia. Yet shrink from it ! 


CHARLES. A son, a friend, a No, 
She was not mine !—I will not turn, 
Futvia, It is 
Your fury that distorts us into guilt. 
For though Antonio will not crush his heart, 
But flings you stony and unfilial speech, 
Fearing for her 
CHARLES. Leave ! 
Fuvia, We 
CHARLES, Thrice I have said it ! 
Furvra. Yet must I not until your will is wasted, 
Cuarves, Ah! (Sits.) . . . Cecco ! 
CEcco. My lord? 
CHARLES, The hour? 
Crcco (at the window). It leans to sunset. [FuLvia goes. 
Cuares. “The sky—the sky ? 
CeEcco, A murk moves slowly up. 
Cuares (wearily), Vhere should be storm . . . gloating of 


wind and grind 
Of hopeless thunders. Lightnings should laugh out 
As tongues of fiends. . . . There should be storm. 
[His head sinks on his breast. 
(Suddenly) Y et |—yet—— ! 


Crcco. My lord i 


CHARLES. The glow and glory of her seem 
Dead in me ! 

CrEcco. Of the Greek ? 

CHARLES. And yearning has 


Grown impotent—as would an ash of folly, 
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A left and quickly quenched desire of youth 

Kindled in me !—To youth alone love’s sudden, 
Cecco. Sir, dare I speak ? 
CHARLES. Speak. 
CEcCco. When Antonio 
Cuarves. Cease; but a whisper of his name and I 

Am frenzy—frenzy : though the stillness burns 

And bursts with it ! [Crcco steps back. 

‘The sun, how hangs it now ? 

Creco, Above the bloody waving of the sea, 

Eager to dip. 
CuHaRLes (staggering up). Ah, I was in a rage— 

Bitten by hounds of fury and despair ! 

Did you not, Fulvia, pleading for them, say 

‘They quailed but would not flee and leave me waste ? 
Crcco. She is not here, my liege. 
CHARLES. Antonio ! 

Boy, boy! Ever you were to me as wafts 

Of light, of song, of summer on the hills ! 

Soft now I feel your baby arms about me, 

And all the burgeon of your youth, ere proud 

And cruel years grew in me, comes again, 

On wings and stealing winds of memory ! 
Cecco. O, then, sir 


CHARLES. Yes. Fly, fly! and stay the guard ! 
He must not—ah ! down fearful fathoms . . . down 
Into the foam ! [Cecco starts—he stops him. 


Yet me he has flung from 
Immeasurable peaks and I have sunk 
For evermore beneath hope’s horizon. 
Who falls so close the grave can rise no more. 
[A silence. 
Crcco. This your despair would wound him more than death. 
Forget the girl. 
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CHARLES. She? . . . Ah, my sullen, wild, 
And gloomy pulse beat with a rightful scorn 
Against the hours that sieged it. Stony was 
Its solitude and fierce, bastioned against 
All danger of quick blisses . . . till with fury 
For that mute tenderness which women’s love 
Lays on the desolation of the world, 
She ravished it !—and now has left it cold. 
Crcco. As it should be, sir. And remember she 
Moved you unknowingly. 
CHARLES. A woman’s smile 
Never was luring, never, but she knew it, 
As hawk the cruel rapture of his wings. 
Crcco. She though is young, and youth 
CHARLES, Must pay with moan 
And shriving !—Go ;_ the sun—the sun—where burns it ? 
Crcco (at the window). Upon a cloud, whence it must spring 


to night. 

CuHarLes. So low? 

CEcco. Yes, sir. 

CHARLES. It is? so low? 

CEcco. Red, now, 
It rushes forth. 

CHARLES. A breathing of the world, 
And then ! Antonio ! 

CrEcco. Again a cloud 
Withholds it. 

CHARLES. Boy—my boy ! 

CECCO. It dips, my lord ! 


Cuar_es (shaking). Ah, will great Christ upon it lay no fear? 
Let it sink down as if its swooning sent 
No signal unto death—and plunge, plunge you, 
Antonio, for ever from the day ? 
Has He ho miracle to seize it yet ? 
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Nor will not lend His thunder to cry hold, 
His lightning to flame off the hands ae grasp 
And haste to hurl you down? 


CEcco. °Tis sunk ! 
CHARLES (rushing to window). Yes !—yes ! 
(Starting back horrified) The vision of it! Ah, see you 
not, see ? 
They lift him, swing him—now! down, down, down, 
down ! 
The «rocks,,.-2;4 the,lash |)... <, the foam.! 


[Sinks exhausted in his chair. Cx8cco pours out wine. 
Enter hurriedly a SOLDIER. 
SoLprer. Great lord ! 


CEcco, Fellow, what now? be gone! what now? 
It is ill-timed. 

SOLDIER. Great lord, there ’s mutiny ! 

Crcco. And where? 

SOLDIER. Hear me, great sir, there ’s mutiny ! 

Cercco. Within the town? 

CHARLES (rousing). Aye ? 

SOLDIER. Mutiny ! your haste. 

Cuar_LErs, Oh—mutiny. 

SOLDIER. Sir, yes ! 

CHARLES. And do the ranks 


Of Hell roar up at me ?—it is not strange. 
SoLpIER (confused). “The ranks of- ? Pardon, lord. 


CHARLES. Do the skies rage ? 
‘They were else dead to madness. 

SOLDIER. Sir, it is 
Your guard beyond the gates. 

CHARLES. *Tis every throat 


Of earth and realm unearthly has a cry 


Against me and against ! 
SOLDIER. No; but a few—— ! 
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Cuarves. You doubt it? Are my eyes not bloody? Say | 
SotpreR. Sir, no! 


CHARLES. My lips, are they not pale with murder, 
Bitterly done? 

SOLDIER. Pale—no, 

CHARLES. Yet—I have killed ; 


Spoke death with them ; not reasonless—yet death. 
And all the lost have echoes of it ; hear 
You not a spirit clamour on the air? 
Ploughing as storms of pain it passes through me. 
Mutiny? . . . Go. I could call chaos fair, 
And fawn on infinite ruin—fawn and praise. 
[SOLDIER goes. 
Yet will not yield! (To Cecco) My robes and coronet ! 
[CECCO goes. 
I ’ll sit in them and mock at greatness that 
A passion may unthrone. If we weep not, 
Calamity will leave to torture us, 
And fate for want of tears will thirst to death. 


Enter JULIAN. 


Ah, priestly sir. 


JuLian. Infuriate man ! 

CHARLES. Speak so. 
I lust for bitterness. 

JuLian. What have you done ! 


Cuar es (shuddering, then smiling). Watched the sun set. Did 
it not, think you, bleed 
Unwontedly along the waves ? 
JULIAN. O, horror ! 
Horrible when a father slays and smiles ! 
Cuares. Not so, Lord Cardinal, not so! but when 
He slays and smileth not. 


JULIAN. ’ Beyond all mercy | 
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Cuarves. Therefore I smile. Men should not amid the trite 
Enchanting and vain trickery of earth, 
Till they no longer hope of it or want. 
Smiles should be kept for life’s unbearable. 

Jutian. Murderer ! 


CHARLES. Ah! 
JULIAN. Heretic ! 
CHARLES (goes to shrine). Well? 
[Casts shrine out of window. 
JULIAN. Fool! Fool ! 


Cuaries. ‘There are no wise men, O Lord Cardinal ! 
Juttan. Heaven let Antonio’s death under the sea 
Make every wave a tongue against your rest, 
Till breaks the rock of your impenitence ! 
[CHar.es /istens as to something far off. 
No wind should blow that has not sting of it. 
No light stream that it stains not ! 


CHARLES (sighs). You have loosed 
Your robe, lord prelate, see ! 
JULIAN. O, stone ! thou stone ! 


CuarLEs. Have peace. <A keener cry comes up to me 
‘Than frenzy can invoke; a vaster pain 
Than justice from Omnipotence may call. 

Juttan. My lips shall learn it ! 

CHARLES. ‘Father,’ moans it, ‘ Father | ’— 
It is my ears’ inheritance for ever. 


Enter Furvta. 


Furvia. Lord Cardinal, one of your servants has 
Been struck in quarrel, and, it seems, mortally. 
‘Attend to him; then I may plead of you 
Escort to Rome. 

Juutan (as Cuarves stares). 1 do not understand. 

Furvia. But shall. 
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CHARLES. To Rome? 

Futvia. Do not pause here to learn 
With the dear minutes of a dying man. [JULIAN goes. 

Cuarces. You baffle and bewilder me.... You—? Yes.. 
I am beat off by it. 

FuLvia. Ten years of shelter 
You have held over me. . 

CHARLES. Ten years ? 

Futvia. Whose days, 


Whose every moment else had been a torture. 
Cuares. Now? . 


Futvia. I, perhaps, must go. 
CHARLES. Must? .. . still I grope. 
Furvia. Must go! .. . Though in this castle’s aged calm 


And melancholy dusk no shadow is 
Or niche but may remember prayer for you. 

Cuaries. To Rome? ... You must? ... I am under a 

spell. 

Furvia. We, you and I, after the battle’s foam 
Or chase’s tired return, have often breathed 
‘The passionate deep hours away in rest 
And sympathy. 

CHARLES, © So; oft. But on; I marvel 

Furvia. And at the dawn have looked and sighed, then 


. 


slow 
With quiet clasp of fingers turned apart. 
Cuartes. Unto calm days. But in your tone I feel 
Furvia. Have we not fast been friends ? 
CHARLES. What has your voice ? 
Furvra. Such friends have we not been as grow up from 
Eternity ? 
CHARLES. You say it—and I wake. 
Furvia. Aye, such . . . until last night within the garden 
You changed, as the sea changes under storm. 
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Cuarves. I had forgot !—forgot! . . . the sun ! the sea ! 
‘The sea !—Antonio ! . . . The cliff—the surf ! 
The shroud and funeral fury of the waves ! 
Furvia. Be calm. 
CHARLES. I'll stay it ! [Up, excitedly. 
Cecco ! our fleetest foot ! 
A rain of ducats if he shall outspeed 
This doom to us. More! more! a flood of them, 
If he . 
Furvia (reseating him). Be patient—calm. 
CHARLES. I—J—remember ; © 
Tis night ! 
Futvia. Yes, night. 
CHARLES. The sun’s no more. It has 
Gone down beyond all mercy and recall. . 
Furvia. Perhaps. Yet it is hard to think so. 
CHARLES (quickly). How? 
[Seeing something in her look. 
You utter and it seems he still has life. 
Furvra. He was a child in mimic mail clad out 
When first this threshold poured its welcome to me. 
Cuarzes. Softly you muse it . . . and call to your eyes 
No quailing nor a flame of execration. ; 
You do not burst out on me? from me do 
Not shrink—as from an executioner ? 
Futvia. J ama woman who in tears came to 
Your strength ; in tears depart. 


CHARLES. And will not judge ! 
But fear me? fear, and flee? . .. You shall not go. 

Furvia. Perhaps. 

CHARLES. Again you hide behind ‘ perhaps’ ? 
To Rome ?—I say you shall not. 

Futvia. Yet should he, 


Antonio, from those curtains come 
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CHARLES. Should—should ¢ 

You speak not reasonably. Why do you say 

‘Should he now come’? Do you? ... There is no 

reason! ... 

You ’ve led me trembling from reality. 

He’s kept—by darker curtains. . . . You shall not go. 
Furvia. I will not, then. 
CHARLES. But something breaks from you, 


And as an air of resurrection stirs. 

Speak ; on your words I wait unutterably. 
Furvia. Did not a soldier lately come, my lord, 
Breathless with eager speech of mutiny ? 

Cuarves. He did. 
Futvia. Within your guard, 

CHARLES. No—yes. The guard? 
What do I see yet cannot in your words ? 
Furvra. ‘The mutiny was raised at my command 

CHARLES. Say it, say all ! 


FuLvia. ‘To save you the mad blot 
Of a son’s blood. 
CHARLES. Antonio—— ? 
Futvia. Lives . . . he lives ! 
Cuar ues (staggering back). Low... low!... 


Joy come too furious is frenzy. 

He lives?—You have done this? with these soft 
hands, 

These little hands, held off the shears of fate ? 

Have dared? and have not feared ? 


FuLvia. Your danger was 
My fear—that, and no more. 
Cuar es (with joy). Heslivess, 24 < Ihave 


No deed to answer this ! no gratitude, 
No gift, no worth, no glow, no eloquence 
But would sound poor in richest words of earth, 


i 
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He lives :—Years yet are mine; but all too few 
To muse with love of this ! 
Futvia. No, no, my lord. 
Cuartes. But where is he? Belief, though risen in me, 
Strains as if fast enfolded still in cerements 
‘That seeing must unbind. 
FuLvia. Then turn and see. 
[ANTONIO steps from the curtains. 
Cuarves. Antonio !—boy, boy ! 
Antonio (as they embrace). My father! .. 


Re-enter JULIAN. 
JULIAN. Princess, 
If your decision and desire are still [Sees ANTONIO. 
Furvia. Your eyes look upon flesh, lord Cardinal. 
[4 cry is heard, then weeping. 
Antonio (startled). Whose pain is that? .. . strangely it 
hurts me—strangely ! 


Enter Crcco, disturbed. 


Crcco. My lord, the lady Helena’s little maid 
[Sees Antonio. Shrinks from him. 
Antonio. What of her? Are you horrified to stone? 


Her maid? . . . Than risen dead there are worse things 
To dread !—Her maid? 

CEcco. Sir, she 

ANTONIO. Well, out with it ! 


Has she revealed some direness to her mistress ? 

That earth has opened an abyss to her? 

Or butterfly or bud turned asp to bite her t 
Cecco. Sir—she—the maid—craves audience with the duke. 
Antonio. Fetch her, and quickly. [Cecco goes. 
FuLvia. Reason, Antonio. 

[ln suspense. 


The wench can only tell what overmuch 


360 CHARLES DI TOCCA [AcT IV 


Of grief her mistress makes for you, of tears 
Your sunny safe return will dry in her ! 

Antonio. These hours come not of any good, but are 
Infected with resolved adversity. 
I dread | 

FuLvia. They ever dread who have but quit 
The shadow of some doom—and the dismay. 


Re-enter Cxcco, with PAuLA weeping. 


Antonio. Girl! Where is your mistress ? 

Pauta (shrinking). Oh ! 

ANTONIO. I am no ghost. 
Your mistress ? 

PauLa. Mary, Mother ! [Sinks praying. 

Antonio (lifting her up). Look on me. See ! 


I have not been down in the grave, nor even 
A moment beyond earth. Do you not hear ? 
Pauta. Sir ! 


ANTONIO, ‘Tell me. 

Pauta (hysterically). Go’ to her, O, go to her ! 

Antonio. But, child——? 

PAULA. Sir, she—go seek her, oh, she is 

Antonio. Where, Paula? 

PauLa. Blind all day she moaned and wept 

Antonio. My Helena ! 

PAULA. And when the sun was gone, 
Came quiet, kissed me . . . O, go seek her, sir ! 

Antonio. Kissed you: 

PauLa. Then to me gave these jewels. Oh ! 


And darkly cloaked stole out into the night. 
Cuarres. Alone? 
ANTONIO. Quick, whither, whither ? 
PauLa. Ah, I do 
Not know, but she 
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ANTONIO. Pray, pray, tell out your dread. 
Pauta. Last night she said, ‘ My heart is in my lord 
Antonio’s, to beat or cease with it.’ 
I learned her words—they seemed so winning, 


CHARLES (suddenly). Aharue, 
Antonio (dazed). Why do you gasp ?—Paula 
CHARLES (quoting). *Or—cease with it’? 
diese sup stherchitt:! 
ANTONIO, The ? 
[Staggers, comprehending, then rushes out. 
CHARLES (to CECCO). Go with him and bring 
Us what has passed. 
CEcco, Sir, yes. [ Goes. 
PauLa (with uncontrollable terror). My lady ! 
CHARLES. Child, 


I cannot bear your voice upon my heart. 

It has a tone—a clutch.— No more, no more ! 
I cannot bear it! We must wait. No hap 
Has been—no hap, I think—surely no hap. 


Enter Barpas, deprecatingly, followed by ANTONIO. 


Barpas. Not in the sea, Antonio? You live? 

Antonio, I say, where is she? 

Barbas. Safe here, do you ask it ?>— 
Here for yourself devising heedlessly 
Relief and preservation ? 


ANTONIO. She ’s not safe? 

Barpas. Ha, safe—if she had shrift. 

Cuar_es (hoarsely). The dead are so ! 
Barpas. Aye, so. 

ANTONIO. And not her, do you mean? . . . No answer? 


Barpas. She came unto the cliff amid her tears. 
Her being all into one want was fused, 
To follow you—over it. 
2A 
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ANTONIO, But you grasped—— ? 
You held her ? 

Barbas. Yes. 

ANTONIO, ‘Then ? well? 

Barpas. She had a phial. 

Antonio. God! God ! . 

Barbas, Out of her breast she drew it swift, 
And instant of it drank. 

ANTONIO. A little ? all? 

No, no !—she could not! From her lips you dashed it ? 
She did but taste ? 

Barbas. Only ; and then 

ANTONIO, More? more? 

Barpas. ‘Is’t not enough,’ she pled to me, ‘enough 
‘That I must wander the cold way of death 
Unto his arms? Leave me! ‘There is no rest. 

I will go down and clasp him, drift with him 
‘To some unhabited grey ocean vale 

God has forgot. “There we will dwell away 
From destiny and weeping, from despair ! ’ 

Antonio. But you—still held her ? 

Barpas. Still ; her hand in mine : 
Till revellers came and saw us—jested her 
With taking a new love. She broke my grasp 

Cuares. And leapt? on the wide air? 


Barbas. Swifter than all 
Prevention. 
ANTONIO. Helena! ... my Helena ! 


Has all your loveliness so fared to this, 
Your glory gone in dark calamity ? 
Barpas. I saw her as she leapt, and until death 
Shall see no more. 
Antonio, Nor may you, may you, ever ! [Distractedly. 
But may her sorrow and her fairness stand 
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Imprisoned in your eye, to haunt and cry 
Relentlessly this crime.—But no, but no. 
[Turns blindly, swaying with grief, and passes out. 
Pauta. Let me go to my lady ! 
CHARLES. Still her ! she 
For ever has a fluttering, a cry 
Unbearable. It presses the lone air 
With wearisome and aching agony. 
Pauta (witlessly, in tears). 1 know your song, my lady, I know, 
I know ! 
”T was pretty and ’twas strange, but now I know. 
[ Sings. 
Sappho! Sappho ! 
In maiden woe 
(Let alone love, it spurns and burns !) 
Wept, wept, and leapt— 
Oh love is so ! 
(Let alone love, it burns !) 


My lady ! O, my lady ! my sweet lady ! 
[She is led out. 
Furvia. This is most sad—most sad and pitiful. 
Cuarves. I cannot bear her voice upon my heart. 


AGABUS enters, gazing. 


And now this monk? this dog of death? he comes? 
Acasus. My trusty Shadow! (Madly) Ha, he has been here ! 

My king of the worms and all corruption ! 

(Approaches Cuares) Lovers and lovers! Oh, she leapt 


as "twere 
To Christ and not sin’s Pit! . . . And he has gone 
To follow her ! 
FuLvIA. My lord ! 
AGABUS. To follow her. 


[Wanders about. 
The devil’s nine wits are too many. 
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Furvta (staring). Oh ! 
[Then seeing CHARLES rigid. 
Never an end? ... but... now... now more? 


(To him) Move, rouse, my lord! .. . 

It is not truth but madness that he speaks. 
(4 cry and clanking of armour are heard without. A 
SoLprER bursts into the chamber—and sinks to his knees. 


Sotprer. ©O duke! O duke! 


CuHar_es (gazing at him). Rise—go—and if you can— 
To pray. 

SOLDIER. O, sir—— ! 

CHARLES. You have no tidings. 

SOLDIER. Sir ! 


Cuar_es (desperately). None, fool! but come to say what 
silence groans, 
What earth numb and in deadness raves to me. 
To tell Antonio has gone out, and over 
A precipice has stepped for sake of love. 
This is not tidings. Has it not on me 
Been fixed for ever? It is older than 


Despair, as old as pain! . .. [To Harmon, who enters. 
Your sister . 
Barpas. Haemon ! 
Jutian. Hold him not in this anguish, 
FuLvia. She and our 


Antonio have left us to our tears. 
[HaEMON stands motionless. 
Cuarves. Let no one groan. I say let no one groan, 
[ Rocks blindly. 
Fury on him that groans! .. . 
FuLvIA. My lord ! 
Cuar es (taking her hand). Well, come. 
[As in a trance. 


There ’s much to do, We will think of the dead— 
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For that may keep them near us,—speak to them, 
And they may answer while we wait, may float 
Dim words on moonbeams to us. O for one 
That shall sound of forgiveness and of rest ! 
[With wild awe. 

O, I have started on the mountain’s brow 
A tremor that has loosed the avalanche, 
And penitence, too late, too late, too late, 
Was powerless as flowers along its path ! 

[Sinks back in his chatr and stares hopelessly before him. 
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POEMS 


PAE MYSTIC 


‘THERE is a quest that calls me, 
In nights when I am lone, 

The need to ride where the ways divide 
The Known from the Unknown. 

I mount what thought is near me 
And soon I reach the place, 

The tenuous rim where the Seen grown dim 
And the Sightless hides its face. 


I have ridden the wind, 

I have ridden the sea, 

I have ridden the moon and stars. 

I have set my feet in the stirrup seat 
Of a comet coursing Mars. 

And everywhere 

Through the earth and air 

My thought speeds, lightning-shod, 

It comes to a place where checking pace 


It cries, ‘ Beyond les God!” 


It calls me out of the darkness, 
It calls me out of sleep, 

‘Ride ! ride! for you must, to the end of Dust !’ 
It bids—and on I sweep 

To the wide outposts of Being, 
Where there is Gulf alone— 

And through a Vast that was never passed 


I listen for Life’s tone. 
369 
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I have ridden the wind, 

I have ridden the night, 

I have ridden the ghosts that flee 

From the vaults of death like a chilling breath 
Over eternity. 

And everywhere. 

Is the world laid bare— 

Ether and star and clod— 

Until I wind to its brink and find 

But the cry, ‘ Beyond les God!’ 


It calls me and ever calls me ! 
And vainly I reply, 
‘Fools only ride where the ways divide 
What Is from the Whence and Why !’ 
I am lifted into the saddle 
Of thoughts too strong to tame, 
And down the deeps and over the steeps 
I find . . . ever the Same. 


I have ridden the wind, 

I have ridden the stars, 

I have ridden the force that flies 
With far intent through the firmament 
And each to each allies. 

And everywhere 

That a thought may dare 

To gallop, mine has trod— 

Only to stand at last on the strand 
Where just beyond lies God. 
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THE JUNGLE 


Down in the jungle of the mind, 
Under consciousness and light, 
Where all lost thoughts lie entwined 
Like growths in a tropic night, 
‘There are strange and awful aims 
Grasping ever at the will, 

Wanting it with all the strength 

Of dead things that are living still. 
‘There are panther-eyed desires 
Crouched suppressed in covert caves ; 
Fears like will-o’-the-wisp fires 
Wandering on each air that waves. 
Serpent jealousies there are, 

Driven to burrow in dark haunts— 
On smooth bellies creeping forth 
When a mean hope gives them chance. 
‘There are marshes of despair 
Where imagination breeds 

Bats that have the face of care, 
Vultures beaked like evil deeds. 
Horrors and confusion cling 

Cloudy in the branching gloom. 

All things sinister or vile 

Find there ready room. 


Down in the jungle of the mind 
These things are, as all men know 
But among them what fair forms 
Out of foulness grow ! 

Visions that like flowers lift 
Chalices of beauty up ; 
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Winged monsters magical 

As the moon’s enchanted cup. 
Braveries that seize desires 

By their panther-throats and curb them. 
Genius-voices so divine 

Even death cannot disturb them. 
Fawns of joy so fleet of foot 

No wild cruel fang can catch them. 
Fagle-urges of the soul 

Rising where no wing can match them. 
Fronds of hope that mount above 

All the tangle-growth and slime. 
Purposes liana-strong, 

Born to reach and clasp and climb. 
And, amid them all, the sense 

Of the aspiring force of life, 

Master of them in the end, 

And of all with them at strife ! 


THE WIFE OF JUDAS ISCARIOT 


‘Tue wife of Judas Iscariot 
Went out into the night, 

She thought she heard a voice crying : 
Was it to left or right ? 


She went forth to the Joppa Gate, 
Three crosses hung on high. 

The one was a thief’s, the other a thief’s, 
The third she went not nigh. 


For still she heard the voice crying : 
Was it to right or left? 

Or was it but a wind of fear 
‘That blew her on bereft ? 
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She went down from the Joppa Gate 
Into the black ravine. 

She climbed up by the rocky path 
‘To where a tree was seen. 


And ‘ What, sooth, do I follow here? 
Is it my own mad mind? 

Judas ! Judas Iscariot !’ 
She called upon the wind. 


“Judas ! Judas Iscariot !’ 
She crept beneath the tree. 

What thing was it that swung there, 
Hung so dolorously ? 


“Judas ! Judas Iscariot !’ 
She touched it with her hand. 
The leaves shivered above her head, 
To make her understand. 


‘Judas ! Judas! my love! my lord !’ 
Her hands went o’er it fast, 

From foot to thigh, from thigh to throat, 
And stopped—there—at last. 


‘Judas ! Judas ! what has He done, 
The Christ you followed so !’ 

More than the silver left on him 
Made answer to her woe. 


‘Judas ! Judas! what has He done ! 
O has it come to this ! 

The Kingdom promised has but proved 
For you a soul-abyss ! 
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‘Was He the Christ and let it be?’ .. . 
She cut him from the limb, 

And held him in her arms there 
And wept over him. 


“None in the world shall ever know 
Your doubts of Him but I ! 
“Traitor ! traitor ! and only traitor !” 


Will ever be their cry ! 


‘None in the world shall ever know— 
But I who am your wife !’ 

She flung the silver from his purse : 
It made a bitter strife. 


It rattled on the ringing rocks 
And fell to the ravine. 

“Was He the Christ and let it be?’ 
She moaned, still, between. 


She held him in her arms there, 
And kissed his lips aright, 

The lips of Judas Iscariot, 
Who hanged himself that night. 


CLOISTFER’' LAYS 
I 
“BRoTHER GIAN 
(Of the Benedictines at Monte Cassino, circa 1080) 


Dear Jesus Christ, I’m Brother Gian. 
Within my cell I sit and scratch 

From pagan parchments words writ on 
Such yellum as not kings can match : 
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Words, Greek and Latin—all profane. 
‘Three Homers I have quite erased, 
And look to see their lines replaced 

By lives of Saints without a stain. 


This Virgil now : I'll do it next. 

Last night it tempted me to peep 
A moment at its wicked text, 

Telling of nymphs . . . I could not sleep. 
Dear Jesus Christ, I dreamt I was 

A faun within a Bacchic rout, 

And one white creature chose me out : 


I broke with kisses all Thy laws. 


Here is the place . . . I danced as wild 
As any bacchant of them all, 
With ivy-woven tresses whiled 
Mad hours that maddened at her call. 
She led me far into the wood 
Where not a Pan or Satyr leapt. 
Dear Jesus Christ, ’twas Satan swept 
Me on—TI scarcely understood. 


Here is the place. . . . For in my dream 
Each letter trembled and became 
A nymph : the parchment was a stream 
Of shapes that glimmered without shame. 
I danced and followed where she fled 
With lips wine-glad bent back to shout. 
Dear Jesus Christ, beyond a doubt 
She rose where ‘ Venus’ here [I read. 


So first of all I raze its shame ! 

And pray that in its place may stand 
Some letter of the Virgin’s name 

Writ by a pure and holy hand, 
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And set about with red and gold 

And lilies—where my eyes still see 

But glimmering limbs that tempt and flee, 
But shimmering, arms that would enfold. 


Dear Jesus Christ, this I confess, 
And fasting will I toil until 
The vellum, white as holiness, 
Shall be fit for an angel’s quill ! 
An angel like the nymph with eyes 
And body that . . . Dear Jesus Christ, 
To woman was man sacrificed ! 
From Eve his sins for ever rise ! 


II 


SISTER PAULA 
(Of the Benedictine Nuns) 


I wixx not shun to touch the poor, 
‘Though loathsome be their bruises, 
Nor fail to toil, O Virgin Pure, 
On garments for their uses. 
The sacramental bell I ’ll tend 
Unceasing, soon or late ; 
But oh, upon thy image there, 
That clasps the Babe unto it, fair, 
1 pray, bid me not wait ! 


The holy water I will fetch 
From Rome, afaint and fasting ; 
On the cold chapel-stones I "Il stretch 
Long nights without repasting. 
Sackcloth I ’il bind about my waist, 
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Nor ever will I rest, 
But, Virgin Mother, let it be 
‘That I need not look up and see 
That Child there on thy breast ! 


For seeing it I can but sin, 
I, not to be a mother, 
And think of love that might have been, 
And of one, now Christ’s brother, 
Who tosses in his convent cell 
‘On billows of desire, 
While tolling hours strike on his dreams 
Stern blows of penitence that seems 
To shatter them with fire ! 


I can but sin—and cast away 
All love that is not human, 

‘That has not mystic joy to sway 
‘True-mated man and woman ! 

That does not spring and fill the world 
With children and with song ; 

With passion in the summer night, 

Upon young lips bliss hallows quite, 
Heart-bliss that is so strong ! 


I can but sin—the while this veil 
I wear seems but to strangle ; 
‘The while all vows I follow fail, 
Vows made but to entangle ! 
‘The while laud, vesper, and compline 
Sound to my childlessness 
Like chants the hapless heathen pour 
On altars of false gods—no more ! 
Such is my wickedness ! 
2B 
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Therefore, O Virgin, set my hands 
To tasks however lowly, 
To penance only cloister-bands 
Of Magdalens pay slowly ! 
Let me be less within thy sight 
Than Heaven’s lowest heir, 
But place me not where I must brood 
On the lost bliss of motherhood— 
Before thy image there | 


CHANSON OF THE BELLS OF OSENEY 


(13th Century) 


Tue bells of Osenéy 
(Hautclere, Doucement, Austyn) 
Chant sweetly every day, 
And sadly, for our sin. 
The bells of Osenéy 
(John, Gabriel, Marie) 
Chant lowly, 

Chant slowly, 
Chant wistfully and holy 
Of Christ, our Paladin. 


Hautclere chants to the East 
(His tongue is silvery high), 
And Austyn like a priest 
Sends west a weighty cry. 
But Doucement set between 
(Like an appeasive nun) 
Chants cheerly, 

Chants clearly, 
As if Christ heard her nearly, 
A. plea to every sky. 
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A plea that John takes up 
(He is the evangelist) 
‘Till Gabriel’s angel cup 
Pours sound to sun or mist. 
And last of all Marie 
(The virgin-voice of God) 
Peals purely, 

Demurely, 
And with a tone so surely 
Divine, that all must hear. 


The bells of Osenéy 
(Doucement, Austyn, Hautclere) 
Pour ever day by day 
Their peals on the rapt air ; 
And with their mellow mates 
(John, Gabriel, Marie) 
Tell slowly, 

Tell lowly, 
Of Christ the High and Holy, 
Who makes the whole world fair. 


OFF LHEWIRISH=COAST 


Gu ts on the wind ! 
Crying! Crying ! 

Are you the ghosts 

Of Erin’s dead ? 

Of the forlorn 

Whose days went sighing 
Ever for Beauty 

That ever fled? 
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Ever for Light 

‘That never kindled ? 

Ever for Song 

No lips have sung ? 

Ever for Joy 

‘That ever dwindled ? 

Ever for Love that stung? 


THE GREAT SEDUCER 


Wuo looks too long from his window 

At the grey, wide, cold sea, 

Where breakers scour the beaches 

With fingers of sharp foam ; 

Who looks too long through the grey pane 
At the mad, wild, bold sea, 

Shall sell his hearth to a stranger 

And turn his back on home. 


Who looks too long from his window— 
Though his wife waits by the fireside— 
At a ship’s wings in the offing, 

At a gull’s wings on air, 

Shall latch his gate behind him, 

Though his cattle call from the byre-side, 
And kiss his wife—and leave her— 

And wander everywhere. 


Who looks too long in the twilight, 
Or the dawn-light, or the noon-light, 
Who sees an anchor lifted 

And hungers past content, 
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Shall pack his chest for the world’s end, 
For alien sun—or moonlight, 

And follow the wind, sateless, 

To Disillusionment ! 


LANDFALL 


LanpFALL at dawn, and Madeira rose from the sea, 
Summited by the sun, a miracle that poured 

Soft dream-gold down shadowy slopes 

And dark ravines still sleeping, 

To the white surf breaking 

Against barbaric shores. 


O the lift of the heart, when islands lift from the sea, thus, 
After long days of believing there is no land in the world. 
Who, from a vessel’s bow, 

Beholds them is a Columbus, 

Crying ‘San Salvador !’ 

And sinking glad to his knees. 


THE PROFLIGATE 


Peace! I must go, 
Though you are all to me, 
Comrade and friend, 
Mistress and wife. 

Ask me not why— 

It is life’s call to me: 


Staying I die. 


Faithless I am : 

Faithful could never be. 
Mating with you 

Should have brought rest. 


THE PROFLIGATE 
So I believed : 


But—as ’twill ever be— 
I was deceived. 


Lure of the blood, 

Whim of perversity, 
Harries me on— 

Want of the new ; 
Craving to clasp 

Though through adversity 


Some one not you. 


Craving for sin, 

Craving for punishment— 
Even for pain, 

Stinging and wild. 
Craving to be, 

Spite of admonishment, 


Madly defiled. 


Yet ever free— 

Though you are beautiful ! 
None to compare 

With you Ill find !— 
Free to rove on, 

Base and undutiful, 

Cruel, unkind. 


For I am thus. 
Nothing for long to me 
Ever can seem 

Clear of distaste. 
Fairest of lips, 

If they belong to me, 


Soon become waste. 
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Too many wants 

God has put into me, 
Noble and vile, 

Human, divine. 

So till life ends 

It shall bring sin to me— 
And husks for swine. 


THE SOUND OF RAIN 


Oper than anything else in the world 

Is the sound of rain. 

Earth ’s without form again, and void, 

And the waters cover it. 

Land has not risen above its tidal plain, 

And grey is the gloom of all, in and around and above it. 


Life is an unborn brooding still 

On the face of the earth, 

And God has not found a way, yet, 

To dwell in the waters. 

And the sound of rain is a,sound that is never still, 

And men have not come yet, nor the sons of men nor 


the daughters. 


No green thing is about ; and no bird’s wing 

Alights in branches. 

‘Time and space are steeped in a sound 

That is steeped in sorrow. 

Winds are unknown ; there is only room for the sigh 
That besogs the day and the night, and the end of night, 


and the morrow. 
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SPRING FEVER 


SPRING FEVER 


A sorr wind 

Blows from the evening star, 

Blows through budding maples up to my window 
It brings upon its breast, from the April streets, 
Voices of children 

And of lovers leaning tenderly under new leaves. 


A dog bays . . . plaintive, distant, insistent. 
Some fibre of him remembers, 

As the scented moon floats, 

Primitive trails and mating calls 

Before he followed man... . 

He bays again and I tremble a little 

With wildness, loneness, longing. 


‘There is music somewhere . . . 
Mellowness . . . mute . . . everywhere, 
Febrile passion pervading the night 

Like a tincture, ancient, ineffable . . . 

A tincture eternally restive. 


Antony ! it was this that drove you 


‘To Egypt and Cleopatra. 
Abelard, your God was too weak for it ! 


MILLICENT PASSES 


Don’r let him be my pall bearer, don’t let him! .. . 
Yes, do! For I have loved . . . only him ! 
But him! . . . give me the morphia. . . . And so 


Although I did, then, marry the other, 
‘That half-man, half-squirrel in the cage 
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Of his small ego spun by smug conceit, 
The man I love must bear me to the grave— 
At the coffin’s head, upon the left side, 
‘That he may know how heavy my heart was. 
What a life! what . . . what a life! 
And I was beautiful! . . . give me the morphia . . 
With brow and lips and eyes made to delight, 
And with such joy to ripple in my laughter, 
You have said so yourself, as only the lark 
Winging can take the heart with—such wild joy : 
Yet all so vain to hold him that I loved ! 
And why, why, I ask, appeaselessly ! 
Another woman has, and he is happy, 
Breathing in life as if it were a fragrance : 
While I for ten years watched that spinning cage 
Of the other whom I loathed—that squirrel soul, 
Which could not fancy why my heart grew bitter, 
And why I wanted to tear the sky to tatters 
And strangle the world in it ; or why I pined, 
Although all saw my love . . . of one who now 
Shall help—but that !—to lay me under earth. 
But that! . . . And yet, let him: on the left side, 
Where my dead heart with woe will be so heavy 
That it shall weight him down remembering. 
What a life! what . . . what a life! 
A childhood torn by temper, rapture, tears ; 
A girlhood by delirious ideals. 
Love—a happy day or two in the woods, 
The enchanted woods of joy, through which we pass 
And find our peace, or wander and are lost. 
Knowledge, then, that bliss is brevity. 
Then marriage to that other, at whose side 
. In the bed of earth I now must go to lie. . 
Though it is false, I say! . . . give me the morphia.. . 
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That I first broke his heart, as mine is broken, 
And sent him there! False! . . . He but wore out, 
Spinning within his little ego-cage 
Of glib desires, that led to vanity : 
A cage so wearisome that when I lie 
In earth by him and feel it spinning round, 
I shall scream out to God, if God there be, 
To let me forth, to set me free of him : 
For the shame of couching there will be so much 
That should the other send me death- flowers, 
And the wreaths of them touch me, even through 
The coffin . . . they will wither, if they are lilies, 
Before the funeral words are spent. But if... 
If they are roses, and one is not white, 
Lay them upon my breast. . . . Give me the morphia. 
What a life! What .. .~ what a death ! 
Yet I could sing once—and was beautiful !— 
Sing! . . . melodies blossomed at my lips. 
But were birds, too, ill-mated, they would cease 
In time, to sing, they too—and boughs become 
As bare of music as my breast of peace . . 
Which he I love will never cease to know, 
For still he loves music !. . . And when he bears me 
Out of those doors, will hear, perhaps, the strains 
Of that great funeral march—Chopin’s, I played him— 
Sounding within his soul’s deep sadnesses— 
Hear, but only, only as if for another, 
Unless he feels my dead heart’s heaviness. 
It is too much! too much! ... give me the 
morphia. . . 
Not merely I should die, but all the living, 
All earth’s abortive millions should lie down 
And say, ‘Whoever made us, God or Chance, 


Has but mismade us!’ . . . Then there would not surge 
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That crying out for love that never comes, 
‘True-mated love for all : which of all things 
Can keep faith’s universe from falling apart, 
And prove God is the mystery that binds it. 


Yet he I loved . . . he that I love, believes ; 

So I too must not pass from life unpraying. 

Our Father, which art in Heaven . . . give me the 
morphia, . . 


NEW DREAMS FOR OLD 


Is there no voice in the world to come crying, 
“New dreams for old ! 
New for old !’? 

Many have long in my heart been lying, 

Faded, weary, and cold. 

All of them, all, would I give for a new one. 
(Is there no seeker 
Of dreams that were ?) 

Nor would I ask if the new were a true one: 
Only for new dreams ! 


New for old ! 


For I am here, half way of my journey, 
Here with the old ! 
All so old ! 
And the best heart with death is at tourney, 
If naught new it is told. 
Will there no voice, then, come—or a vision— 
Come with the beauty 
That ever blows 
Out of the lands that are called Elysian ? 
I must have new dreams ! 


New for old ! 


388 I KNOW YOUR HEART, O SEA! 


I KNOW YOUR HEART, O SEA! 


I Know your heart, O Sea ! 

You are tossed with cold desire to flood earth utterly ; 

You run at the cliffs, you fling wild billows at beaches, 
You reach at islands with fingers of foam to crumble them ; 
Yes, even at mountain tops you shout your purpose 

Of making the earth a shoreless circle of waters ! 


I know your surging heart ! 

Tides mighty and all-contemptuous rise within it, 

Tides spurred by the wind to champ and charge and 
thunder-— 

‘Though the sun and moon rein them— 

At the troubling land, the breeding-place of mortals, 

Of men who are ever transmuting life to spirit, 

And ever taking your salt to savour their tears. 


I know your tides, I know them ! 

‘Down,’ they rage, ‘with the questing of men, and the 
crying ! 

With their continents—cradles of grief and despair ! 

Better entombing waters for them, better our deeps un- 
fathomed, 

Where birth is soulless, life goalless, death toll-less for all, 

And where dark ooze enshrouds past resurrection !’ 


Ah, yes, I know your heart ! 

I have heard it raving at coast-lights set to reveal you, 

I have watched it foam at ships that sought to defy you, 

I have seen it straining at cables that cross you, bearing whispers 
hid to you, 

Or heaving at waves of the air that tell your hurricanes. 
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I know, I know your heart ! 

Men you will sink, and shores will sink ; but a shore shall be 
man’s for ever, 

From whence his lighthouse soul shall signal the Infinite, 

Whose fleets go by, star after star, bearing their unknown burden 

To a Port which only eternity shall determine ! 


OLD AGE 


I nave heard the wild geese, 
I have seen the leaves fall, 
‘There was frost last night 
On the garden wall. 
It is gone to-day 
And I hear the wind call, 
Whemvind® . .. .that is all. 


If the swallow will light 
When evening is near ; 
If the crane will not scream 
Like a soul in fear ; 

I will think no more 
Of the dying year, 
And the wind, its seer. 


DANIEL BOONE’S LAST LOOK WESTWARD 


I’m only four-score years, my sons, and a few - 
To fill the measure up. And so I shouldn’t 
Be shut here like an old hound by the fire 

To dream of deeds I still have wind to do. 
Maybe I have performed enough for one man ; 
For there ’s Kentucky cut from the wilderness 
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And sewed fast to the States by law and order— 
Which I’m not saying isn’t good for them 

Who like pullin’ in harness with their neighbours. 
But I keep seein’ trails—runnin’ to westward 

And northwest—Indian-footed trails 

That no white man has ever pierced an eye through ; 
And beyond them are prairie lands and forests 
Which settlers comin’ after me could scalp 

And sell, if silver is the game they ’re seekin’ ; 
And the Almighty means my eyes to see them, 
Else He ’d have made my sight dim and rheumy 
By now—and where ’s the deer or bear that gambols 
Before my gun and goes away to say so? 


It’s kind of shiftless maybe, I ’ll allow, 

To want to keep always beyond the settlements 

Not i them ; ten near families is too many. 

But the Lord never meant the plough to be 

My instrument : I get to the end of a furrow 

And there’s the wilderness waitin’, all creation, 

And I just have to find a path across it— 

As your ma, there, knows ; though I never could tell her 
The reason, till they took Kentucky in. 

And then I saw that the cunnin’ to be wise 

With animals and savages was more 

‘Than love of powder and shot ; and that God used 

My axe to hew a realm out. And there’s more realms 
Yet to be hewed—and Gods grindin’ the axes, 

Ill tell you that. For, young Lewis and Clark, 

Sons of my two old friends, are comin’ to-morrow 
With unblazed trails of the Northwest in their eyes ; 
And who knows but that land’s as big as Kentucky 
And Illinois too ; and that they ’re comin’ 

For more than to look at an old hound by the fire? 
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There ’s one run in me yet ; and if I died 
Somewhere upon a far new trail with them, 

There ’s coffin-board saved—and I'd sleep better . . . 
Unless your ma, this time, wouldn’t be willin’ 


To pack my kit and draw the latch of the door. 


She won’t, eh? Then it’s dodderin’ here, I reckon, 
And dreamin’. Put on a fresh log, and let be. 

Young Lewis and Clark will need a-many like me, though, 
Before they hew that Northwest into the world. 


A ROAMER REVERTS 


Tue same thatch and food 

At dusk when work is over ! 

I want the evening star 

To butter my bread with. 

The golden evening star, 

And the new moon’s knife to spread it ; 
For the heart of me hungers 

Toward what ’s beyond the far. 


The old things are good things : 
A roof, a fire, and a wife 

To sit by me and spin 

While children throng her knee ; 
And talk of what has been : 
Dear God, women are well so : 
But a man wants the world’s end 
To lose his soul in. 


He wants to go—and forget 5 
And remember—and repent ; 
And forget again—and follow 
The trail of the Not-To-Be. 
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To climb, fight and wallow ; 
Even stake claims in Hell 
If he may only mine there 


Metals of liberty. 


He wants ever to go, 

Even though he has learnt, 
As I, that only the feet 

That fare to a hearth fare far. 
So husks however unmeet 

On a highway he ’ll choose, 
Rather than any bread spread 
With what ’s at home to eat. 


DUSK FROM A TRAIN WINDOW 


‘THERE is a moment between day and night 
When magic lives in light, 

When snow upon the fields lies like blue sleep, 
And the purple intricate trees 

Stand out enchanted in the cold silences 

Like branching mysteries ; 

A moment when one farm-lamp’s window glow 
Seems as I pass upon a speeding train 

To make all human loss a sudden gain, 
Because the ancient sacraments of home, 

The humble sacraments of food and rest, 

Are taken there in the untroubled gloam 

By hearts that love, the ministrant, has blest. 
There is a moment between day and night 


When magic lives in light. 
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DEATH PORTRAITS 


I 
A Woman oF SIxtTy 


‘THe shock came when I went up to her coffin 
And looked upon her satin-pillowed face. 
I had known her long, 
But of soul had never seen in her a trace. 
Her life had been a bitterness and a malice, 
A venom against all visions of the spirit. 
Beauty, I knew, had never touched her mind, 
And nothing akin to beauty had come near it. 
A cackling laugh that said all swans were geese, 
A bigot sneer that slandered every fineness, 
A jealousy that jaundiced her—because 
Her being was ever devoid of all divineness, 
Loving none but the offspring of her body, 
And wanting to suckle them beyond due time, 
The bliss of her infatuate motherhood 
Seemed hardly more than sentimental slime. 
Obsessed with a desire for domination, 
That shaped her mouth to fish-like egotism, 
Her tongue clacked with inanities that rent 
Faith in her virtues with distaste and schism. 
All this and more I had seen. But now strange death 
That takes the soul, had done a stranger thing ; 
It had given a soul to her—endowed her brow 
And lips and lids beyond imagining. 
For calmness sat where bitterness had been, 
And silence where coarse cackling laughter carked. 
And where the snarling sneer had nostriled her 
Eternity—and majesty—were marked. 
And jealousy no longer jaundiced her ; 
For who is jealous of the Infinite ? 
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Sublimity enswathed her like a dream ; 

On her divinity was deeply writ. 

And now her motherhood was only Nature’s, 
Within whose womb she soon again would lie. 
Her self was selfless—and its littleness 

Was great with all the peace of those who die. 
Therefore my shock, as leaning over the coffin 
I looked upon her satin-pillowed face. 

All that had been unlovely had to all 

That might have been immortal given place. 


II 
A Se t¥r-SERVER 


Sucu was his greed of life and dread of the voidness of the tomb, 
That he bade us bury a clock with him in the grave’s gloom ; 
A clock that would run a year and a day, after his heart stopped. 
Open the coffin... . Look. He listens to it, with lids dropped. 


Look at his brow. It is so still he will be sure to hear 
As he turns to dust the strange tick of an unallotted year. 
He ever wanted more than his share of everything, and so 
Has taken a year of time with him, after his time to go. 


Look at his face, so callous and contemptuous of worth, 

So earthy that it is strange he dreaded at last the still earth. 
Forgetful of all soul-things he has gone to the soul’s clime, 
And has taken with him only the pale posthumous tick of time. 


III 
Tue Drvorcée 


I Knew that her face would look just as it does. 
Death has not chiselled a wonder of it away. 
Rather each line seems given the power to stay 
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Just as it was—by merciful delusion 

‘That comes before decay. 

Her lips are a little withered, it is truae— 

As lips must be when with all wanting through— 

And her eyes are leaden now under her lids ; 

No glance of them for adoration bids. 

Strange that it should be so, for the first time ! 

And stranger that the lure of her is gone, 

None would believe, seeing chaste silence on 

Her brow, that naked thoughts once ran in her 
brain 

With a wild and bold and bacchanal disdain 

Of chastity—after she failed to gain 

In marriage the mated love of which she was fain. 

For, spite of all, she was the kind of woman 

Who loves but one man, be he god or devil, 

And her husband could have led her to any revel, 

Of Heaven or Hell, 

Had he not left her—as was merely human— 

Revolted by an amorousness that clung to him 

Cloying, or that resentful flung to him 

Reminders of the adorers who desired her— 

Left her and sought another with cool hands 

And quiet lips, whose kiss made no demands. 

And so as she lies thus tranquilly at last, 

With calm hands cooler than that other wife’s, 

You must know all the sad and desperate strifes 

She drowned in drugged oblivion ere she passed, 

To know that the look which lingers on her face 

Is unawareness that the infinite change 

From time to eternity has taken place. 

She is her frozen self, ignorant still 

Of Life’s or Dissolution’s ultimate will, 

And only the lily-pall on her seems strange. 
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IV 
An IDEALIST 


Last night I left him very ill, 

Cover his face ; it is too still, 

It is too cold and stark, 

These were the words I read in his eyes 
As he turned toward the Dark : 


The winds of death blow all lights out, 
As a man goes to the tomb, 

Save the one candle light of faith 

That fuckers in the gloom. 

His mind gutters and smokes in his brain, 
And desire’s flame fades out, 

But always there is one faint beam 
Throwing before him a brave gleam, 
And denying life is only a dream 
Wrought by an atom-rout. 


‘These were his words. Cover his face ; 
Soul from it has gone. 

Light a candle in its place : 

He fares farther on. 


THE CAKE -OWELLER 


1 ve never climbed mountains, 
Nor sailed across the sea, 

I don’t know where Llassa is, 
Nor Seoul nor Araby ; 

But every year the wild geese, 
With distance on their wings, 
Come dropping into Doole Lake 
And tell me many things. 
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They don’t speak in Latin, 

And Greek is not their tongue. 
Their lore is not in any book, 
It can’t be said or sung. 

But when I see them sink down 
From star-expectant skies, 

I learn what would even make 
The fool’s heart wise. 


They ’ve been where I ’ll never go, 
‘They ’Il go as far again. 

Yet, though I’m but a man, it is 
Their wings alone I ken. 

For I can see, at Doole Lake, 
More than worlds go by 

In just a flock of wild geese 

‘That pass along the sky. 


SON AND MOTHER 


Do you know what you are fighting against, fatuous mother 
Of the adolescent boy, who does not turn to heed you? 
The desire of Paris for Helen ; Caesar’s for Cleopatra, 
No longer does he need you. 


One kind of passion in your arms he learned of you. 
But now he cannot remember your soft thrilling breasts. 
He can only feel that the girl budding beside him there 
Is all his quests. 


Do you imagine you can call him back to you, 

Or bribe away his years with amorous mothering ? 
It were as easy to bribe the wild young oak yonder 
To refuse the sap of Spring. 
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He is no longer a son. His passion is prouder and older 
Than motherhood ; so he masters you, as his father did. 

His father is dead. And himself is the sire of the future. 
In the girl a mother is. hid. 


Do you not see your caresses are the past to him? 
He feels in your eyes what he loathes to think has ever been 


In the eyes of any before. Young love would have creation 
With itself begin. 


Under the leaves he leads her. Adam of old led Eve so. 
He does not need you. Fold your hands, and go ; it Is fate. 
In a year the cry of a child will suffer him to remember. 
Go-—and wait. 


NO ROOM 


‘THERE never was room for her anywhere, 
Whatever we planned to do, 

If we rode on the river or into the hills, 
‘The seats were one too few. 

Of course, when there was work to be done, 
We called her a dear, and she did it. 

Achievement over, we took the praise ; 
None thought of her amid it. 


Grown older—and ill, she had small care of us, 
Less of the hospital. 

‘It’s really too bad,’ we said, and forgot 5 
And death came, and the pall. 

To the funeral draped in wreaths of rain 
We meant to go, no doubt. 

Before there was room for her in the grave, 


It had to be baled out. 
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And after? . . . Well . . . What would you have? 
Living thoughts and days 
Never have room for a dead woman, 
Useless to their ways. 
Perhaps there ’s a fibre in some one of us 
Holding still a regret 
That bears her name. Lelia, was it? ... 
Lena? Louise? Lisette? 


IN A GEORGIA SWAMP 


Heavy Spanish moss has bearded the live-oaks. 
They are old ; they are sad and very cold. 

In the cypress swamp they stand and seem to mould 
Amid knuckled knees and branches. 


Winter has killed the water : it lies meaningless. 

And the negro cabins with closed doors are windowless. 
A white, bony horse hunched under the barn-eaves 

Is surely the one that Death rode hither upon 

And then abandoned to bleak wind and weather ; 

And poverty’s skin, stretched taut over his skeleton, 
Can hardly hold thin rib and rib together. 


Heavy Spanish moss, and winter, and poverty, 
Are all that weary heart and eye can see, 
Except a brown sweet mocking-bird descanting 
Upon numb nature’s brooding despondency. 


SUSI Ole Ie 


‘Wuart has fallen into my heart ?’ 
Said the pool. 
(It was the sky.) 
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‘Blue it is, and very cool, 

Blue and brave and beautiful ; 

And never a ripple waving from it 
Makes me sigh.’ 


‘What has fallen into my heart?’ 
Came again. 
(It was the stars.) 
‘Purple followed the blue, and then 
Softly—though I knew not when— 
Twinklings of gold, dropping silently 
‘Through night’s bars.’ 
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Jusr where the Ohio bends away 

From Coal-Mine Hill and doubles back 
Between low corn-lands that display 
Their tasselled ranks in wide array, 
The city lies in a moon-curve, 

A crescent smoky at one tip, 

But at the other’s sunny swerve, 

From mill and factory afar, 
Green-sheltered homes and churches are. 


The river frontage has a strip 

Of park-way here, a narrow space 

Of grass and trees where one may lip 
The cool west breeze and watch suns dip. 
Across, the dam lies ; elbowed out 

Into mid-stream, to turn its flow 

‘To wharf and warehouse built about 
The levee’s cobbled slope—where tug 
And busy steamer churn and chug. 
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And here old Garth was master—coarse 
In fibre as split hickory ; 

Shouting command with curse as hoarse 
As the tug-hoots, and with a force 
That beat into the ears and brain 

Of clerk and deckhand, who in fear 
Hurried about with doubled strain 

To check invoice, or lift the weight 
On streaming backs of crowded freight. 


Jess was among them—Jess, his son, 

A lad of twenty—clear of eye 

And clean of limb, just such a one 

As made you ask of earth and sun, 

And of all baffling Nature, how ? 

How have you charmed from a dull stock 
Of narrow tyranny this brow ? 

Can you at will say to the womb 
Heredity is not man’s doom ? 


Answer is wanting. But despite 

A parentage unbeautiful 

The lad had grown—keen to delight 
In beauty and in love, its light. 
Wherefore old Garth, dimly suspecting, 
And hating what was not himself, 

Or like himself, did no neglecting, 

But tore the boy at a young age 

Away to toil’s hard tutelage. 


Away from school—from the new dreams 
That books had kindled in his eyes ; 
Away from friends, and the first gleams 
Of freedom with which friendship streams. 
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‘Work—if you ’re son of mine—not spend,’ 
To Jess, seventeen, the churl had said. 

And there had been a wordless end ; 

Upon the wharf Jess took his place, 


Renouncing all things—save one face : 


The face of Ellen Arden—young 

With all the Aprils of the world, 

And sweet with all the beauty wrung 
From flower-bells by the wind swung. 
A face that Jess had first beheld 
Coming toward him through new throes 
Of manhood that within him swelled : 
And that was instantly the goal 

Of his imagination’s soul. 


For they had met immortally. 

From the first moment when she saw 

Old Garth with hot authority 

Burn the boy’s cheeks, her heart sprang free ; 
Free of the difference of wealth 

And rooted rank and social sheen— 

For what are these to young love’s health ?— 
‘Your father’s cruel,’ Ellen had said. 

For him it struck his father dead. 


For though upon the wharf next day 
To toil with negroes he was put, 

To lifting cotton, wheat, and hay 

And cane cut from the brakes of May ; 
And though he heard his father’s voice 
Swing like a whip across his back, 

It had no smallest power to rout 

The bliss of knowing that her face 
Was in a world where he had place. 
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Nor for years then was there a change. 
He lent his youth, unpaid, to toil, 

Nor scarcely thought of it as strange, 
Or dreamed that he might farther range. 
For Ellen was the Spring’s glad green, 
And Ellen was the Autumn’s gold, 

She was all things of joy between. 

Till once he saw her with another, 
Then a fear took him, with its smother. 


What if he lost her ?—she must wed : 
And could she wed a work-for-nothing ? 
It raised old Garth up from the dead, 


‘He owes me more,’ said Jess, ‘ than bread.’ 
>) >) 


It raised old Garth out of the shroud 
That Ellen—who had called him cruel— 
Had made the boy’s indifference proud 

To wrap him in. ‘He’s mean,’ said Jess, 
‘But he shan’t steal my happiness.’ 


Down to the wharf that night he went 
And hung lonely over the water, 
Brooding until the eve-star spent 

Her fire within the West’s wide tent. 
No craft was on the current ; all 

Were tied along the shore for sleep. 
Only the ripple’s idle fall, 

Or the hull-rats, broke through his sense 
Of injury and impotence. 


For the old man was strong, he knew, 
And a son’s rights were as a slave’s. 

But I will have them—if she’s true— 
More wages now—and those past due.’ 
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He wandered home, rehearsing words, 
Those ageless actors, in his heart, 
Though all his spirit was in curds 

Of bitterness before the fight 


To win what was his human right. 


He rose: old Garth at breakfast looked 

Him over with a scurrile eye, 

And said, ‘ Curse you, what ’s got you hooked ? 
You’re late and I ’ve much business booked.’ 
Jess flung no answer: he would wait 

And in the wharf office have it out. 

‘Had I a mother to abate 

The loneliness I feel !’ he said. 

His mother at his birth was dead. 


He took his hat—looked in the glass : 

Would he see Ellen? Chance so fell. 

His heart beat with a riot mass 

Of struggling raptures. . . . Would she pass, 
Would she? . . . before he reached the corner ? 
He hurried, and she slowed her step, 

A kindness that seemed to adorn her 

In the boy’s eye with deity : 

He worshipped—then prayed out his plea : 


‘Oh, Ellen, I was thinking of you,’ 
And swift he saw her face turn roses. 
*Eilen, may I not dare to love you? 
I do, more than the skies above you. 
I do, I do, though you are rich 

And beautifyl and all that’s bright. 
And I could climb out of this ditch 
Of drudgery and win the world 


If you within my heart were furled. 
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‘My father ’s a mere riverman, 

Who gives me bread alone for wages, 

But that should never be a ban, 

Love a far wider gulf can span. 

I have no money, save the store 

He’s stinted from me these three years, 

But he shall pay me now the more— 

For I am worth it—or I ’ll take 

What ’s mine, and wharf-dust from me shake.’ 


She listened—and her heart went white 
Then red again with the glad blood. 

She loved him, yet it was not quite 

The love that conquers all despite. 

And then her people—and their wrath ; 
For they would cast her off, she knew, 
Since there were riches in her path : 
‘The other he had seen her with 

Was one whose wealth transcended myth. 


“Oh, Jess, I am afraid,’ she cried, 

‘TI think I love you, but my life 

Has been by. pride and place dyed, 

And with you I should be untried. 

If you had money—and no father 

To fetter us in the world’s eye ! 

Wait, Jess, a little while, I ’d rather.’ 
Then with a flutter she was gone— 
But not the dawn with her—the dawn ! 


For love had spoken. So desire 

For wealth and freedom broke out in 
The boy—as might a forest fire 

That sweeps all down and will not tire. 
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He hastened to the ringing wharf. 
The old man waited at the door. 

‘By Hell, do you expect to dwarf 
My business with delays like this?” 
He swore, and struck Jess with a hiss. 


Jess quivered, then said, “Come with me 

Into the office : you must hear. 

I’ve wormed it to your tyranny 

Enough : now something else must be.’ 
‘What?’ said the old man. ‘Come f'—TI will, 
And smash your liver into sense. 

You ’ll learn this is no kid-glove-mill. 

I know well how your lily throat 

Is strangled in a petticoat.’ 


They went: the door was closed behind. 
Without the deckhands grinned and waited. 
‘Ole boss, he shore cuts to the rind,’ 

One said. ‘ Young boss don’t know his kind.’ 
Within, the boy, trembling as sons 

Will tremble before fathers only, 

Strained for the breath of self-control 

To say with dignity his soul. 


‘I’ve worked three years and you have had 
Less words from me than I ’ve had. wages. 
I’ve toiled: for what? ‘To see you pad 
Your purse—and add to it and add. 

Nor did I care: the days were good, 

Rich with the golden hair of Ellen. 

But now I want a livelihood— 

Pay for the past—and for the wife 

I hope to win, a decent life. 
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“I know the trade: give me but these 

And I will soon double your gains. 

But give them not—and I will squeeze 

What’s mine.” . . . Old Garth smote on his 
knees, 

‘What’s yours?’ he cried. ‘Know this, you 
whelp, 

Who lift this whine that I am thieving. 

Ill give you what will be more help.’ 

He struck Jess and the boy went down, 

In long unconsciousness to drown. . . . 


II 


When he came to it was just noon. 

He lay upon the floor and stared. 

He heard mill-whistles through his swoon 

Of pain—like drills into him hewn. 

‘Where am |?’ asked he. “Then came back 
The blow—and still an unseen fist 

Like a great hammer, whack on whack, 
Seemed beating with a demon din 

Upon his wounded brain—far in. 


It maddened him ; till he arose 

And saw the river slipping by. 

He watched it as one does who knows 

Its beauty no more for him flows. 

He was ten million years from it : 

The artery of time was severed. 

In vain his senses strove to knit 

The world that was on yesterday 

With this earth-corpse that round him lay. 
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He bathed his face—and then went out, 
Past sweaty, dinner-pailed deckhands, 

To strive and call his thoughts from rout, 
With his will’s bitter, broken knout. 

He leant against a cotton-bale 

And saw the muddy current pass. . . . 
And when it bore a body, stale, 

Swollen, and foul with drowning, by, 

No difference came into his eye. 


Save that he wished he too were drowned— 
Or the old man—yes, the old man, 

And what had been so hard—to round 

His thoughts up—hatred easily found, 

It herded all wild animal 

Desires within his bleeding heart ; 
Hereditary fiercenesses 

He did not know were in his blood 
Stamped the clear stream of it to mud. 


‘T°ll have my money—and I’ll go,’ 
He-said,) Sill gett afeledie I~ 

He left the wharf, stern with the woe 
Of one Content no more will know. 
He stemmed the heavy cobblestones ; 
‘The shanty-boats sent out a whiff 

Of fish frying and corn bread pones. 
But the sole hunger that he felt 
Was—for the stroke that must be dealt. 


He took a path through tall ragweed 
‘That grew along the river edge, 
Where as a child he used to lead 


In games and many a danger-deed. 
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The sun-cracked clay beneath his feet 
Gaped like his broken world within, 

On which hot shame still seemed to beat. 
Even the face of Ellen now 

Was seared from sight within his brow. 


Beyond the waterworks he stopped, 
Beside the sycamored Bayou. 

A dove in branches leafy-topped 

Her low love-note upon him dropped. 
Its softness only hardened more 

His hate and hard determination. 

How could he get what was his due— 
And then get Ellen—get her too? 


He thought until dark drew the sun 
Into its net—the day was caught, 

And God the Fisher having done, 
Loosed minnow stars to swim and run. 
But Jess, too, Jess had caught his fish— 
A way to get his rights. He rose. 
‘She will not have another wish, 

When I have told her I must leave, 
Than to come with me, to believe.’ 


The blue arc-lights were sifting out 
Their carbon-sparks and settling down 
To the night’s duty, as a doubt 
How to see Ellen brought Jess rout. 
He slowed his step from street to street, 
Scanning the face of each home-comer, 
And hoping one that he might meet 
Would be hers. And it was. She came— 
Twilit—but in her eyes love’s flame. 
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‘ Jess | ’—*‘ Ellen ! ’—‘ Jess !’—* Oh, is it you?’ 
He felt in his her little hand, 

As if around his heart it grew ; 

Yet his words shook her, like death-dew. 

‘What is it, Jess?’ With low alarm 

And love her young girl’s voice trembled. 

‘J have been done a dreadful harm, 

And I must go away—or kill. 

Go with me, Ellen! Say you will.’ 


‘Oh, Jess, what is it ?’—‘ Do not ask. 
To tell you now would strangle me. 
And I have still a bitter task 

To do, and there ’s no time to bask. 
But you shall hear, upon the train, 
All, when for ever we are wedded, 
For that alone will keep me sane. 

Oh, Ellen, if you do not come, 

Then life has added my last sum.’ 


‘I will,’ she said, “{I will, dear Jess, 
Forgetting and forsaking all. 

At your great misery I but guess : 
God let me drain it of distress, 

For now I know father and mother 
And home and swathing luxury 

Can never from this moment smother 
My heart from saying with each beat 
That you alone can make life sweet.’ 


He seized her to him, then said, ‘Go : 
At twelve be ready : I will come.’ 
‘Then as an arrow from the bow 

Of destiny he sped—to woe. 
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He reached the levee ; saw the moon 
Like the thin rind of a new world ; 
A silvery promise of the boon 

Of finding in some new-won place 


Relief from his hot harsh disgrace. 


But first the money must be netted, 

‘ All that is mine ’—he said, and slipped 
Down to the wharf that waves wetted 

A little, by the sharp wind fretted. 

The door gave to his key : the smell 

Of dark-stowed freight struck on his sense. 
But in the darkness he could tell 

His way ; and soon the office latch 
Clicked—and he scraped light from a match. 


The safe stood in the corner—by 

The desk old Garth was wont to use. 
The name upon it met his eye 

As might a ghost he must defy. 

But he remembered the foul blow 
Which had been flung against his brow 
A few hours since, and saw the flow 
Of dry blood on the floor. Dark hate 
Rose in him like a flood of fate. 


Quickly he lit a candle—knelt. . . 

But what was that? ... Nothing. .. . He listened. 
The moon fleeced with a silvery pelt 

The river’s flow—or seemed to melt, 

Then came again so hauntingly 

That life was much too beautiful 

For money thus to bow his knee. . . 

But ere he knew the tumblers fell : 

The combination answered well. 
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Then his hands found the money—bill 

On bili he thrust into his coat ; 

His wages—yet upon his will 

They weighed with fear he could not kill. 
A sound once more—he started. . . . Was 
It but the scuttle of a rat? 

A breathing of God’s broken laws ? 

He knew not as he took one more— 
Then saw old Garth stand in the door. 


lil 


He did not rise, till he had led 

The safe-lock into place, slowly. 

Then something told him he was dead— 
He or the other, whose blear head, 

With blood-shot raging shaggy eyes 
Now held him in a brutal grip : 

For death before itself oft flies 

In premonition. . . . When he rose 

He felt his hand on something close. 


It was a leaden paper-weight 

Upon the desk—Old Garth now rasped, 

“A thief, by God: and I this late 

In knowing it.’ he words were fate. 

“If you say that Ill kill you.’ Jess 

Was strangled with the lying truth. 

“IT ’ll take what ’s mine—no more, no less.’-— 
‘You ll take the road to jail, you bastard, 
And learn how such as you are mastered.’ 


The words went through the boy. He thought, 
“Am Ia bastard? 2 Thens\ivnn fost! 
He'll see me sentenced ! I am caught. 

Oh, Mother!’ .. . then his senses fought. 
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The moon died as a moment passed, 
The river rippled a black blot. 

Old Garth within the door was massed. 
“Stand back,’ cried Jess, ‘and let me go.’ 
He saw the shape move toward him slow. 


And then he felt within his hand 

‘The weight—how cold it was—like death. 
But terror gave him the command : 

He seized and flung it as a brand— 

For all things suddenly were flame 

Before his eyes . . . above the heart 

Of the old man with awful aim 

It struck—and down his victim sank. . . . 
‘The gusty candle went out dank. 


Yet in the horror of the dark 

Jess stood there, waiting for a blow, 

A curse—death even, swift and stark, 
To make of him a sudden mark. 

It fell not, but the creeping night 
Became an infinite accusal 

That pressed upon him—till in fright 
He stumbled toward the door—and felt 
A lump there at his feet. He knelt. 


There was no beat of heart or pulse. 
Clairvoyantly Jess saw the face, 

As one sees under waters dulse. 

Why did it not rage out insults ? 

‘He can’t be dead !’ Jess cried, ‘he can’t !’ 
But who intentless ever slew 

And did not that same anguish pant ? 

We kill and then would die to see 

Breath where breath nevermore can be. 
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A moan wrung Jess. He shook and rose, 
Sought for the candle, gave it flame. 

The room came out of the night’s throes— 
But as a witness, now, that knows. 

What should he do? He saw gleaming 
Along the floor the deadly weight. 


And then... ‘ Heart failure !’ came streaming 
Into his thought. ‘Ill leave him so, 
And none . . . no one can ever know.’ 


But first the weight. It must be placed 
Back on the desk ; and yet he shrank : 

It was as if his fingers faced 

Lifting the dead man’s heart. . . . Yet haste, 
Hasten he must. So from the floor 

He seized it up. “Then with his hand 
Crushed out the light, and to the door, 
Across the unabusive dead, 

Hurried with trembling haunted tread. 


The river dreamed, the stars shone, 
The cool wind with the night trysted. 
But in the world Jess was alone 

As all who kill are : God seemed stone. 
Or was there any God in Heaven? 
‘The gulfs above him and within 
Seenied destitute of kindly leaven : 
Only for misery and doom 

Did the wide universe have room. 


He would have run, he would have fled, 
But knew he must not. He must go 
Quietly home and to his bed, 

And there lie in the arms of Dread. 
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But word to Ellen must be sent 

‘That he was ill. For well he knew 
That fever with its parching breath 
Would dry in him for long the dew 
Of health—nor scarcely give him time 
To shape concealment of his crime. 


IV 


‘The sun rose with a heat that meant 

A thirsty day for straining labour. 

Yet, ere the hour, and singing, went 
The deckhands, children of Content. 
‘They waited at the blind wharf-door. 
“Ole Boss late? No-sir-ree! Ole sun 
Hisself ’s got up too early, shore,’ 

They said, and watched the river foam. 
‘The foreman sought old Garth at home. 


He found Jess—in delirium, 

The servant and a doctor near. 

‘Old Garth?’ He was not in his room, 
The bed untouched : that was the sum. 
Back to the wharf the foreman hurried, 
Scattered the idlers, tried the door. 

It gave . . . past him the cat scurried, 
Mewing with fear. . . . The wharfman lay 
As tranquil as all dead men may. 


The inquest came. The long slow tread 
Of hearse and carriage to the place 
Where dead men do not rail, being dead ; 
Where for the worst a prayer is read. 
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‘His violence was apoplectic 

And the heart failed,’ the verdict ran. 
Jess, fevered, incoherent, hectic, 
Picked flowers in delirium 

For Ellen—adding sum to sum. 


And Ellen, through forbiddance breaking, 
‘Trampled entreaty and command, 

Into her hands her young life taking, 

Sat by him in his sleep or waking. 

‘Yes, Jess,’ she said to the poor brain 
That blindly, blindly added blossoms,— 
Each to her heart a joy, a pain— 

‘Yes, dear, but sleep a little now— 

For it is Ellen wipes your brow.’ 


Oh, would he live? For weeks the wing 
Of Death hung shadowy at his heart, 
Ready with silent winnowing 

‘To beat—and leave there but a thing. 

But Ellen held it back with hope 

And tender courage and desire : 

Not while one feeble ray could grope 
Through the dark pinion would she yield : 
So nurse and doctor, too, were steeled. 


Then one day when an autumn leaf, 

The first, fell drifting to the street, 

And Ellen like a shade of grief 

Stood at the window, came relief. 

Jess woke. ‘The window glimmered there, 
Ellen within it like a dream 

That soon would vanish—leaving air 
‘Tortured again, he knew, with all 

The fever things that creep and crawl. 
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And so he did not dare to speak, 

But waited while the sunset flared 

And lit her with a golden streak 

Of glory—then he murmured weak, 
‘Ellen!’ . . . She turned and saw his eyes 
Clear of the turbid wandering. 

Then through her tears and tearful cries 
Of swift thanksgiving, on her knees 

Beside him poured her ecstasies. 


“You have come back ! you have come back ! 
Oh, Jess, I thought you never would !’ 
‘Then she remembered his long lack 

Of rest—and calmed her blissful rack. 

He was content to gaze at her 

And wonder if he were not dead 

And she a radiant minister. 

He slept the night through, and at dawn 
Awoke—and still she was not gone. 


‘But what has happened ?’ was his thought 
Always in the blest hours that followed. 

He had been ill, he knew, distraught : 

But that forgetfulness had caught 

Away, to some dark oubliette 

Of memory, his piteous crime 

He did not know : nor question yet 
Wherefore his father did not come : 

About his father all was numb. 


But he must ask. And so one day : 
‘Where is my father?’ And his eyes 
Wandered to Ellen’s—where they lay 
In a deep trust, as but love’s may. 
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Ready was she with answer, ‘ Jess, 

We may be married now—there ’s none 
Who will forbid it, no, not one. 

Your father, dear—your father ’s dead, 
And mine of shame must let us wed.’ 


His father dead? Why did the thought 
Seem to him like a thing exhumed 

From his own brain—not gently caught 
From Ellen’s lips with low love fraught ? 
And why could he not tear away 

The shroud of strange forgetfulness 

‘That darkly round the hours lay 

Ere he was ill ?—‘ I’m glad,’ he said, 
‘I’m glad, Ellen, that we may wed.’ 


She laughed at his weak joylessness. 
“But hear,’ she cried, ‘ how rapturous 
My lover is! I must be less 

Securely his—or sip distress | 

He ’ll wed me out of gratitude 

To pay my nursing of him next !’ 

But when she saw a tragic brood 

Of troubles haunting still his eye, 

She said, ‘ Ah, sleep, dear ’—and sat by. 


His strength grew—and one day he rose. 
‘Then came the wedding quietly. 

But still within him there were foes 

He hid from Ellen . . . shadowy woes. 
‘Do not ! do not!” they seemed to moan. 
Though why they should forbid his bliss 
He could not tell. Yet thrice alone 
He seemed when Ellen was his wife— 


And there before him lay all life. 
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About the honeymoon they hung, 

Those shadowy woes ; and anxiously 
Ellen had watched him—sometimes stung 
With fear lest love from him was wrung. 
* All will be well,’ he said, ‘let us 

Go home, and work will make me whole.’ 
‘Then he would kiss her tremulous, 

And think, ‘ What is it calling me? 

Will nothing ease this mystery ?’ 


‘They went—and their first night was glad 
With hope—for she was in his house : 
His now, with all old Garth once had : 


His . . . yet a thought came to him, mad. 


He longed to flee it secretly, 

To let all go—trise from her side 

And run as from some destiny. 

But could he from a horror run 

‘That had no name, no shape—was none ? 


He rose—and tried to sing. With work 
Untroubled veins would come again. 
“Good-bye, dear.” In the words no lurk 
Of presage pierced him with its dirk. 
Soon was the wharf in sight ; the river 
Rippled around it silvery. 

Was it-the cold wind made him shiver ? 
He forced his feet ; and soon the greeting 
Of many rugged hands was meeting. 


Then with the foreman’s orders given, 
He turned to mount toward the office 
Whither he had been driven, driven, 
By the thing hid in him, unshriven. 
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Passing the window he beheld 

A child upon the deck below. 

A wish to speak to it upwelled. 

But he went on—on, through the door, 
Across the bloodstain on the floor. 


Then on the desk he saw the weight. 
It stopped his feet—and shuddering 

As in a strained hypnotic state 

He was drawn backward by his fate. 
He gazed as one who in a beryl 

Calls up the ghosts of dead events 
Despite the prescience of their peril, 
Compelled—by something in his brain. 
Then memory swept through him plain. 


The weight again was in his hand. . . 
He saw his father’s blood-lit eyes . 

He flung it, as his fear’s demand . . . 

The night was lit as by a brand. 

‘Then came the darkness and the stumbling 
‘Toward the dead thing upon the floor ; 
Anguish then, and the fever’s rumbling, 
Telling him ever through its blur 

He was his father’s murderer. 


“Oh, God,’ he moaned, ‘ what shall I do?’ 
And gazed unseeing on the river— 

Which was not with him yet quite through— 
‘What have I brought love’s beauty to?’ 

He moaned again, then to his feet 

Sprang with his hands locked on his breast, 
And, as one who transcends defeat, 

‘Though he must die, said tearful, ‘ Yes . 

I must confess. I—will confess.’ 
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He started to the door, aware, 

Or half aware, of stir below. 

He staggered blindly down the stair. 

Who called his name—what happened there ? 

The deckhands huddled on the edge 

Of the chill wharf were in commotion. 

ile“s currk Meera ete ketch! hina!) 24) git 
the dredge !’ 

‘They cried—and in the water Jess 

Saw a child’s face in drowning stress. 


Jess knew no more than that he slipped, 

As down into the icy flood 

He plunged, and that his limbs were gripped 

By cramps and all strength from him 
stripped. 

The child beside him sank, then he 

Sank too, once, twice—how cold, how cold 

Was the brown water’s mastery. 

He thought of Ellen—saw her face, 

And then was nowhere, in no place. 


Vv 


They drew him—and the child—found near 
‘Together—out upon the shore. 

Ellen, whose heart would be his bier 

For ever, came without a tear. 

He for another died? ‘Then grief 
Unworthy of him should not rend 

Cries from her—but sublime belief 

In the great glory of her God 

She wrung from each slow-falling clod. 
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OLD GARTH’S FESS 


So the years pass. And crescentwise 
he city grows ; while sire and son 
Still by the river’s fall and rise 
Fight the old fight that never dies. 
For between young and old the hill 
Of life rises, and neither sees 
More than the way, unmastered still, 
That must be gone. . . . And so the woes 
Of wanton time still round them close. 


THE.YOUNG  LO*FHE-OLD 


You who are old— 

And have fought the fight— 

And have won or lost or left the field— 
Weigh us not down 

With fears of the world, as we run ! 
With the wisdom that is too right, 

‘The warning to which we cannot yield, 
‘The shadow that follows the sun, 
Follows for ever ! 

And with all that desire must leave undone, 
Though as a god it endeavour ; 

Weigh, weigh us not down ! 


But gird our hope to believe— 

That all that is done 

Is done by dream and daring— 

Bid us dream on ! 

That Earth was not born 

Or Heaven built of bewaring— 

Yield us the dawn ! 

You dreamt your hour—and dared, but we 


THE YOUNG TO THE OLD 423 


Would dream till all you despaired of be ; 
Would dare—till the world, 

Won to a new wayfaring, 

Shall find no faith beyond its reach withdrawn ! 


CHARTINGS 


‘THERE is no moon, only the sea and stars ; 
There is no land, only the vessel’s bow 
On which I stand alone and wonder how 

Men ever dreamed of ports beyond the bars 
Of Finitude that fix the Here and Now. 

A meteor falls, and foam beneath me breaks ; 
Dim phosphor fires within it faintly die. 
So soft the sea is that it seems a sky 

On which eternity to life awakes. 


The universe is spread before my face, 
Worlds where perhaps a million seas like this 
Are flowing and where tides of pain and bliss 
Find, as on earth, so prevalent a place 
That nothing of their wont we there should miss. 
The Universe, that man has dared to say 
Is but one Being—ah, courageous thought ! 
Which is so vast that hope itself is fraught 
With shame, while saying it, and shrinks away. 


Shrinks, even as now! For clouds sweep up the skies 
And darken the wide waters circling round, 
From out whose deep arises the old sound 

Of Terror unto which no tongue replies 
But Faith—that nothing ever shall confound. 
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CHARTINGS 


Not only pagan Perseus but the Cross 
Is shrouded—with wild wind and wilder rain, 
That on me beat until my soul again ~ 

Sings unsurrendering to fears of Loss. 


For this I know,—yea, though all else lie hid 

Uncharted on the waters of our fate, 

All lands of Whence or Whither, whose estate 
In vain imagination seeks to thrid, 

Yet cannot, for the fog within Death’s gate,— 
This thing I know, that life, whatever its Source 

Or Destiny, comes with an upward urge, 

And that we cannot thwart its mighty surge, 
But with a joy in strife must keep the course. 


A BEACHCOMBER 


SHALL I ever lie where I would lie, 
Under the sea, at last ? 

Shall I ever sleep where I would sleep, 
In a grave deep and vast ? 

Shall I ever feel sands sifting 
Over my soulless bones, 

I who am weary of wanton drifting 
And weighted down with groans? 


Shall I ever gaze thence upward 
‘Through emerald fathoms the tide 
Has shovelled deeply over me 
And see stars swarm inside 
The hollow of space, like maggots 
Within a dead God’s brain ? 
Shall I ever lie uncaring 
And free at last of pain? 
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Oh, it is long since Phoenicia 
Went down to the sea in ships, 

Since Salamis—and Actium lost 
For Cleopatra’s lips. 

Oh, it is long men suffer, 
And the end is not yet. 

Shall I ever lie where I would lie, 
And forget, forget, forget ? 


AFTER THE SYMPHONY 


Tue last finale had crashed, 

A surging shower of iridescent vibrance. 
And as the musicians sighed and rose 

To drift away into the night, 

Their tired instruments, glinting no longer, 
Catching no longer enchanted rhythms 
Into their breasts of wood and brass, 

Were laid away in case and cover, 


Hushed. 


The violins slept ; 

With rhythm-dreams flitting along their fibres. 
The flute with an aria lingering yet at its vents, 
Like a disembodied soul at earthly haunts, 

Lay still ; 

And still lay the clarinet and sad oboe 

In the leathern dark that swathed them. 


Then I heard speaking, 
Started, I think, by a viola : 
‘How much Beethoven has said in his Fifth ! 
Had he but told us a little more 
The meaning of all life’s haunting Minors 
Would surely be open to us !’ 
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AFTER THE SYMPHONY 


A piccolo sighed, ‘ Perhaps.’ 


To which a cello mourned reply, 

‘No ; you forget Tchaikowsky ! 

Chords cannot plumb the ultimate meaning of sorrow. 
The “ Pathétique ” is proof that grief and wrong 
Are discord-atoms, element-powers, 

That enter all being darkly. 

Resolve them away, we may, 

Ever into the Major, 

But ever, as mists to moors, they return, 

Blindly to brew their bane. 

Meanings are but illusions that vanish, 

Mysteries only abide !’ 


‘Then,’ said a blunt bass-viol, 
‘Tllusions are better, though briefer ! 
Bach, with his bounding clarity, for me ! 
The strong crisp creed of a fugue, 

Free of all doubtings, achings, searchings, 
Sure at last of completion ! ’ 


‘And of immortality too?’ asked an oboe, 
With reedy quaver. 

‘Would indeed it were so! . . 

Would we could round life off 

To a circle of perfection !’ 


‘ But since we cannot,’ rang a horn, 

‘For wishes are not wonders, 

Why do we whine of meaning and mystery ? 

What do these matter? Power is all ! 

Strength to shout to the heavens 

‘That we are masters of them 

As long as we breathe of earth. 

For Death and the Dead are equals—both are dead !’ 


AFTER THE SYMPHONY 


From the drums a volley echoed, ‘ Both are 
dead !’ 

Whereon was hushing, but not ceasing ; 

No more peace or ceasing 

‘Than follows the rattle of clods on a coffin. 

For all waited the word of their leader, the 
violin, 

Whose voice is ever reverberant 

Of the hope and despair of the world. 


And softly it began. , . 

As if the thronging memories 

Of a thousand symphonies stirred it : 
Of allegros that ran like youth 
Before slow-aging adagios ; 

Of scherzos that dissolved in the arms 
Of funeral strains, to be borne away 
On the solemn hearse of silence : 
Softly it began . . 

“We play but ill, comrades, 

And blind to the Score’s beauty, 

Else neither meaning nor mystery 
Would overmuch trouble us. 

Great joy can only come to the griever, 
Great grief to the rejoicer. 

So only they who are resonant 

With both, and who sound harmonies 
That waken harmonics infinite, 

Only they play well ! 

Be the clef what it may, then, 

Be the time brave or broken, 

There is a rhythm allwheres 

Of mingled Major and Minor 


For those with soul to seize it !’ 
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AFTER THE SYMPHONY 


An interval followed 

Of silvery murmured assent : 

Not even the blare-begetting horn broke it} 
Then slow sleep muted all to oblivion. 


THE SONG OF THE STORM-SPIRITS 


Come over the tide, 

Come over the foam, 

Dance on the hurricane, leap its waves, 
Dream not of the calm sea-caves 

Nor of content in them and home. 

For that is the reason the hearts of men 
Ever are weary—they would abide 
Somewhere out of the spumy stride 

Of the world’s spindrift—a want denied. 
That is the reason: though they know 
‘That the restive years have no true home, 
But only a Whence, Whither, and When— 
Whence and Whither for hearts to roam. 
So who would tarry and rest the while, 
Not dance as we, and sing on the wind, 
Against the whole flow of the world has sinned, 
And soon is weary and cannot smile. 
Dance then, dance, on the fleeting spray ! 
None can gather eternity 

Into his heart and bid it stay, 

Swiftly again it slips away. 

Dance, and know that the will of Life 

Is the wind’s will and the will of the tide, 
And who finds not a home in its strife 
Shall find no home on any side ! 
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REPROACH 


You have hurt beauty for her. 

You have bruised the stars and broken the moon’s 
peace. 

You have given the wind a moan that will not cease, 

You have made of the setting sun a wound bleeding. 


You have stricken the sea with palsy—and distuned 
Its rhythm to a shaken sick despair ; 

And gull wings are not buoyant anywhere : 

For time has become insatiate passion pleading, 
And space but a heavy stalking-place of care. 

She cannot walk or wing or flutter free 

From the thought of you. 

And yesterday, not to-morrow, is her destiny. 


THE MAD PHILOSOPHER 


Tuey let him wander as he will 
By wood and river, vale and hill, 
‘Though snapped by madness are the strings 


Of his wan mind’s imaginings. 


And often his sad spirit’s breath 

Will chant of life and love and death, 
‘Twanging upon the broken ends 

Of strings that some chance moment mends. 


‘The harlot moon still clings to earth,’ 
He croons, ‘ though love’s of little worth. 
Cold as the spirit of a star 

Her lips and eyes and bosom are. . . 
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THE MAD PHILOSOPHER 


‘Within some sky beyond the sky 

There is a whisper, Why, Why, Why? 
If I could climb the wind to it, 

Of frenzy earth should soon be quit. . . . 


‘ A person lives that men call God. 
I caught Him once within a clod. 
He is not really God at all, 

But only atoms that can crawl... . 


‘Hey diddle, many sorrows be 

Within the womb of destiny. 

‘That ’s why the thrush will chant all day— 
‘To keep from hearing men who pray. . . . 


‘The sweet, sweet herb of happiness 
Grows ever less, and less, and less. 
I’m sure it is because men look 

At their own image in the brook. . . . 


‘A bride is such a lily thing ; 

She lets you bind her with a ring. 

I see Queen Gwin and Lancelot— 
But Arthur’s face is all a blot. . . . 


‘Lean down and I will tell you why 

‘The stars are lighted in the sky. 

‘They are for tapers on the bier 

Of—hush ! don’t say it: He is near... . 


‘The owl is hooting what o’clock 

The Judgment Day at last shall knock. 
But time who whips us to the grave 

Is the one saviour who can save. . . 
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‘I'll vow it, though to Hell I’m sunk : 
God with the whole world’s tears is drunk. 
That ’s why He is not God at all 


But only atoms that can crawl... . 


“Aye, doubt! But when the lightning’s knout 
Splits the sky’s skull do Brains fall out ? 

There ’s sun and moon and sky and sea 

And worm and ape—and you and me. . . 


“Yet if you love a maid then all 
The atoms do not seem to crawl 
So heartlessly : though why it is 
Can be no business of His.’ . . . 


So sings he in the little whiles 

That health again half on him smiles, 
‘Twanging the sadly broken strings 
Of his poor mind’s imaginings. 


INCREDIBLE! 


Ir must be I am mistaken ; one bird note 
Cannot have all this power upon my heart, 

To which the breath of violin-swept symphonies, 
Or clarioned concertos, 

Has merely been as music, muted or mighty ! 


Winter has gone, I know ; but how can spring, 
That has not come, suddenly blossom through me, 
Leafily, 

Because one little lark upon a limb 

Ripples his throat ? 


INCREDIBLE ! 


I am too near nature’s creative rapture 5 

I am caught by it—I who have sought to capture 
How can I walk again on heels and toes, 

Who have winged with poetry beyond all prose ! 


THE CHANT OF. THE COLORADO 
(At the Grand Canyon) 


My brother, man, shapes him a plan 
And builds him a house in a day, 
But I have toiled through a million years 
For a home to last alway. 
I have flooded the sands and washed them down, 
I have cut through gneiss and granite. 
No toiler of earth has wrought as I, 
Since God’s first breath began it. 
High mountain-buttes I have chiselled, to shade 
My wanderings to the sea. 
With the wind’s aid, and the cloud’s aid, 
Unweary and mighty and unafraid, 
I have bodied eternity. 


My brother, man, builds for a span : 
His life is a moment’s breath. 
But I have hewn for a million years, 
Nor a moment dreamt of death. 
By moons and stars I have measured my task— 
And some from the skies have perished : 
But ever I cut and flashed and foamed, 
As ever my aim I cherished : 
My aim to quarry the heart of earth, 
Till, in the rock’s red rise, 
Its age and birth, through an awful girth 
Of strata, should show the wonder-worth 
Of patience to all eyes. 


THE CHANT OF THE COLORADO 


My brother, man, builds as he can, 
And beauty he adds for his joy, 

But all the hues of sublimity 
My pinnacled walls employ. 

Slow shadows iris them all day long, 
And silvery veils, soul-stilling, 

‘The moon drops down their precipices, 
Soft with a spectral thrilling. 

For all immutable dreams that sway 
With beauty the earth and air, 
Are ever at play, by night and day, 
My house of eternity to array 

In visions ever fair. 


MOUNTAINS IN THE GRAND CANYON 


Eacu a primeval vastness, shaped by hands 

Whose cosmic strength carved idly then forgot, 
In half-created awfulness here stands, 

For sun and wind and cloud and rain to rot. 
No chaos do they seem, but as the work 

Of a lone God, or one to purpose blind— 
Who could not turn away from it, or shirk, 

Yet without love or hope has wrought his mind. 


And man was not when first their mythic shapes 
Emerged phantasmal in the Great Gulf’s terror ; 
Nor shall man be when the last silence drapes 
Their desolation’s dread and deathless error. 
For supra-human, supra-mundane, sunk 
In dull and dread indifference they sit— 
Abortive rock from whence all soul has shrunk, 
Abandoned quarry of the Infinite. 
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NAQUITA 


NAQUITA 
(New Mexico) 


‘ Naguira,’ he said, ‘ Naquita, 
But one thing do I ask : 

Bear my dust to the wide plains 
And scatter it to the four winds, 
That it may ride the mesas, 

The buttes and the red arroyos, 
And not be shut in a small tomb, 
An inn for all comers— 

Whose host, the harrowing worm, 
Sets no fare forth at all, 

Save for himself, but silence.’ 


And so I took his body 

Of death-made alabaster 

And bore it, in obedience, 

To the place of cruel burning. 

I gave his lips to a flame 
Stronger than any passion, 

And his eyes, that held wide heaven 
And all eternity for me. 

And I went back to the mesas— 
Bearing the world-—and God— 
In a little urn of dust. 


And then—Oh hunger of love !— 
I was stricken and could not do it. 
“If I scatter his dust,’ I said, 

‘I scatter my soul to madness. 
For if his heart were blowing 

On the windy buttes and mesas 
My heart would follow after. 
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But here in a grief-grey urn 
I stili can hear it beating, 

I still can clasp it to me. 
He still must wait to ride ! 


“For a little while must wait, 
Till the flame shall take me too, 
And our twin dusts commingled 
On the swift mount of the wind 
Shall follow all trails that flesh 
Can never, never follow. 

Yes, over the Plains hurtle 
Afar, flame-wedded atoms : 

Till the last wind shall cease, 
And dust no more be dust, 

And life and death be one.’ 


IN A CANYON OF THE SANTA INEZ 
(California) 


SwIFT mountain-water purling far below me, 
Stupendous granite piercing high above, 

The sea spread out in lucent grey behind me, 
Framed by the live-oaks gnarled and mossy round me. 
Upon it Santa Cruz’s shadowy summits, 

Islanded by the mists as by the waves ; 

Another world’s they seem, miraged a moment, 
Another world’s—and vanished as I gaze. 


The sunlight casting mile-long purple shadows, 

That drench the chaparral with cooling gloom. 

The shimmery peaks pine-edged against the brightness, 
The canyoncitos for the eagle’s eyrie. 
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Down, down, far down, the wet-lipped waters calling, 
Giving a voice to rugged solitudes, 

To granite cliffs as moveless as dead ages 

And mighty with repressed omnipotence. 


Omnipotence? Ah yes, for every shoulder 

Of the high range holds off the infinite, 

The blue-pressed infinite in which are hidden 
Star-weight and moon-weight and God-weight together. 
‘The precipices shudder with such steepness 

As strikes the heart beholding deathly still. 

Within their dark crevasses creeps the eternal 

And chaos yet exerts its primal will. 


IN THE DEEP MIDNIGHT 


I 

CLANGING, ever clanging ! 

Clanging in the deep midnight, train-bells clanging ! 

Over the city sleeping, 

Over the silent huddle of roofs and shadows, 

Over the hearts of thousands, lying enchambered, breathing 
evenly, 

Or breathing and tossing, to and fro, on torn seas of insomnia ; 

Clanging over the streets, restless clanging — 

Over hushed streets, with blue electric lights lonesomely burning ; 

Over the steepled churches— 

The shrines dark and empty save for the voiceless souls of Bibles ; 

Over the wan Hospital, the wards where the sick lie waking a 
little, 

And where they moan a little, not knowing why ; 

Over the Jail, where the guilty, too, wake and stir in their ward, 

And where they start, with waging blood, and moan and beat at 
their bars, 
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Because for them there is neither home nor highway ; 
‘Over that other prison, where the dead lie, 

But wake not at all, nor struggle, nor beat at their bars ! 
Ever, ever clanging ! 


I 

O voiceful restlessness ! 

Vibrant soul of the world’s coming and going, 

‘Resonant want of it, restive vent of it, and of desire, desire— 

Desire to wander back to the peace of the known, 

Or out and away to the anywhere of deliverance— 

How many, a-dream, are caught in the net of your ringing ! 

How many turn in their sleep and are caught away to the sea’s 
roaring, 

Are caught away . . . over corn tossing, and woods waving, and 
rivers, 

Past the red-lit or the green-lit stations, clanging, 

Away to the dark of the East or the dark of the West ! 

How many remember, far from mother or wife, 

And wonder if there is waking, if there is waiting, 

If there are tears falling for them in the darkness ! 

How many, under your quaver, under your clamour and evocation, 

See sudden again the far-aways of childhood, 

Brought forth from the shadowy bournes of years and grief and 
blind forgetting, 

To merge again in the mists of sleep’s immuning ! 

How many, under your riot, under your plangence, under your passion, 

Ride again over cattle-wilds, again over buttes and mesas, 

Unlassoed still by Life, lords of its spaces, of its pastures ! 

How many, mated with sin, disease, and stagnance, 

In dens, moonless and loveless, where the free sweet winds would 
sicken, 

Feel, as they hear, the nails of their souls’ coffin, 

Driven, driven, driven, driven in ! 
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Il 


It passes, as all passes ; there is silence. 

The huddled roofs dream again in the shadows, 

With the blue electric lights lonesomely burning, the streets 
unbroken ; 

Night’s immemorial opiate rules all. 

And the stars come closer, beaten off no more by the sound’s 
urgence, 

Intimate now, and ready with revelations, with reachings ; 

For the sky has become the confessional of God, 

And, Priest of the Universe, He hears its need—and shrives it— 

Till all the crying that was, now is comfort, 

All want that was is peace . . . all clanging rest | 


AN INTERIOR 


BECAUSE you cannot sit with me 

And read a book when night has come, 
But press your hands upon your breast 
And give your eyes to all unrest. 
Because at windows and at doors 

You glance, and wait the least wind-tap 
Of pines against the prescient pane, 
And if it does not come are fain, 
Suddenly starting from your chair, 

To go and see what may be there,— 

I know that you can only care 

For that which is not anywhere : 


For that which calls without a voice, 
Which moyes without a shape, 

Which wills, but ever without choice ; 
Which brings death—not escape. 
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A WOMAN WRONGED 


I am dead and in my grave. 

Let me alone. 

‘The seeping of rains down through me, 

And the reaching of roots down after me, 

And the skimming of leaves above me, are enough. 
Let me alone. 


You have had your will of me, 

So wherefore, now, 

Should your questions creep here to me, 

And the roots of-your doubt reach at me, 

And your thoughts restively skim and shudder above me? 
Let me alone. 


Would you rifle the grave too? 

Go away. 

I have nothing left for your taking. 

My hair is not gold, but dust now. 

My eyes are not stars, but stillness. 

My flesh is not beauty aflame, but very cool. 
Let me alone. 


UNHARVESTED 


I 


Tue night air is still, my window open. 

I lean upon the casement and look out 

At stars that seem to hang dim 

In the autumn-thinned tree-tops— 

Like fruit that is over-ripe and unharvested— 
And at the moon’s gold on a vine of cloud 
A-wither along the low edge of the East. 
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UNHARVESTED 


I number the fall of six leaves, silently, 
And of six heart-beats that slow time 
As softly scatters through me : 

Then my will wanders, and dissolves 

In the grey sighing distances of sadness : 
For so much in me too lies unharvested. 


II 


Who was it that first leant thus from a window 
And felt himself but a tired mote 

In a tireless universe ? 

Who was it first said ‘I’ to the selfless sky 
After a day of mute longing and labour? .. . 


Restless querying thought, there is no answer, 
And you but wake a worn bird in the branches, 
But wake my soul that slept. 


LURID LIVES 


I 
RaASsPUTIN 
(To his band of court ladies and other satellites) 


Burxp an altar in my chamber, 
Spread linen upon the floor, 
Let two candles burn. 

1 am Russia, I am God, 

I am God’s czar on earth : 


You shall be as I ! 


Build an altar! Bring food, 
Bring foam of red champagne. 
We shall feast, in a ring, 
Chanting hymns around ! 


LURID LIVES 


Then, communing, cup to cup, 
We shall rise like bubbles up, 
Rise and float on air ! 

For by love’s might, divine, 
You ’ll be His, being mine, 
You ’ll be His, Haste, then, 
Let our joys twine ! 


For, remember this, 

You, high and haughty ! 

I was a muzhik in the wilds, 

I was a pilgrim on the roads, 

I have sinned, wholly. 

And to sinners alone come, 
When they pray, spent and dumb, 
Blissfullest salvation. 

So to you, as to me, 

There shall come the ecstasy 
God bids me give you. 

Body and soul I will fuse 

In you. ‘Then, when I choose, 
I will kiss and save you ! 


Yes! I, a muzhik lowly, 
I can do this thing. 

Jesus Christ knew a manger. 
I to filth am no stranger, 
Long I fed as swine : 


Till a day men beheld 


Might in me, and women enspelled 


Led me to the throne— 
Where the Czarina sat, palely, 
Waiting for an heir. 
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LURID LIVES 


And to her they cried, 

‘A saint, of the Crucified, 
Who transcends sin ! 

Bid the Czar hear him, 
Though it be chagrin. 

Bid the Czar hear him!’ . . 
An heir entered in ! 


Haste, then ! in Christ’s name ! 
I am Russia’s holy flame, 

I, the sin-transcender ! 
Ministers of state, or war, 

Seek me out, near and far, 

Kiss my hands, fawning. 

For they know none may dare 
Rise against my power. 

Over the steppes, in their folly, 
They should go, melancholy, 
Eating wind and rain ! 

Over the snow they should go— 
To Siberia’s pain ! 


But to all who gather 

In my holy band 

‘There shall come bliss. 

They shall dance up to God, 
Glide to satyation. 

‘They shall feel the thirst of sin, 
Given first to Adam. 

‘They shall eat the apple of Eve, 
‘Then, when they win reprieve, 
Joy, past all measure, 

They shall know why I teach 


Sinners alone to Heaven reach ; 


LURID LIVES 


Yea, and why fools, who cry 
I shall fail and fall, lie ! 
Haste, then ; build our shrine, 
With a holy pleasure ! 


Il 
A Cuicaco Rep 
(In a grain elevator) 


I’ve got the sack, have I, and I can go? 

I needn’t mouth, toothless, about it either ? 

My fangs are out, you ’re guessing, from now on? 
By God, and if they are, isn’t there reason ? 
Haven’t I bitten enough at hands like yours, 

You ‘ wheat king of the prairies,’ to be toothless ? 
Haven’t I gnawed at cunning lies that strangle 

A poor man’s guts and tell him slenderness 

Of belly ’s good—better than rich men’s fat ? 
Haven’t I, day and night, never weary, 

Sunk my teeth in the gilded rotten heels 

Of your curst labour-grinding money-gods? . . . 
And do you sit there swivelling in comfort, 

With twenty million dollars in your pockets 

And twenty million thefts upon your soul, 

And smile, 

And think : ‘ The old goat’s Heaven is Bolshevism, 
Damn pity he can’t go and chew his cud there’? 
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You do, smug and contemptuous ; and you sneer, too, 


That now I’m off Ill talk myself cross-eyed ! 
A lie! It’s looking upon the looting likes 

Of such as you, who ’re crooked as hell-claws, 
Who only know one straight line in the world— 
To the nearest pile of pelf—that twists my eyes ! 
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LURID LIVES 


It’s knowing how you slip the price of bread up, 

You and your kind, a thieving cent or two, 

And then how, with the profit pouched, you see 

Upon each coin only, ‘In God We Trust,’ 

Not starving faces staring at your greed— 

Women’s faces, little wizened children’s, 

In Europe there, or ever-hungry Asia ! 

It’s knowing how the jazz of gold deafs you 

To the rattle of bones, that are so fleshless worms 

Couldn’t live on them, into unnumbered graves ! 

By the blood of Truth it is! And what’s your 
answer ¢ 

‘This is a free country. “Take away 

The right of a man to make all that he can, 

Or confiscate his money when he’s made it, 

And the spine of civilisation breaks in two. 

While as for Europe, let her work and pay, 

Not war ; let spawning China cease to breed 

Superfluous hordes if she dislikes famine . 

I had no children till IT made a fortune... .” 

You pea’s-cod of importance, with your ‘I,’ 

‘That ’s but a flimsy futile ark of self 

Upon the Flood now beginning to rise ! 

When will you learn the only safety for it— 

And for humanity—is to invite 

All into it, and then rename it ‘We’? 

When will you learn God gives the soil grain, 

Not for your greed, not to be garnered up 

In wormy elevators and gambled with, 

But to feed hungry lips ? 

When will you grasp the new gospel of Christ, 

That workers only shall inherit the earth, 

And that rewarded work alone is Heaven ? 
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Never, you think, never, while such flaunters 
Of red rags as I, with bile for blood 
And dynamite for brains, keep raving it? 
Then you will, so help me, when you see 
How Revolution that is surging up 
Already at the sluice-gates of the world 
shall. sa 

God! It’s all useless ; for no tide 
Of rage can ever overwhelm a land 
So bloated with the fat of food and fortune ! 


Ilr 
CONDEMNED 


Wuart, itisdawn? ‘The trap ’s ready ? and you, with the Book ? 
Round the grey cell I have scarcely time for another look ? 
Over my eyes the cap slips in a moment more ? 

Only that much of breath remains, ere through the floor 

I’m to be shot . . . and swing on air, over the ground ? 
Swing, as a hanged man must, and stare : till sight ’s drowned ? 
Well, so be it! But, hear ; no prating of ‘God’ at the trap. 
God is only the Night that fills the Unknown’s gap. 

‘He is the Resurrection,’ you answer, ‘and the Life?’ 

Vow so, when you have slain your friend—and a wanton wife ! 


IV 
SYBIL, TO HER COUNSEL 


May you come in? Yes, and all the world. 
Now that I know the truth about my shame, 
How it is worse than mine, prison will serve 
As well as any place to hide it in— 

Unless you happen to have a drop of poison 
To butter my bread with ; and you haven’t : 
That must be churned, here, out of my heart. 
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How old am I? .. . You must know? .. . Thirty. 
What was my mode of life—and where lived ? 

A word will answer that, one amorous word 

Sipped lusciously from books by you and all men 
With keen, secret, orgiastic pleasure : 

I ’ve been since twenty-one a courtesan, 

Sunk, at last, to the streets, and so here. . . 
Though now that I know why, I don’t care : 

My own image was not upon my soul, 

Nor was my own flesh upon my body: .. . 

So if the jury you appear before, 

You who want me too, like all the rest, 

As I can see . . . having so often hunted 

‘The jungle eyes of men for the least stir 

Of passion, the least thought of my breast’s softness 
Or limbs’ whiteness . . . if, I say, the jury .. . 
But that’s no matter . . . that nor anything. . . 
Not even in the end who the judge is— 

Unless you get God—changing the venue, 

If that ’s your legal slang, from earth to Heaven : 
For none but God can judge the tangled growths 
Sprung from the seeds heredity has sown 

So blightingly across the generations ; 

Nor will remembering, as your eyes so plainly 

And patiently remind me now to do, 

‘That twelve talesmen will file into a box, 

And not archangels, on my day of judgment, 
Change matters. For I do. But now that I know 
Why 1 have been a harlot, why my body 

Has never tended the ‘ vestal shrine of virtue,’ 

All else is as the futile weight of nothing. 

Yes, and, notwithstanding that, I see 

How you, the appointed ‘ counsel for the defence,’ 
And handsome too with the flush of yearning on you, 
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Would give—like many another who has craved 
The scarlet I have but inherited— 

All flowers of earth for this red one of Hell. 
Yes, I say . . . and yet if I’m alluring 

Still. . . it is only for what I have been, 

I and my kind, since the first lover’s thought 
Strayed to a “strange woman.’ . . . So if your jury, 
Forgetting that, let their eyes slip down 

My body, instead of straight into my heart, 
They too, desiring, will no doubt accuse 

My beauty, that no longer means enticement, 
Of having sought even to seduce Justice. 

And meanwhile I shall know that in my breast 
Only one thought is breathing—with a despair 
That is beyond all bitterness : the thought 
That lust was my dead mother’s wanton trade, 
Ere I, too, was born a mistress of it, 

And that there are no innocent or guilty 
Anywhere in the universe, but only 

The chain-gang of heredity, bound together 

By the helpless sin of all, and tramping the prison 
Or highways of life—inescapably. 

I shall know this, I say, or if it be 

Not so, then God forgive me—or, if He must, 
Punish me for each one of all the sins 

But one I am guiltless of—bearing children. 


Vv 
Tue Doctor’s ACCOUNT OF IT 


Pourrnc slow digitalis into a phial 
For some over-forgetful heart’s beating, 
He said, ‘ What lay at the root of all was only 
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Too much belief in God—and yet too little 5 
For superstition and atheism are born 
Of the same mother . . . as you will perceive. 


‘The apple-tree stood there by the well-sweep, 

Not wholly withered as now, and with fruit on it— 
The kind of fruit you bite into, then drop, 

As if thinking of Eve and the Garden of Eden. 
And here at the window where we sit sat Jem, 

His brooding jealousy as dark and seething 

As the cloud that rose behind the wood yonder 

And shoved the heat of August down on earth. 


‘He was looking out upon his wife, Hester, 

A morning-glory slip of a thing, Id say, 

Who had gone to escape his mood out into the orchard 
And who stood there by the shrivelled tree reaching 
‘To pluck one of the apples—and he was asking 


Himself with sullen pain: “Can I trust her ? 
She ’s ripe for any man’s desire, that ’s plain, 
And Gary knows it. . . . Why then may the smiles 


She gives not mean that he already has plucked her ? ” 
He was asking that ; and in a brace of moments 
Would likely enough have sunk into a slough 

Of remorse for his shameful thought of her, 

Had not the bolt—mind you, from a blue sky— 

For the storm still -hung stagnant there in the west— 
Had it not fallen,—thunder, and then lightning, 

A shivering sharp incandescent flame of it, 

And struck her with such fiery jagged suddenness 
That she fell down, charred and shrivelled, to earth. 


“Incredible ? 
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‘To him, yes, as well as you ; but also 

Quite Biblical, or so he chose to take it : 

And medicine for that was not at hand. 

The funeral in the rain the next day— 

When she was laid between a fir and willow 
Upon our hill of dank text-ridden tombs— 

Was solemn with a sense that God’s judgment 
Had fallen on some secret wickedness, 

And what that wickedness was, Jem’s jealousy, 
Now fortified by fate, no longer questioned. 


“When therefore he had turned his mare’s head homeward 
From the cemetery, through the sucking mud 

And under dripping hedges, every hoof-beat 

And heart-beat drove bitterness into him ; 

And night blackened bitterness to hate ; 

And day heated hate to white revenge. 

For though a voice whispered he might be wrong, 
That a judgment of God might fall upon the pure, 
As blight upon innocent fields of grain, 

Another voice told him relentlessly 

That God, smiting only one of the sinners, 

Who had seared his happiness this side of Heaven, 
Had left the other to be punished by— 

He did not say Azmse/f—though all his hate did. 


‘Then came the night he went to seek Gary : 
Out past the withered apple, whose charred limbs 
Shone gritty in the moon 3 up through the wood 
That flung dark shadows on his path like spells ; 
Then down the valley to a cottage door 

Draped in unearthly stillness by the gloom. 

His heart was beating blindly, the blood pushed 
Painfully at the hot base of his brain. 
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He struck upon the door and had words ready— 
Ready as shot—to pour into the soul 

Of the opener—as shot rammed in his gun. 

But when the door rasped and swung and he sought 
To pull the nerve-trigger that should release them 
And after them the gun’s avenging lead, 

When he beheld Gary gravely there 

In half-somnambulistic wonder gaping, 

Only a ghastly impotent gurgle came 

Out of his lipsp—and apopiectic writhings. 

Then he fell down—yes !—as Hester had fallen, 

A paralytic, his passion swiftly thwarted, 

And was borne into the house, shrunken and helpless. 


‘He lay there through the long weeks that followed, 
His tongue a moveless clot within his mouth, 

His legs will-less logs of misery, 

His eyes wandering ever toward Gary,— 

Who tended him with pale pondering patience,— 
And ever seeking the bitter roots of truth. 

‘Then one day Gary comprehending said, 

“Was it that, Jem? You believed her faithless ? 
Well, man, you wronged her—and have wronged me too.” 
Whereat the spasm of life left in the dying 

‘Took hold of Jem’s dead strangled tongue and cried, 
alfit"s true, then . = theres norGoaul 

And with that moan he fell back into silence, 

As a stone into a pool, leaving but shudders 

To ripple over awe-struck Gary’s gaze. 


‘Too much belief, I say : and yet too little. 
But you will pardon me : this digitalis 
Demands. . .” 


He passed with it beyond the door. 


VAP MENS CULLEUER, 
COLUMBIA, MO. 


AUTUMN WISDOM 


CECILY 


SHE had a laugh 

‘That took Joy by the hand 
And made it dance tip-toe. 
And her eyes danced 

Till laughter out of Grief 
Would overflow. 


Wild as a spot of sun 
Upon a windy day 
tierelledrt wasee 4 
Ever at play ! 


Was, did I say? 

VV el axe 

In a padded cell, 

Three hundred sixty three, 

She picks the sunbeams now 

From off her knee, 

And flings them from her and cries, 
‘ Vile—they ’re vile !’ 


AUTUMN WISDOM 


Wispoo is on me, 

Breathed from a golden moon that Autumn ripens. 
The chill air is empty of all passion. 

The streets are lanes where love has been ; 

Dead leaves cover them. 


‘The wind’s sigh is old ; 

No other voice has the night, save the owl’s 
In the sycamore of my neighbour 

Between me and the moon. 
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There is no call of far things or wild things, 
For the urge of the year is spent, 
Or changed to resignation. 


I do not think of Helen of Troy, 
Of Juliet’s balcony—and joy, 

But of Saint John on Patmos . 
Of Antoninus tenderly mystic 
‘Toward a mad Universe. . . 
Of sinking stars. . . . 


BETWEEN LIVES 
Wuy should | not forget you 


Here, under the sod ? 

There are roots and rain to listen to, 
And the blind mole’s plod, 

For as long as I can listen, 

Ere I be a clod. 

(I haven’t heard anything yet, 

Or seen anything of God.) 


Why must I still remember ? 

A leaf falls from a limb, 

That I know, for to dead things 
My sense does not dim. 

I wish God’s pity would tell me 
As plain if love’s but a whim. 
(But I haven’t heard anything yet, 
Or seen anything of Him.) 


I have but lain and waited, 
Unwilling to forget ; 

Hoping to hear your heart beating 
With a vain regret. 


BETWEEN LIVES 


But the only breath that beats here 
Is the rain’s, sad and wet. 

(And if there ’s any Hereafter 

I have not learned, yet.) 


PAGEANTS OF THE SEA 


Wuat memories have I of it, 

The sea, continent-clasping, 

‘The sea whose spirit is a sorcery, 

The sea whose magic foaming is immortal ! 
What memories have I of it through the years ! 


What memories of its shores! . . . 

Of shadowy headlands doomed to stay the storm ; 
And red cliffs clawing ever into the tides ; 

Of misty moors where royal heather purples ; 
Of channelled marshes, village-nesting hills ; 

Of crags wind-eaten, homes of hungry gulls ; 

Of bays— 

Where sails float furled, resting softly at harbour, 
Until, winging again, they sweep away. 


What memories have I, too, 

Of faring out at dawn upon tameless waters, 
Upon the infinite wasted yearning of them, 

While winds, the mystic harp-strings of the world, 
Were sounding sweet farewells ; 

While coast and lighthouse tower were fading fast, 
And from me all the world slipped like a garment. 


What memories of mid-deeps!.. . 
Of heaving on through haunted vasts of foam, 
Through swaying terrors of tormented tides ; 
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While the wind, no more singing, took to raving, 
In rhythmic infinite words, 

A chantey ancient and immeasurable 

Concerning man and God. 


What memories of fog-spaces— 

Wide leaden deserts of dim wavelessness, 
Smooth porpoise-broken glass 

As grey as a dream upon despair’s horizon 3 
What sailing soft till lo the shroud was lifted 
And suddenly there came, as a great joy, 
The blue sublimity of summer skies, 

‘The azure mystery of happy heavens, 

The passionate sweet parley of the breeze, 
And dancing waves—that lured us on and on 
Past islands above whose verdant mountain-heads 
Enchanted clouds were hanging, 

And whence wild spices wandered ; 

Past iridescent reefs and vessels bound 

For ports unknown ; 

O far, far past, until the sun, in fire, 

An impotent and shrunken orb lay dying, 
On heaving twilight purple gathered round. 


And then, what nights! . . 

The phantom moon in misty resurrection 
Arising from her sepulchre in the East 

And sparkling the dark waters— 

‘The unremembering moon ! 

And covenants of star to faithful star, 

Dewy, like tears of God, across the sky ; 

And under the moon’s fair ring Orion running 
For ever in great war adown the West. 

What far, infinite nights ! 
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With cloud-horizons where the lightning slumbered 

Or wakened once and again with a. startled 
watch, 

Again to fall asleep 

And leave the moon-path free for all my thoughts 

‘To wander peacefully 

Away and still away, 

Until the stars sighed out in dawn’s great pallor, 

Just as the lands of my desire appeared. 


What memories have I of it ! 


COSMISM 


THE sea asleep like a dreamer sighs ; 

The salt rock-pools lie still in the sun, 
Except for the sidling crab that creeps 

‘Through the moveless mosses green and dun. 
The small grey snail clings everywhere, 

For the tide is out ; and the sea-weed dries 
Its tangled tresses in the warm air, 

‘That seems to ooze from the far blue skies, 

Where not a white gull on white wing flies. 


The mollusc gleams like a gem amid 
The scurf and the clustered green sea-grapes, 
Whose trellis is but the rock’s bare side, 
Whose husbandman but the tide that drapes. 
The little sandpiper tilts and picks 
His food, on the wet sea-marges hid, 
Till sudden a wave comes in and flicks 
Him off, then flashes away to bid 
Another frighten him—as it did. 
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COSMISM 


O sweet is the world of living things, 
And sweet are the mingled sea and shore ! 
It seems as if I never again 
Shall find life ill—as oft before. 
As if my days should come as the clouds 
Come yonder—and vanish without wings ; 
As if all sorrow that ever shrouds 
~ My soul and darkly about it clings 
Had lost for ever its ravenings. 


As if 1 knew with a deeper sense 
That good alone is ultimate ; 
That never an evil wrought of God 
Or man came truly out of hate. 
That Better springs from the heart of Worse, 
As calm from the heaving elements ; 
That all things born to the Universe 
May suffer and perish utterly hence, 
But never refute its Innocence. 


ETCHINGS 
I 
CoLp 


Winter . . . and still winter ! 
Down hill stagger the corn-stooks, heavy with ice. 
Sheep in the bottom shiver. 


The abandoned barn crumbles with wind and cold. 
An elm darns like a crone above it, 

With needle limbs that creak and clash 

In and out endlessly : 

But a rent of the sky still lets the snow in. 
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And my heart lets in the chill of the years . 
Of the years ! 

II 

PASSAGE 

A DARK sail, 
Like a wild-goose wing, 
Where the sunset was. 
The moon soon will silver its sinewy flight 
‘Through the night watches, 
And the far flight 
Of those immortal migrants, 
The ever-returning stars, 


III 
STORM-APPARITIONS 


THE white breasts 

Of poplar leaves 

Swim in the wind... 

Against the swirl of night falling 

‘They seem as pale as the souls of children 
Dead at birth and adrift on Time 

From Nowhence to Nowhither. 


IV 
LicuHTs 


Turoucu a rush of rain the rush of a funeral train, 
And the pale arm of a headlight pushing 
The darkness from its track, 
With a swift ghostly sweep, 
Into the outer darkness. 
Pushing it, as, perhaps, the departed soul, 
On its way to the Unknown, 
Pushes back Death’s inimical darkness. 
2G 
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Vv 
Twiiir Rivers 


Litt e rivers at twilight, 
Little wintry rivers, 

Running between brown trees 
With mistletoed branches ; 
Catching dark shivery shadows 
Of boughs into your bosoms, 
And a pale silvery star 
Between burnt clouds of gold. . . . 


Little lowly rivers, 

How sad your spirit shimmers ! 
All the land’s rainy loneliness 

Is running in your flow 3 

While farm-lights faintly” quiver 
And brown hills freeze about you 
And the music of the sheep-bells 
Falls silent in the fold. 


VI 
STILLNESS 


Stitt are the Maine pine woods 
When the winds are gone, 
Stiller than lakes in them 

From all feet withdrawn, 

Save from feet of the wild things 
‘That hunt or swim or fly, 

And awaken trails of ripples— 
That soon as stilly die. 


Still are cone and needle, 
Fallen upon the moss, 
Stiller than time amid them, 
Pausing at a loss, 
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Still are the dead branches, 
‘That have forgotten life, 
Still as the last stillness 
After earth’s last strife. 


SEA-HOARDINGS 


My heart is open again and sea flows in, 

It shall fill with a summer of mists and winds and clouds and 
waves breaking, 

Of gull-wings over the green tide, of the surf’s drenching din, 

Of sudden horizon-sails that come and vanish, phantom-thin, 

Of arching sapphire skies, deep and unaching. 


I shall lie on the rocks just over the weeds that drape 

The clear sea-pools, where birth and death in sunny ooze are 
teeming, 

Where the crab in quest of booty sidles about, a sullen shape, 

Where the snail creeps and the mussel sleeps with wary valves agape, 

Where life is too grotesque to be but seeming. 


And the swallow shall weave my dreams with threads of flight, 
A shuttle with silver breast across the warp of the waves gliding ; 
And an isle far out shall be a beam in the loom of my delight, 
And the pattern of every dream shall be a rapture bathed in light— 
Its evanescence a beauty most abiding. 


And the sunsets shall give sadness all its due. 

They shall stain the sands and trouble the tides with all the ache 
of sorrow. 

They shall bleed and die with a beauty of meaning old yet ever new, 

They shall burn with all the hunger for things that hearts have 
failed to do, 

They shall whisper of a gold that none can borrow. 
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And the stars shall come and build a bridge of fire 

For the moon to cross the boundless sea, with never a fear of sinking. 
They shall teach me of the magic things of life never to tire, 
And how to renew, when it is low, the lamp of my desire— 
And how to hope, in the darkest deeps of thinking. 


SONGOMEO@ PA eH ah: 
: 
FREE 
O were your heart not wide, dear, 
And were your soul not high, 
And were not both so deep, too, 
Deep as the April sky, 

I should not find love freedom, 
But know a need to range 
All heaven and hell—a prisoner 
Pining for space and change. 


But since there’s depth within you 
‘To hang my moon and stars, 

Since I have not to beat vain wings 
Against offending bars, 

I find all other spaces 
‘That lie beyond our love 

Are prisons—all alluring worlds 
Below me or above. 


II 

Tue Hearr’s Question 
Is it such a little thing 

To find a wind-flower 
Twinkling in the wild-wood 
_ Hour after hour, 
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Dancing to the wind’s pipe 
With a happy nod? 

Is it such a little thing ? 
I think it is God. 


Is it such a little thing 
To find the young moon 
Flitting through the tree boughs 
In her silver shoon, 
Seeking for the wind-flower 
There along the sod? 
Is it such a little thing ? 
I think it is God. 


Is it such a little thing 
To find in your face 
Something of the wind-flower 
And young moon’s grace? 
Something of the wild-wood, 
Ever faery-trod ? 
Is it such a little thing ? 
I think it is God. 


IIL 
Wuen THE WinpD 1s Low 


Wuen the wind is low, and the sea is soft, 
And the far heat-lightning plays 

On the rim of the West where dark clouds nest 
On a darker bank of haze ; 

When I lean at the rail with you that I love 
And gaze to my heart’s content ; 

I know that the heavens are there above— 
But you are my firmament. 
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When the phosphor-stars are thrown from the bow 
And the watch climbs up the shroud ; 

When the dim mast dips as the vessel slips 
‘Through the foam that seethes aloud ; 

I know that the years of our life are few, 
And fain as a bird to flee, 

That time is as brief as a drop of dew— 
But you are eternity. 


Iv 
How Many Ways 


How many ways the Infinite has 
To-night, in earth and sky : 

A falling star, a rustling leaf, 
The night-wind ebbing by. 

How many ways the Infinite has : 
A firefly over the lea, 

A whippoorwill in the wooded hill, 


And your dear love to me. 


How many ways the Infinite has : 
The moon out of the East ; 

A cloud that waits her shepherding, 
To wander silver-fleeced. 

How many ways the Infinite has : 
A home-light in the West, 

And joy deep-glowing in your eyes, 
Wherein is all my rest. 


Vv 
In a Dark Hour 


You are not with me—only the moon, 
‘The sea and the gulls’ cry, out of tune ; 
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The myriad cry of the gulls still strewn 


On the sands where the tide will enter soon. 


You are not with me, only the breath 
Of the wind—and then the wind’s death ; 
A shrouding silence then that saith, 
‘Even as wind love vanisheth.’ 


You are not with me—only fear, 

As old as earth’s first frenzied bier, 

‘That severed two whose hearts were near— 
And left one with all life unclear. 


VI 
Love anv INFINITY 


Across the kindling twilight moon 
A late gull wings to rest. 

The sea is murmuring underneath 
Its vast eternal quest. 

The coast-light flashes over the tide 
A red and warning eye, 

And Oh, the world is very wide, 
But you are nigh ! 


‘The stars come out from zone to zone, 
‘The wind knows every one 

And blows their message to my heart, 
As it has ever done. 

‘They are all God’s,’ it tells me, ‘all, 
However huge or high.’ 

But ah, I could not trust its call— 
Were you not by! 
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VII 
SWALLOWS 


Ix a room that we love, 

Under a lamp, 

Whose soft glow falls around, 

We sit each night and you read to me, 
Through the silence soul-profound. 

And black on the yellow frieze of the walls 
The swallows fly unchanging 5 

Round, round, yet never round, 
Ranging,—yet never ranging. 


We sit and you read, your face aglow, 
While amid dreams that start 

I watch the swallows 

As each follows 

The other, swift, apart. 

Till oft it seems that your words are birds, 
Flying into my heart, 

And singing there, and bringing there, 
Love’s more than artless art. 


So never, in lands however far, 

Or seas that wash them round, 

Shall I see wings along the sky, 

But instantly the sound 

Of your voice shall come, 

And the sky, changing, 

Shall be the room we love, 

With its lamp-glow—and time-flow— 
And happy swallows ranging. 
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VIII 
Minc.iincs 


Ir is the old old vision, 
The moonlit sea—and you. 
I cannot make disseverance 
Between the two. 
For all the world’s wide beauty 
‘To me you seem, 
All that I love in shadow 
Or glow or gleam. 


It is the old old murmur, 


‘The sea’s sound and your voice. 


God in His Bliss between them 
Could make no choice. 

For all the world’s deep music 
In you I hear : 

Nor shall I ask death, ever, 
For aught more dear. 


Ix 
SUFFICINGS 


Day for the mind, 

But night for the soul. 
Sun for delight, 

But moon to console. 
Song for the glad, 

But silence for rest. 
God for the world— 
But you for my breast ! 
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x 
ASSUAGEMENT 


How close to-night the whippoorwill 
Calls, as the stars come out 5 

And then how like a far echo—shrill 
No more, but a dream-shout. 

How softly there does the Infinite 
Lift up the silver moon, 

And then how silently He sets 
Our care-sick hearts in tune. 


How soothingly does the night-wind sigh, 
And ease the earth to sleep. 

How fugitive is the cricket’s cry, 
But, oh, with life how deep. 

How vastly stretches the universe, 
How lone and how aloof, 

Until our hands touch—then it seems 
But love’s star-builded roof. 


XI 
“TRANSFUSION 


A SHOAL-LIGHT flashes east, 
And livid lightning west, 

The silvery dark night-sea between, 
On which we ride at rest, 

And gaze far, far away 
Into the fretless skies, 

World-sadness in our thought—but ah, 
Content within our eyes, 
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The ship’s bell strikes—the sound 
Floats shrouded to our ears, 

‘Then suddenly, as at a touch, 
‘The universe appears 

A Presence Infinite 
‘That penetrates our love 

And makes us one with night and sea 
And all the stars above. 


XII 
SHELTER 


I HAVE been out where the winds are, 
And tossing tops of trees, 
And clouds that sweep from rim to rim 
Of blue infinities, 
And all was a sound and sway there, a surging of unrest : 
So now I am wanting silence, and the heart I love best. 


Yes, and a quiet book, too, 
Of pensive poetry, 
In which to let the lines lapse 
Away, unlessonedly. 
For I shall gather, somehow, from the soft fire’s glow, 
And from the eyes I love best, all I need to know. 


And hours shall slip to embers, 
And on the hearth lie ; 
And every wind that blew me, 
And every want, die. 
Then I shall take the hand I love best, and turn to sleep ; 
And, if God wills, at dawn wake, again, to laugh or weep. 
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XII 
In THE NIGHT 


Wuen [I lie unsleeping, 
When the darkness seems 
Like a lonely sepulchre 
Where I’m shut in dreams, 
I have but to touch you, 
Reaching through the night, 
‘Then does all the vast tomb change 
Into living light. 


‘Then does space unbounded 
Fill once more with stars, 
While my worn and haunted heart 
Ceases from old wars. 
‘Then does rest come to me, 
And, it may be, sleep : 
Such infinitude has love— 
Such watch can it keep. 


XIV 


On THE Beacu 


Tue long coast curves and the cliffs rise up, 
Red and white and green ; 
The surf slips in with a sucking din 
Of shingle-wash between. 
The light gulls float with crimson bills 
Set seaward—not one cries : 
And we are alone, alone with them, 
Under the aimless skies, 
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The tide slips in, of the moon released, 
Its rhythm gives us rest, 
And in its pause there are hid sweet 
awes 
‘That sink into the breast 
With silent soothing—till the coast 
Is lost in mystic gloam, _ 
And till deep in my dreams I hear 
Your voice that calls me home. 


XV 
AT THE ExsB-Hour 


As I hear through the midnight sighing, 
The low ebb-tide withdrawn, 
And gulls on the dark cliff crying 
For far discernless dawn, 
It seems that all life is lying 
Within your very breath, 
Yet I cannot believe in dying, 
Or death. 


As I hear, from the grey church tower, 
The bell’s unfailing sound 

Peal forth hour after hour 
To night’s lone reaches round, 

It seems as if Time’s wan power 
Would sear all things apace— 

All, save in my heart one flower, 

Your face. 
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, 
4 


THE Oitp NEED 


To-nicut I saw the new moon while the vesper bells were ringing, — 
A slender silver breath it seemed, swung on the April skies, 

Soft apple blossoms under it in white throngs were springing, 
And blossom-thoughts of you within my heart began to rise. 


| 


I saw the moon, I heard the bells, I felt the silver rapture 

Of stars that soon would blossom on the purple tree of night. 
But from a Universe in bloom I only sought to capture 
Soft-petalled words—but three—to tell again love’s vernal might. 


XVII 
‘TwiLicHt CoNnrTENT 


Is it the wind in trees or waters falling ? 
Is it the canyon-shadows rushing down 
The ridgy slopes that seem so to be calling 
My heart in twilit tenderness to drown ? 


Is it the canyon wren’s diminuendo 

That slips down a soft scale of minor peace ? 
Is it the spell of night’s lone wide crescendo 
Of mountain rest upon me—is it these ? 


Or but some sense of you I cannot measure ? 

Some memory of a wind of love that blew 

Out of your heart to mine? some darkling pleasure 
In the first shade of grief I shared with you? 


I cannot tell. I only know how surely 

In you—and the world’s beauty—I rejoice. 
The wren is still : gone to her nest demurely. 
The night has come—yet silence is your voice, 
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XVUI 
THe EpcerE oF THE HILL 


Ir we walked over the edge of the hill 
And on, should we reach the moon? 
Silver it lies in the twilit skies 
Just over trees that croon 
With the trembling breeze and softened pleas 
Of the whippoorwill’s lone cry. 
If we walked over the edge of the hill 
And reached the moon, would the wefts of ill 
Fade there, from love, and die? 


If we walked over the edge of the hill 
And on, should we reach the stars ? 
And God at the end, our final friend 
In all time’s troublous wars ? 
And then, at last, with the world far past, 
Should we be satisfied ? 
Or long again for the edge of the hill ? 
And love so frailly human still ? 
And hopes that never abide ? 


xk 
ALL 
ALL of Spring in a bird’s song, 


Of Summer in a rose, 
Of Autumn in one fallen leaf : 
So the world goes. 


So for ever it goes, dear, 
And so within one breast 

I find my all of earth-joy, 
And ease for unrest. 
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XX 
AVERMENT 


Tuoucu God should send me, 
When I die, 
To the last star 
Across His sky, 
And bid all space between us be 
Oblivion—one traverseless sea : 


Though He should give me, 
‘There, a task, 
Sweeter than any 
I could ask, 
And with the task achievement too, 
Greater than all I here shall do : 


Yea, though He purposed 
Thus to let 
Me, severed from you, 
All forget ; 
Remembrance like a magnet still 
Would draw my heart to you, and will. 


So I should surely, 
On the marge 
Of that new world 
With strangeness large, 
Weary of tasks and turn a face 
Somehow toward your dwelling place. 


And I should listen 
‘Through the stars 
To silent hintings 
Of lost bars 
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_Of music that was once your voice : 
In no dream should I more rejoice. 


Or I should tremble 
When the breeze 
Brought to my cheek 
Infinities 
Of dim forgotten touches love 
Once swept me with, like a wild dove. 


For in the trysting 
Of true souls 
‘There is no distance 
That controls : 
Not space nor God can keep them twain— 
Only annihilation’s reign. 


XXI 
“TRANSIENCY 


Cog, let us watch that rock down in the tide. 
(So many things must go, so many things !) 
Once we were young and the world was not so wide, 


Or love had wings. 


Once we could round the earth without a sail, 

(The magic winds are gone, the magic foam !) 

Where was the harbour that we did not hail, 
That was not home ? 


Come, we will watch the moon with thoughts, not dreams. 
(Whatever goes, love stays, love warm and wise !) 
Winged is youth ; and yet—our way stz// seems 


Toward paradise ! 
2H 
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XXII 
Arrer Many YEARS 


Acain on a bow, softly plunging 

Under the wide star-drift, 

We watch the white foam part and pass, 
While the wind blows like a gift 

Of a spirit somewhere east of the night 

Into our hearts benign 

With a sense that however the world is made 
Love can only make it divine. 


Two meteors sink, sad, to the sea, 

Like lovers going to death ; 

A lone planet along their path 

Leans, holding its breath. 

Yet no dread from them drifts to us, 

Who too one night must fall, 

For it seems that however the world shall end 
Love still will hold us thrall. 


XXII 
WHEN? 


SOME night we shall come here 
For the last time, 
Hear the last whippoorwill, 
Watch the last. firefly, 
See the last hill 
Die into the darkness, 
Ere is made the moon. 
Some night we shall come here . 
' Shall it be soon ? 
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Some night we shall come here, 
‘Then—nevermore. 
One of us shall have gone, 
Over earth’s last hill, 
Infinitely on : 
Out into a Vastness 
Whence a lesser glow 
Even than the firefly’s 
Back to us can flow. 


Some night we shall come here, 
‘Then the one left 

Shall not dare hark again, 

Or upon the stars gaze, 
But shrink, bereft, 

Backward from the heartbreak 
Hid in memory. 

Some night we shall come here . . 
When shall it be? 


THE CREED OF LITTLE MEN 


Tus is the creed of little men : 
Never applaud the great. 
Sever the halo from their deeds 
And show what’s left with hate. 
Belittle what you would like to do 
And can’t—that no head 
May rise higher than your head, 
Except, of course, those of the dead— 
Which won’t matter 
To your platter, 
Since ghosts eat no bread. 
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Keep no scales to weigh worth in: 
That might make you just. 
Rather in thrifty prejudice 
Put your whole trust. 
Call your opinions unconfined 
By standard or stale rule ; 
For every vain, gullible fool 
Will proudly acclaim you Freedom’s tool— 
If all gauges 
Good through ages 
You discredit, cool. 


Clamour for progress : that’s the word 
To deafen doubts of you. 
Pose as prophets 5 any lie 
Of vatic look will do. 
Shovel the past into the past 
As but a corpse a-stink— 
From which noses enough will shrink 
If, meanwhile, they are made to think 
‘That 2o sorrow 
Waits a to-morrow 


Ushered in by you. 


Never, finally, think that Right 
And Wrong are more than sides 
Of any dollar you toss up 
To choose your way—mere guides 
To the winning camp of the moment, where 
Your own ends may be gained. 
For when you have learned all faiths are feigned 
Except those for self obtained, 
At no altar 
Need you falter 
In your onward strides. 
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PRINCIP 
(Assassin of the Archduke Ferdinand) 


Loox at him there, a lad of nineteen years, 
Slipping along the street with Slavic tread : 

A moment, and from out his pistol’s mouth 
Shall leap the spark to set a world in flames, 
For with the red death of a royal duke 

The infinite tangle of a continent 

Of immemorially warring peoples 

Is kindled, and through millions of calm breasts 
The old race hatred runs. Austria reft, 
Knowing the shot was at her feudal heart, 
Flashes from out her molten indignation 

A word that wakes the wild Caucasian urgence 
Of Slavdom, ever swelling toward the West. 
And Evyolution’s endless tragedies— 

The friction fostered by uncounted kings, 

‘The ancient war-cries that ring still in the blood 
With timeless memories of rape and slaughter, 
Inheritances, bred deep in the bone, 

Of battling tongues and creeds and cruelties, 

Of ruined homes, wrecked loves, and razed delights, 
These and a thousand scorns and dark contempts 
And hatreds, heirlooms of long ignorance, 

Flare up into one frenzied thirst for war ! 


Princip, Princip, lad of the nineteen years, 

Was it the finger of God that pulled your trigger 
And loosed the avalanches of destruction 

With a blind bullet of predestination ? 

Was it of God, who found His upward way 

To some world-aim thwarted by all the mesh 
And fever of impenetrable passions ¢ 
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A hundred times within one haunted week 
The scales of Destiny hung even : 

Who weighed them down to War? was it our God ? 
Who spoke into the ‘Teuton veins a faith 
That the inexorable hour had rung 

To face the Russian horror, and, at last, 

By letting their own blood, relieve their hearts 
Of the long warward strain that pride and fear 
And pent world-hunger kept so peril-taut ? 
Who used the living enmity of France, 
Bidding her stretch an oath of dark allegiance 
Across Germanic borders to the Slav, 

And plight a fearful or revengeful troth 

To the wild Muscovite, in whose vast breast 
A consciousness, perchance, of low estate 

Is the dim whip that drives him west to freedom ? 
And England, with her greed, for good or ill 
Girdled about the globe, and with her pride 

And dominance of empire thundering 

From ships on every sea, who flung her heart, 
A-quest for peace, yet with a secret sense 

‘That now her dreaded foe might be struck down— 
Who flung her heart upon the bloody fields ? 


Princip, with nineteen years, can you not tell ? 


Is God in this? or was His Immanence 
O’erwhelmed by atavistic Nature’s surge 

Up from the core of earth? Are East and West, 
From Asia to young Yukon, swept by winds 

Of war into this crucible of time, 

To emerge after long fumes of pain and horror 
More nearly fused to one humanity ? 

Or has void Chance, on which was builded up 
The Babel of our boasted civilisation, 


PRINCIP 


Betrayed us as we grasped toward the stars ? 
Can He, the Alchemist of the Universe, 

Pour blood and burning tears and misery 

And waste and famine out upon the earth, 

Yet in a year, or in a yoke of years, 
‘Transmute them into human betterment ? 

Or does intemperable fatality 

Strain now the heart-strings of a continent 

To breaking, and its mind to mad unfaith? 
Princip, God’s tool, or Hell’s, can you not tell ? 


* Autocracies shall go and Armaments 

And that peace-murdering trade, Diplomacy !’ 
Such the cry is, Princip. And shall your blow, 
Your petty, obsessed, patriotistic blow, 

‘The last of the innumerable that ages 

Have struck against the ancient iron gates 

Of Tyranny—shall yours avail at last ? 

Or shall steel yet entrench the happiness 

Of nations, not far mightier common-weal ? 


And since men seize at last, with wan clairvoyance, 


The vision of a World-State shaping dim 
Upon the horizon of their misery, 

Is it mirage, desert delusion, dream, 

Born not of possibility but pain ? 

Or does in truth the misty dome arise, 
Already shadowed forth by their desire, 

Of a World-Parliament’s protecting peace, 
And in it the one universal right 

Of HUMAN WELFARE graven high, to guide 
Their vast deliberations—and to link 

At last with brave and noble assent to Law 
The nations bruted now by bloody Might ? 


Princip, with nineteen years, can you not tell ¢ 


479 


480 WRAITHS OF DESTINY 


WRAITHS OF DESTINY 
(A PHANTASY, IN FIVE VISIONS) 
I ; 

‘THE FORESEERS 


(Fune 1914) 


Scene: 4 chamber—or the vast apparition of a chamber—extending 
under the whole of Europe—whose outlines, country by country, 
are spectrally visible on its overarching cavity. What appears 
to be light pervades it ; and it is thronged with the phantoms 
of all who have ever died for humanity. The eyes of these 
phantoms are turned anxiously to the rear, where a rock-like 
incline seems to lead up toward earth, and where there 1s a 
mysterious tripod on which is enthroned Life, the pythia of 
the Immanent God, swept through by innumerable forces. 
Around her are her ministers, Heredity — preternaturally | 
human ; Chance—awed from perpetual oscillation between 
good and evil; and Death, darkly incarnate. Premonition 
and awe seem to dominate all altke, in spite of their different 
natures, and Heredity is speaking. 


Herepiry. Let there be answer, O Immortal One, 
‘To me your lawful minister ! 


CHANCE (starting). Orme! 
Lawless in all things ! 
Deatu (slowly). Or to dreaded me ! 


. [The throng sways. 
Herepiry. For ages I have woven as you willed, 

Meshing the hearts of the vast myriads, 

Who peopled all this continent above us, 

With peace and hope and hate and greed and love. 

And many were the evils of my task 
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Of threading the generations to your thought, 
But still I toiled, trusting the fair intent 
Of all your deeds would dawn for humankind, 
Yet now— 
CHANCE. Now— 
DeEatu. Now— 
HEREDITY. Shall this thing be ? 
[The throng quivers. 
CuHANcE (still immovable). Say, shall it be? this horror that 
now looms 
So wide that even I, the all-unheeding, 
Who bring to millions fortune, millions fate,— 
That J faint to know? 
Deatu (hollowly). And I—who minister 
And master for you when none other can? 
Yet who am now astounded : Shall it be ? 
[Life gives no answer. 
HEREDITY (drawing nearer). Still you are tongueless and your 
emanations ) 
Float on as ever to unwitting earth ! 
And yet I ask again shall all the warp 
And woof of yearning ages be undone ? 
All the great dream of progress that has clothed 
The nakedness of bestiality 
In man, your highest creature? All the hope 
Of human brotherhood, the one divine 
And sacred vision none shall ever mar, 
Save with remorse, through the arrestless years ? 
Speak ! 
DEaTuH. Yea! for I am due again on earth, 
Where I must whisper it among the nations. 
Shall there be Peace—or War ? 
Tue Turon (with a vast murmur). Peace? or this War ? 


[Life sits as before. 
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Herepity (with disquiet that is now unendurable). Break silence, 
O Unfathomable One ! 
Before I cry you heedless—or of good 
Or ill ; and serve no longer—minister 
No more to your immitigable mind. 
Cuance. And I! For worse than my wild-striking ways 
Is this void apathetic voicelessness, 
Deatu (rising strangely). And I!... Yet stay! stay! I 
scent at last 
Some intimation, mute, impalpable, 
Coming from whence I know not, that the hour 
Of revelation is at hand. . . . Yet where? 
[The throng is shaken. 
Cuance. Yea, where? ... where? 
HEREDITY. O Life, at last speak ! where? 


Lire (whose lips for the first time open). Ye importuners ! seekers 
to foreknowledge 


Of this most treasonable tragedy 
‘That ever has befallen to earth’s years, 
Hush and look up, for the To-Be begins, 
And, lo, its passion which shall stain all things 
Sweeps even now above our haunted heads. 
[They look: a shadow ts sweeping Austria and Servia. 
Now are ye answered ? 
CHANCE (im terror). Yea ! 
DEATH (starting). War dic pales War! 


[4 shot rings down through the vastness. 
And 1 must up—to ride the battlefields ! 


[The shadow turns crimson. 
Lirzr. Ai, go! For I who am the maker of men 


No longer am their master—as oft-times 
I’ve seemed. But Devastation, like a ghoul 
Of the Universe, will glut now with despair 
And grief and murder and all misery 
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Its mystic and illimitable maw. 

O man, wild thorn within the flesh of God ! 
[4s her words die out, Death is speeding away toward 
earth. Then the chamber, grown dim, suddenly melts in 
phantasmal darkness. After which there is nothingness. 


II 
THe AVENGERS 


SCENE: 4 road in Belgium, desolate as only night, destruction, and 
the cruelty of men can make it. Three unearthly forms seem 
gathered together on it—the ghosts of a Belgian child who has 
starved, of a French woman who was raped, and of a slain 
German soldier. They are hand in hand and have paused 
helplessly, as if so recently dead as to be uncertain of their state. 
Beyond them are impalpably felt the ruins of a church, a wind- 
mill, and a house or two. Farther down the road an unreal 
light seems to shine from some door or window. 

The child 1s whimpering. The woman peers anxtously. 
The soldier looks hopelessly on the ground. All are like shapes 


in a dream. 


Tue Cuitp. My mother—did my mother starve too ? 
I want her! ... Is this Heaven? 

THE SOLDIER. No, little one, 
I do not think so ; for it seems so dark, 
And yet I do not know : perhaps it is. 

Tue Woman. It is not. Weare lost. Or it may be 
There are so many dead, the gates that lead 
To the other world are thronged and we must wait. 
Or it may be that God—if still He cares— 
Has yet some earth-aim for us. 

‘THE SOLDIER. It may be... . 
So many things may be. And yet it seems 
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That the aims of God are too like those of men. 

My Emperor avowed it was God’s will 

That I should leave my wife and little children 

To take up arms and kill. 
‘THE Woman. Yes, kill and ravish, 

Until we kill ourselves—as I have done. 
Tur Sotprer. No, no; not that. I had a wife I loved. 
Tue Cuiip (again whimpering). My mother loved me. Is it 

far to Heaven ? 


Why did God let me starve ? 


THE SoipiEr (shudders). Hush, little one. 
THe Cuitp. But why? 
THe Woman. For this ; to feed the German Emperor, 


Who might have starved for glory had you eaten. 
Tue Sotprer. Ah, that is terrible. Do not say that. 
We are dead now, and truth alone is left. 
THe Cuirp. I did not want to starve. Why did God let me? 
THE Sotprer. We must go on. Perhaps we shall find out. 
‘That light may lead us to the gate we seek 
Out of the world : for surely one is near. 
Tue Woman. I think we are kept here for some avenging. 
‘THE Sorprer. Must even the dead avenge? God should not 
ask me 
To kill again! I cannot! 
THe Woman. Come: let’s ont 
[ Leads. 
Tue Cuitp. I could walk better if I did not hunger. 
Will there be bread in Heaven? plenty of bread ? 
[4 Shape in the gloom before them stays the answer. It ts 
that of a German Sentinel. They halt helplessly. 
Tue Sorprer (who shrinks). We cannot pass. We have no 
countersign. 
‘THe Woman. ‘The dead need none. See, he is unaware. 
‘To him we are invisible and soundless. 
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We can be known, I think, only by those 
For whom we are kept here. Come. 


CHE CHILD (as they pass). I am afraid. 
Will any take our bread from us in Heaven? 
“HE SoLpreR. No, little one. Ah! .. . (stops by sentinel) 


It is my brother, Gustav. 
He is with the Emperor—in the Emperor’s guard. 
“HE Woman, ‘That light, then, is within the Emperor’s quarters, 
And now—at last !—I seem to understand. 
[The scene darkens as she speaks, and then ts slowly trans- 
formed. It becomes a dim-lit room in which ts the Emperor. 
He sits at a table, but, starting, cries out as the Three appear 
spectral before him; cries, and his sword falls clanging. 
An Officer enters. 
‘HE OrrFicer. You called me, sire. 
‘HE Emperor (still staring). No, no. I did not call. 
[The Three have faded. 
‘HE OFFICER (surprised). ‘“Vhen, sire, good night again. 
‘HE EMPEROR. Good night . . . good night. 
[With more terror, however, when the Officer has retired. 
Am J distempered still? I thought I saw them. 
Will the Almighty never ease my eyes 
With angels or archangels ? but send ever 
These dead, with their undying misery ? 
Is He not with me, His divinely chosen, 
With me to give my armies victory ? 
(Then, trembling, as the Three again appear. 
Once more you come? Begone. What do you seek ? 
[They gaze at him. 


HE Woman. You raped me, sire. 


HE EMPEROR (hoarsely). Not you nor any. Away ! 
HE Woman. You raped me—and raped France. 
HE EMPEROR. Lies ! it is lies ! 


[Half strangles. 
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Tue Soupier. No, sire; but truth. For I was made to do it, 
I and my German comrades. 
THe EMPEROR. Traitor ! Traitor ! 
Your Fatherland was ringed by enemies. 
[Tries to rise. 
Tue Cuixp (to the Woman). ‘Yhat is the man who took away 


my bread, 
And let me starve. 
Tue Emperor. No ! it was War that did it ! 
‘Take her away ! 
THe Woman. Yes, sire; but there will come 


Others and yet others who are dying, 
And who are dead, on every hour of the night-— 
Starved and ravished, murdered and slaughtered others. 
For you shall never again look on the living 
But there shall be about you, ever escapeless, 
The pale, piteous, and accusing presence 
Of the unnumbered dead... . 
THe EMPEROR. Help ['3. eaaee Help ! 
[He has swooned—his head falling forward upon the table. 
THe Woman. Now we can find the gate out of the world. 
[They pass slowly through the walls again hand in hand. 
The Scene darkens again, and once more becomes the desolate 
road—with only the wind now sighing along the waste. 


III 
Tur Ourcasrs 
(Fune 1915) 
Scene: A hollow, high up in what resemble the mountains of Alpine 
Europe, where never a human foot has fallen. It is crepuscular 


with night, sadness, mystery, and fear—a place supernatural, 
where the semblance of earth and air exist, or seem to exist from 
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time to time, but as constantly vanish in a whirl of blinding 
invisibility. Through it, after a long trembling as of unseen 
forces, a wail comes which seems to cause a wider lifting of the 
obscurity. Then, huddled together in the rocky centre, where 
a@ tree overhangs a lake of phantom water, are seen a Natad, 
a Faun, a Gnome, a Sylph, a Pert, and two veiled Figures : 
one with a broken Cross on its breast, the other with a quenched 
torch. They are swaying to and fro, and as they do so the 
spirit of the place, which ts that of Solitude, seems to rise up 
questioningly behind them, and after a little to speak. 


SoLiruDE. Who are ye? Speak! who are ye, one and all, 
Here in this emptiness unbreathed before ? 
THe Natap (with a moan). 1 ama Nymph! 


Tue Faun. And I a Faun ! 
Tue Syren. I, Air ! 
“[ Swooning. 


If still I be at all ! 
SOLITUDE (to the Peri). And who are you? 
Tue Peri (quailing). <A stranger, but a friend! Drive me not 
back ! 
For I am terrified ! 
Tue Gnome (wildly). AndI!...1I1! 
[Has risen, but again sinks back. 
SotirupE. Of whom? 
I do not understand ? 
[To the Veiled Ones. 
Whom fear ye? 
He-witH-THE-Cross, I have no thing to say, save that I too 
Am one driven like these from out my place. 
He-witH-THE-Torcu. NorI! For I am quenched upon the 
earth, 
The nations have forsaken me ! 
SOLITUDE. The nations ? 
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Tue Faun. O yea, we have been driven from our haunts 
Of sea and air and forest—and men’s souls— 
By a blind tide—of blood ! 
THe Natrap. ; ‘That sweeps the world ! 
[Her hair falls over her. She and all disappear for a 
moment, then reappear. 
SourrupeE. Of blood? 
THe Natrap. Wild blood! It stained my wells and 
. rivers, 
Till they could purl only of grief and death ! 
Tue Faun. My trees were crimson with its cruelty, 
My brakes pestilent with its plashing pain ! 
THe SytpH. Yea, and my sky was fetid with its mist, 
I could not wing through it . . . but sank and fell ! 
[The Three moan. 
Tue Pert. And I whose task it was to build the dawns 
And call the stars out was so blinded by it, 
That letting go all mystery and beauty 
I fled from my far ways to safety here ! 
SOLITUDE (as all again dissolve, then reappear). But who has 
shed this blood ? and why ? : 
THe Gnome (springing up again). Who? Who? 
[Laughs madly. 
And sent it trickling down to rot on me? 
Even on me who hoped by toil at last 
To rise out of the earth as fair as these ? 
Who? Man! the ruiner of all things! Man! 
[He raves: . . . A silence. 
SouitupE. But know ye what ye say? Has God not globed 
‘The earth for man? and sent him His own Son? 
‘THe-FiGurE-witH-THE-Cross. Alas ! 
SOLITUDE (quickly). Why do you say alas ? 
Tue Ficure (difting its veil). I am 
That Son ! - 
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SotirupE, The Christ! it cannot be! not He! 
These might be driven by blood-flow away, 
But never He ! 

‘THE-FIGURE-WITH-THE-TorcH. Yet even Him it hath. 

[Now lifts its veil. 

For I am Truth, who, outcast too, attest it. 
He could not stay, but like to these fair dreams 
Quivering here—distenanted of all— 
Is driven forth ! 


Tue Faun. Woe, woe ! 
THe Narap. Ai, woe ! 
Tue Syxipu (/ke an echo). ah Wooels? 


SOLITUDE (as all sway—through a long silence). And what now 
will ye do, so, homeless here ? 
[They breathe no reply. 
What will ye do? 
‘THE-FIGURE-WITH-THE-CRoss. I answer for us all. 
We shall await—until the tide has ebbed. 
Sotirupe. And then return ? 
Tue SyYLpH. Never ! 
Tue Natrap. ... Never! 


THe Faun. . Never ! 


[Their cries flutter up. 
He-wiru-tuE-Cross. Children of Beauty, yes ! 
(Their cries wane.) For other place 
In all the universe is not prepared 
To us, save upon earth and in men’s hearts. 
For we are healers, cleansers, and uplifters, 
Hierophants of Love and Hope and Joy, 
Or we are naught. And when the tide has ebbed 
There will be more of misery and guilt 
To wipe away into oblivion 
Than ever again shall cling to humankind 
Through all the flooding vastity of time. 
at 
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Tue Faun (yielding, at length, to these words, though hopelessly). 
So be it then! .. 


THe Narap. Aico: ls, 

, 1 
‘THE SYLPH. . Ai! 
He-wirH-THeE-Lorcu (relieved). Even so ! 


[All huddle again and the darkness begins to thicken. But 
before it falls the Cross glows a moment, then the torch. 
Then invisibility vast and benumbing again resumes all. 


IV 
THe Unsorn 


Scene: The place of the unborn, in a part of the earth from which 
the Immanent God seems for the moment strangely withdrawn. 
Its impalpable vastness, through which time scarcely flows, 1s 
thronged by the shapes of unborn souls who know that at birth 
they must lose these shapes and take on humanity. Apparitions 
they are, yet not altogether so. For the prescience of life, 
which alone gives them being, 1s upon them: a prescience now 
mingled with awe and terror. For swaying and clinging to 
each other they are looking off into an unfathomable Darkness 
through which thousands of phantom forms of the newly dead 
are drifting. And this drift of ghosts at times becomes denser 
as the wounded and shattered and starved from earth’s battle- 
fields ghde pallid by. 

The unborn are at last unable to endure the sight in silence. 


A pale shuddering surges over them, and their leaders begin 
variously to speak. 


Tue First, Myriads ! 
Tue SEconD, Slain and starven ! 


THe Turep. Slain and frozen ! 
And drifting: out of life—to which we go | 
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Drifting there, on the dark winds of death 
Whose void is deeper than the Universe. 
[The throng crouch from the sight, hiding their faces. 
It should not be. It is too horrible. 
[He Srconp. Birth into bitterness—then death and drifting ! 
‘This womb, that is before the womb, is better, 
Though here we know but pallor and premonition. 
Have we sought life that we should suffer it ? 
God should not send us to it. 
[He Turn (to all), He should spare us. 
[They lift a great moan. 
Yes, spare us birth—that leads only to death. 
So shall we, who are humanity-to-be, 
Shall we, oh souls unborn, not dare to tell Him? 
[They look up, gazing at him and at themselves. Then at 
length groups grasp his words and arise crying : 
OME. Yes, we will tell Him! 
JTHERS. He shall pity us ! 
Humanity should vanish—it is inhuman, 
A deathward stream of cruelty and woe. 
Yer Oruers (suddenly aware of His absence, with terror). We 
cannot tell Him. He has forsaken us. 
His Immanence is as a wind that was. 
[In dismay and confusion they flutter—then turn to First 
Leader : for he alone has heard all, undistraught. 
ome. Where is He? where? 
)THERS. Tell us! Is it for ever? 
‘rrst LEADER (not answering till they are calmer). He has with- 
drawn a little while to earth. 
ECOND Leaver (bitterly). “Yo drive these drifting millions so 
to death? [The slain surge by. 
fue First. You speak so, thinking life is pain alone, 
Nor see how in these faces swept and swirled 
Innumerably there is an ecstasy 
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As of immortal dreams ; a hushless hope, 
A beauty of great daring and enduring. 
Is there not some transcendence then of life,. 
Some anodyne that makes its agony 
Dearer than our dim void of impotence ? 
[They are moved : but another vast gust of the dead undoes 
them. 
Many. No, no, life is despair. From the beginning 
The unborn have shrunk from birth, and to the end 
They will shrink. 
Many Oruers. And that Darkness is for ever ! 
‘The dead but drift the deeper into it. 
Let us rebel and ask extinction now ! 
SeconD LEADER. Yes, let us rebel! let us rebel ! 
[They surge around him. 
For God’s impenetrable aspiration 
May destine some to happy planes of beauty 
Above the beat of pain, but we are many 
Who bear ever the weary mortal weight 
Of the world’s vain and universal woe. 
Crrss (from all sides). Where is He then? where is He? 
OTHERS, Where) fori aah ee 
[4 thought has pierced them. 
Perhaps He never was ! 
SEcOoND LEADER (more wildly). So! It is so ! 
[Terror takes them. 
He never was! ‘There is no God! ‘There is none ! 
From birthlessness we are swept into birth, 
Where Chance alone invests. humanity 
With duping spirit-tentacles to cling 
‘To life with—Chance alone! There is no God ! 
[fear, Hope, and Despair play over them. 
Some. What shall we do, then? what ? 
Oruers (frantically), Let us be free ! 
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Let us, eluding life, leap to the dead, 
Forth through the suicidal universe 
Of Darkness ! ; 
)VHERS. Free! free! Let us leap free ! 
[They run in hosts to the brink of the Dark and leap into 
it—heedlessly upon each other, in wide disarray. But 
vainly, for a wave of it wafts them back to their place. 
CHE First Leaper (when strewn and spent they lie there wailing). 
Ignorant is your deed and unavailing. 
Never shall any reach in coward ways 
‘To mastery—or to end—of his existence. 
And lo, the prescient moment of our birth 
Is trembling out of eternity—is here. 
[The Immanent has filled the place again as he speaks—and 
the invisible winds of birth begin to blow. The unborn are 
swept to earth, and from there, as they vanish, the weak 
birth-whimper of a child is wafted back. 


Vv 


THe REsTORERS 


(Fune 19...) 


cENE: 4 verdant hillside that seems to rise, as tf by enchantment, 
somewhere in the heart of Europe. It is lit by a radtance 
more miraculously joyful and tender than can ever visit earth, 
and is covered with flowers and trees whose fragrance floats 
over it like the essence of dreams. 

Down to its open centre come trooping, from a glade behind, 
all lovely creatures that men have ever imagined. In their 
midst ts the spirit-form of Life, now infinitely a-quiver with 
new hope ; of the Christ, with a new Cross ; of Truth, with 
a fresh torch ; of Heredity, with the flax of a new humanity 
in her hands ; and with them a multitude of Nymphs, Fauns, 
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Sylphs, Gnomes, and other visions. All are singing with an 
immortal desire to help restore a continent ravished as no 


continent has ever been before. 


Lire (gloriously). 

The last shot is fired, 

The last blood shed ! 

Death has retired— 
Curist. The world is new led ! 
Herepiry. Everywhere, everywhere, 

Men are returning 

Back from red slaughter 

And rapine and burning ! 

So with new flax 

I weave a new race ! 
Curist. And I a new God 

In the old God’s place ! 
Truru (ecstatically). 

And I—whose torch 

Flame has rekindled— 

Will burn away error 

And fog and lies ! 

Till Peace, brave Peace. 

Which once they dwindled, 

With a new light 

Shall fill men’s eyes ! 
Tur Nympus (dancing forth). 

At, ai! So give us 

A million flowers 

And let us scatter them over the vales ! 

And grain !— 

For the slain, 

Who lie in the earth, 

Who died, died for their fatherlands, 


; 


> 
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Yearn now to push up, 
Into harvest-birth, 
Blossoms that spring for their children-bands. 
THe Fauns (én turn). 
And give us the planting 
Of fruitful trees, 
Whose shady limbs, from the noontide sun, 
Shall shelter the shepherd 
And gently ease 
The toil of the peasant, never done. 
‘THe Sytpus (2m the air). 
And give us the cooling 
Of winds in the South ! 
And give us the warming 
Of winds in the North ! 
Let us be master 
Of chill and drouth, 
Of cloud and tempest and heat, henceforth ! 
Tue Gnomes (in humble joy). 
And we, who are glad 
To feel no more 
Warm blood trickling 
Beneath the ground, 
Ask but to whisper 
‘To men the place 
Where riches in veins of the earth are found ! 
For wealth will be needed— 
Tur Nympus. And flowers! and grain ! 
Tue Fauns. And shade— 
‘THE GNOMES. To give men 
New courage again ! 
Au. Ai, ai, to give men new courage again ! 
Lire (all radiant now). 
Yea, children of Beauty, 
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They shall be given ! 
For now you are more than creatures of joy: 
You help the world on— 
And that is heaven : 
Immortal is such divine employ. 
Curist. Yea so! it is so! 
And now I shall win 
The world from its misery way at last. 
For these are ready— 
And ‘Truth joins in— 
Tue Nympus. ‘lo serve, serve 
‘Till the need be past ! 
Curist. And so my Cross 
Shall blossom with roses, 
And never a thorn of it grow to prick 
‘The brow of my lovers, 
Till Time closes— 
Herepiry. Or till all poverty, wrong, and shame 
Shall be as a grief-remembered name ! 
Aut (exalted). As soon they shall be ! 
For now we are one 
So let us spread over earth, fleetly, 
And enter the hearts of men completely, 
‘Till red wars are done ! 


Let us break cannon, 
Let us melt hate— 
And mould them into a higher might ! 
Let us disarm 
Wild Fear—and mate 
Its courage to faith in immortal Right ! 


Then let us gather 
The wisest of earth 
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Into a Council of heart and mind ; 
Where not a word 
Shall be held of worth, 


Save it be spoken for human-kind ! 


Save it be uttered 
To give the poor 
And backward and barbarous right to Life— 
Right to be ruled 
By a Law, made sure 
‘Through world-consent, against greed and strife ! 


Right to be fed ; 
Right to rejoice ; 

Right to be clothed ; right to love 
‘The raiment of earth— 
Each fairy voice 

Of all its spirits below or above ! 


Come then, let us 
Away, fleetly ! 
Much has been done, much is to do ; 
Let us go sing 
Of our task so sweetly 
That the old world, sick of its crime, 
Shall give its heart for a new ! 
[They cease, and band by band go streaming away, 
melting at last in the valleys under the sun. And 
with them the hillside melts and all the enchantment. 
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GOD OR CHAOS 
(Westminster Abbey, during the siege of Liége, August 1914.) 


To-pay all music 
And worship are vain, 
The vast holy beauty 


Around me, pain. 


The high, worn windows 
And arches that rise, 

The great dead at rest here 
Draw tears to my eyes. 


For is it not useless, 
‘The race men run? 
The Hell-blood of battle 
And that of God’s Son ? 


Are poets and prophets 
Who die for high dreams 
Not dupes of a Being 
‘That soullessly streams ? 


Or, unto its Purpose, 
If purpose there be, 
Are men as amoebae 
‘To that of the sea? 


Swarm they through the ages, 
Like vermin, to die? 
Have they no true reason 


~ For living soul-high ? 
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None? even to better 
Their kind, till a day 
When life for the living 
Shall seem good alway ? 


Ah, that were an anguish 
Surpassing appal, 

To strive through the ages 
For No Soul at all ; 


To suffer our years out, 
Then utterly die 
Of use unto no one— 


Ourselves or the Sky. 


To No One ! but living 
And dying in pain, 
‘To find ourselves quickly 
Refashioned again. 


Refashioned for ever : 
No hope in the grave ! 
Oblivion nowhere 

To silence and save. 


Death useless as living !— 
O God, thou must bide, 
Or nought can avail us, 
Not world-suicide. 


And if the earth rages, 
Immense in its crime, 


And bleeds as if blotting 
‘Thy face from all time, 
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Yet must we unshaken 
Remember ‘Thou art, 
Not fear that blind chaos 
Is lord of life’s heart. 


THE COLONEL’S STORY 


No, no, my friend ; there is an agony 
Not to be exorcised out of the world 
By any voice of hope.—But, I will tell you. 


The Sonia was sailing without lights— 

Bearing three hundred souls—and without bells ; 
For she had reached the ‘ Zone,’ where the Hun sharks 
With their torpedo tongues could spit death at us 
Out of the inky sea-hells where they hid. 

On the main deck we stood, in a wind-shelter,— 
My wife, and by us a pale girl whose eyes 

Had all disaster in them. And my thought was, 
“I hope to God the moon is shut so deep 

In cloud-murk there in the East that hurricanes 
Can’t blow her out of it.’ For in the Zone 
‘The moon had come to mean only betrayal, 

And now, if ever, was her wanton chance. 


The slipping water soaked with soulless dark 
Fell under and around us shudderingly, 

Yet somehow brought an anxious hopefulness. 
‘We’re making twenty knots,’ I said ; and felt 
‘The bow cut through the tangle of the waves 
As if the No Man’s Sea ahead of us 

Would soon be crossed ; and I, out to rejoin 
My regiment, could set my wife safe somewhere, 
And help again to stab that curst amphibian, 
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Autocracy—whose spawn in the sea gave it 

A terror greater than infinitude’s, 

For God knows, with the woman that one loves 

Aboard a ship, and only a cloud perhaps 

Between the Hun’s shark eyes and sure escape 

From the black icy fathoms that would choke her, 

There’s little left within a man but nerves. 

So when I drew her closer into the shelter, 

Out of the sheering wind, the life-belt 

She wore seemed like a coffin in that sepulchre 

Of night and sea. And when the other, there, 

With the disaster eyes and pallid face, 

Turned half toward us, I was shaken as if 

‘The moon had suddenly walked out of her shroud 

With phosphorescent purpose to reveal us. 


But on we plunged and tumbled, till at last 

The blank monotonous sink and swell lulled me 
To faith. And I was only thinking softly 

Of her—my wife’s—first kiss on a summer’s night 
Under the moonlit laurels of our home, 

When came a cry from the wan girl gazing 
Frozenly on the sea—where the moon now 
Indeed was pointing at us pallidly 

A death-path. And my throat was gripped by it, 
That clutching cry, as if the glacial depths 

Down under us already had risen up. 

So starting toward the slipping rail I called, 
‘What is it? Where?’ For, tense as a clairvoyant, 
With eyes that seemed to feel under the tide 

The stealthy peril stalking us, she stood there. 


After a moment’s gazing I too saw— 
What she foresensed—destruction seething toward us. 
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‘The boats!’ I cried, ‘the rafts!’ And stumbled back 
Over the streaming deck to her I loved. 

Then the shock came, as if the sea’s wild heart 

Had broken under us, and ripped the entrails, 

The human hundreds, out of our vessel’s hold, 

To strew the foam with mania and despair, 

With shrieks strangled by wind and wave and terror. 
And through that floating, mangled, blind confusion, 
Where hands reached at the infinite then sank, 

Where faces clung to wreckage as to eternity, 

I sought for her who shared my life’s voyage, 

Who had been my heart’s pilot ; and who now, 
Wrecked with me, swirled, too, in the torn waters... . 
And soon I saw her, still by that wan girl, 

‘Tossed on a watery omnipotence. 


Blind with brine I swam for her—as the moon, 

Her treachery done, again got to a cloud. 

Flung back by every wave, I fought ; beating 

Against them as against God. And soon, somehow, 

Had reached to a limp body on the surge, 

Limp and strange—but living . . . though nigh drowned ! 
‘Then seeing a raft near, I struggled onward, 
Gulping the sea and being gulped by it, 

But finding arms at last that drew my burden 
And me from horror to half-swooning safety. 
I could have died, I think, of the relief. 

But the moon came again, nakedly out, 

As if to see what she had done. ‘Then I, 
Bending over the form that I had fought for, 
And chafing it, saw . . . not her I loved ! 
Infinite Cruelty, not her I loved! . . . 

But that pale girl, with the eyes of all disaster, 
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Oh yes, I raved, and said God was a Hun, 

A Kaiser of a Universe that loathed him. 

And back, too, would have leapt, into the waves, 

But the same hands that saved were ready to hold me. 


AN AVIATOR’S MOTHER 


I wake in the night, 

And sudden my eyes grope, 

High through the dark of the battlefields, 
For the place where he is flying 

Through thin perilous ether. 

In cold dizzy heights 

Over the foe I see him, 

His soaring plane in a swirl of clouds hidden, 
And he, my little boy, 

Who once crawled at my feet, 

Nor dared to take three steps across my chamber, 
He the eagle soul of it ! 


Ah yes, I see and hear him, 

There in the earthless chill, 

With iron talons ready 

To release swift bombs on sleeping Rhine cities. 

And though I know that some of them may 
fall 

On simple homes where children dream 

As once he dreamt beside me, 

I cry him on through the sky’s sickening hazard— 

That Freedom may not perish 

And a myriad martyr mother-hearts 

In the years to come be wakened 

By the high whirring wings that mean destruction. 
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I cry himton een. 

And yet how terrible 

That out of the nest even the young must spring 
To be—thus—Humanity’s war-eagles ! 


THE NEWS PA DRIOT 


Wiruin his heart East shall be one 
With West, and his effaceless thought 
Shall be that earth was made for all 
Its millions driven and sore-distraught. 


For he at last shall look and see 

Through all the creeds about him hurled, 
His nation is humanity, 

His country is the world. 


THE NEW WISE MEN 


Moscow, Jan. 8, 1923. (By the Associated Press) :—‘ The 
young communists, observing Christmas of the Gregorian 
Calendar, to-day launched their wildly heralded “ attack 


upon Heaven,” in a grotesque carnival procession that was a 
mockery of the world’s great religions. 


Frre! fire! kindle a fire, 
Kindle a flame to fling them in, 
Christ, Buddha, and all the gods : 
Worship is the primal sin ! 
Worship is the opiate 

Lulling the people to their fate. 
God and all the gods are straw ; 
Feed them to the fire’s maw ! 


THE NEW WISE MEN 


Here is the star of Bethlehem. 

Fling it into the mouth of the flames. 
We are the Wise Men, who have come 
Out of slavery and shames. 

Mockery and mirth we bring 

To the Gods, made by man ! 

Christ and Buddha, Allah, Brahm’ 

Get from us but one psalm : 

Into the flames with their names, 


Then seek world-balm ! 


We are the Wise Men, and our church 
Is no manger stall. 

Long enough we ’ve fed on husks. 

If Heaven zs at all, 

It is earth. Up, then, burn 

All such meek humilities. 

Christian kine may chew the cud 

In their lowly muck and mud. 

We will worship earth alone, 

Earth swept clean of these ! 


We are the Wise Men, we are the priests 
Of the Possible. 
God is a bogey made by fears 
In a fool’s skull. 
Kings and conquerors and lords 
Of the world’s fat treasure hoards 
Shall not, with a yeast called Heaven, 
Any longer our bread leaven. 
Only of loaves made with Now 
Will we eat : that we vow. 
Yesterday was theirs ; to-day 
Broken they shall bow ! 

DX 
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Kindle the fame! ‘To its flood 
Crescent, crucifix, 
Swastika, and all god-signs 
Fling—and let them mix. 

We, the Wise Men, with a spoon 
Bolshevik will stir soon 

All dead creeds and tyrannies 
Nations shall toss in with these. 
For the one holy chant 

With which all the world should pant 
Is : THE PEOPLE ARE SUPREME. 
Gops ARE BUT A DREAM. 


AN ANCIENT GREEK, DYING 


Come nearer, Charon. . . 

I cannot step so far, into your boat ; 

For I must have some breath to say farewell 
To her you waft me from, 

Ere death sets us afloat. 


MYCENAEAN REVENGE 


Tue sea-kings of Crete, Phoenicia, and Sicily 
Raped six coasts and a hundred women. 

I was one of them ... Pharon had me... 
‘The breasts he fondled budded and bloomed 
And fed the babe I begot with hatred . . . 


And now my ravisher, Pharon, is doomed, 


Hard it has been to wait for vengeance, 
Slave in the house of a Cretan thief ; 
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Filling afresh his chill amphorae 
Dawn and night with oil and water. 
But now my suckled son is a man— 


And to-night shall ravish Pharon’s daughter. 


This is the way it shall be. At dusk, 

When he returns from another raid 

And calls for ten strong wines to lotion 

His beard of blood and his blood of lust, 
‘Then he will look for his tall young daughter 
Who loathes his heat with a cold disgust. 


Leaving his gypsum throne in the megaron, 
Flinging the sistrum player aside, 

Forth will he stride, by the fountain weeping 
Like a lone slave, to his daughter’s door. 
There he will find her bound and ravished 
And cold with hate as an unpaid whore. 


Writhing veins will swell in his forehead, 
Wild will he rage as a minotaur, 

Till the loosed lips of his tall young daughter 
Tell him his rapes have raped her too ; 

For her tongue is a fang of the snake-goddess, 
Piercing the heart with poison through. 


Then will he seek me... . But ina galley 
I and my son and ten slaves more 

With a cask of gold will set toward Ithaca— 
Over a sea that has no track ; 

And Pharon may foam like a hound behind, 
Till the vitals of him and the brain crack. 
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Round to the sea-kings then will the story 
Go—and the fame of it shall pall 

The wine-board boasts of every rover 
Having a daughter. budding breasts ; 

And each in his sleep shall start and shudder 
And vow to refrain from raping-quests.” 


A LYDIAN BACCHANAL 


‘THE stag was gone 

And the hounds that follow ; 
The glade was still, 

Not a stir around. 

Not a doe or fawn 

‘That had failed to follow 
With keenest fear 

Could have sensed a sound. 
And yet on the hill 

There was something hid ; 
In the coppice near 

Was a presence felt, 

Of eyes and feet 

‘That were full of thrill, 
Of limbs a-quiver 

‘To leap and bound. 


‘Then sudden the leaves 
Of a laurel stirred, 
‘The branches parted 
And eyes peered out, 
With bacchic stealth 
Of glance that started, 
‘Then vanished as if 


‘Pan-hoofs were heard. 
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But not a hoof 

From the bushes broke ; 

Not a wild-hearted 

Pipe poured health 

And happy lust 

Through the deep vine-woof, 
Hung from the trees 


By the dryad folk. 


None : till, again, 
The eyes ! between 
Leafy fillets 

Of parted green. 

And then, with lips 
Of fear unpursed, 

Out with a cry 

‘The bacchante burst ! 
Out with a cry 

‘To the hills about ; 
Out with a cry 

To the bacchant hid ! 
Out with her cry 

For the reel and rout— 
The amorous pipe 
And the thyrsus-thrid ! 


And swiftly he came, 
On foot as light 

As ever the vine-god 
Wove in dance ! 
Swiftly he came 
With eyes as bright 
As ever the wine-god 
‘Taught to glance ! 
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Swiftly he came 

With fawn-skin tossed 
Over his shoulder 
Ivy-crowned ! 

Myrtle and thyme 

And reed he crossed, 
Seized her and whirled her 
Glorying round ! 


O the dance ! 
Through the heart of Spring ! 
Bacchus !_ Bacchus ! 
God of the grape !— 
‘The reeling trance 
And the rapture-fling 
Of naked limbs— 
The ravishing ! 

O the dance ! 

In the deeps of May ! 
Bacchus, behold 
What here is loosed ! 
What mystery, 

What passion-sway, 
What deity 

By thee induced ! 


But hist ! the call 

Of their comrade-band ! 
‘They pause, panting, 
And parted listen. 

‘The flame of love 

In their hearts is fanned 
‘To mad desire, 

Their eyes glisten. 
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But only a kiss 

Can they seize, 

‘Then she is gone, 

And he, fleetly. 

Behind is left 

In the limpid glade 

A stir of bliss 

‘That has been completely. 


Bacchus! Bacchus ! 
This was your way ! 
Close to the seasons, 
Close to the sod ! 

Close to the welling 
Of all reasons 

For our delight, O god. 


HE OREMEWS 
In wis CELL on Mount Atuos 
(Circa A.D. 1450) 


You hear their blasphemies, O God, 
These helots of Mahomet ! 

Like glutton dogs are they—that turn 
Again to their own vomit. 

For Heaven, say they, is a place 
Of silks and wines and swooning 

All day on deep divans, while round 
Are houris, love-lutes tuning. 

Bright houris—three-score for the couch 
Of each accurst believer— 

And all black-eyed and beautiful— 
The Fiend is their deceiver ! 


are 


THEOPHILUS 


They say this in their pride, O God, 
While we dwell on our rock— 

Which never woman’s foot has trod . . 
Will you still let them mock | 


They say that Heaven is a place 
Of riches, slaves, and pleasure, 
Where every soothing thrill of sense 

Is lengthened—past all measure— 
Till a full age of easesome bliss 
Is packed in every second— 
Only by lips that kiss and hands 
Caressing to be reckoned ! 
And, in this carnal Paradise, 
‘They say Christ dwells, a prophet— 
But lesser than Mahomet is !— 
God, is it not but Tophet ! 
‘They say this in their scorn of us 
Who shut from out our brain 
All memory of woman, thus, 


Upon hard beds of pain. 


So curse them, God, in every land— 
‘To whom Thy Holy Spirit 

Is but a wind, with frankincense 
And spices to endear it, 

Which blows across their Paradise 
‘To sweeten the caresses 

Of every houri who attends 
Their evil idlenesses, 

Curse them with barrenness and send 
‘Their souls to Hell for ever, 

With women’s souls just opposite, 
Beyond their want’s endeavour. 
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Then in Thy skies—though Christ saith clear 
‘That none sent thither wed— 

Let each who shunned all women here 
On one there rest his head ! 


GALILEO 


Dyinc, To H1s FRIENDS—AFTER MANY PENALTIES UNDER 
THE INQUISITION FOR HIS ASTRONOMICAL BELIEFS 


So be it, the priest shall come, 

Since you fear, with the Eucharist ! 

I recant again. I will eat— 

And drink—of the Bread, the Wine. 
But then, ere the night grows numb, 
Ere the end draws near, and the Mist 
Enswathes me, I would complete 

One thought more. Do the stars shine ? 


A heretic? Well, the Church 

Has her will. But Copernicus 

Saw a great truth for all that : 

And yet I am troubled still ! 

The sun, that he found, by search, 
To be lord of our day and us, 

Is so! but he paused thereat : 

‘There ’s more to be said by who will ! 


There ’s more to be said by who dares . 
But nay, do not fear, I am old 

And blind—so others must speak, 

And suffer the Church’s ban, 

Infinity there unbares ; 

The earth and planets have told 

But a word : some braver will seek 
How the heavens themselves began ! 
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GALILEO 


A blasphemy, that? Not so, 

For motion and force are God’s, 
Though in them is hidden the thought 
That eludes me, even to death. 

How earth draws the moon I know, 
And how great Jupiter plods, 

With satellites to him caught— 

As if by an indrawn breath ! 


That indrawn breath, is it one 
Between all things cast upon space ? 
‘The stone that I fling and the star 
Fall yielding alike to its will? 

Does the Universe so run ? 

God give me a year of grace 

And yet I shall pierce afar 

Into that ; for it needs but skill. 


The holy Wine and the Bread ¢ 

They are come? . . . yea, I believe— 
In Christ and the Virgin too, 
So now . . . be wholly at ease. 

In Pisa’s Church overhead 

Swung the pendulous light . . . receive 


My discoveries, God—from whom . . . 


The first came, there, on my knees ! 


For if Thou hast sent thy Word 

‘To the Church, Thou hast sent us too 
‘The heavens’ eternal scroll 

For men with their minds to read. 

So where a truth I averred 

Of stars is to Thee untrue, 

Lay it not, O God, to my soul 

That I trusted both in my need ! 
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THE EXCOMMUNICANT 
(In the time of Pope Sixtus V.) 


Praise be, praise be, to printers all ! 
Old Sixtus on his throne 

Would damn my soul to Hell with a Bull— 
And now he has damned his own ! 


“T’ll have the Vulgate set,’ said he, 
“In type beyond reproof ; 

Without a wicked error—made 
‘Though it be by the Devil’s hoof ! 


“It shall surpass in dot and jot 
All ink has ever etched, 

For every holy sheet of it 
Shall ’fore my eyes be fetched. 


‘ And, in a preface black and clear, 
I ’ll excommunicate 

All who shall dare to change the text 
But a tittle, by God’s hate !’ 


So straight he put his toads to it, 
His Gregory, Pius, Paul, 

And not with a pint of Asti let 
Them wet their wits withal ! 


Each new white sheet he conned himself 
With care ‘ infallible.’ 

‘Then bound them up—to find them foul 
With errors, frowsy full ! 
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THE EXCOMMUNICANT 


And all the world of heretics 
Is tittering now—from Thun 

To Tiber, from the Thames to where 
The Turk swears by Haroun ! 


‘Papal Infallibility has damned 
The Pope himself,’ they gloat, 
‘For he must paste his errors over 
And be his own scapegoat !’ 


Old Sixtus Fifth, who from his throne 
Would damn my soul to Hell, 

Shall lick the Devil’s presses there 
And print blasphemies well ! 


THE NUN 


A Lone palm stands in the moonlight, 
Over a convent wall. 

The sea below is waking and breaking 
With a calm heave and fall. 

A young nun sits at a window ; 
For Heaven she is too fair ; 

Yet even the dove of God might nest 
In her bosom beating thcre. 


A lone ship sails from the harbour ; 
Whom does it bear away ? 

Her lover who, sin-hearted, has parted 
And left her but to pray ? 

She has no lover, nor ever 
Has heard afar love’s sigh. 

Only the Convent’s vesper vow 
Has ever dimmed her eye. 


THE NUN 


For naught knows she of her beauty, 
More than the palm of its peace : 

And none shall cross her portal, to mortal 
Desires to bend her knees. 

‘The ways of the world have flowers, 
And any who will pluck those ; 

But in His hand, against all harm, 
God still will keep some rose. 


A SONG OF THE OLD VENETIANS 


THE seven fleets of Venice 

Set sail across the sea 

For Cyprus and for ‘Trebizond, 
Ayoub and Araby. 

‘Their gonfalons are floating far, 
St. Mark’s has heard the mass, 
And to the noon the salt lagoon 
Lies white, like burning glass. 


The seven fleets of Venice— 

And each its way to go, 

Led by a Falier or Tron, 

Zorzi or Dandalo. 

The Patriarch has blessed them all, 
The Doge has waved the word, 
And in their wings the murmurings 
Of waiting winds are heard. 


The seven fleets of Venice— 
And what shall be their fate ? 
One shall return with porphyry 
And pearl and fair agate. 
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A SONG OF THE OLD VENETIANS 


One shall return with spice and spoil 
And silk of Samarcand. 

But nevermore shall ove win o’er 
The sea, to any land. 


Oh, they shall bring the East back, 
And they shall bring the West, 
The seven fleets our Venice sets 
A-sail upon her quest. 

But some shall bring despair back 
And some shall leave their keels 
Deeper than wind or wave frets, 
Or sun ever steals. 


THE BALLAD OF THE MAID-OF ORLEANS 


Many a man of many a race 
Has done a deed of shame, 
But never a worse than this was done, 


O England, in thy name ! 


The Maid of Orleans lay in her cell, 
Fated and hung with fetters, 
Ready for burning at the stake, 
By men—at war her betters. 


But if they burned her, would the might 
And mystery she wielded 

Be, by the flaming death of her, 
Once and for ever yielded ? 


‘By God, it will not!” said a lord 
Of Albion, her foe ; 

A beast, the vision on whose face 
Was mixed with patriot glow. 


THE BALLAD OF THE MAID OF ORLEANS 


‘By God, it will not, for her strength 
Lies in a secret thing— 

And martyrdom of a virgin maid 
Through all this land would ring. 


“But—give her body a child,’ he said, 
And looked about him hot. 

‘Through every man there coldly ran 
‘The serpent of his thought. 


“Once give her body a child He took 
‘The keys from the warden’s hand. 
“A maid is a maid, but England’s aid 


By men was ever planned : 


‘A maid is a maid—but all the saints 
‘That round about her stir 

Shall be as whispering fiends, if once 
Love has had toll of her.’ 


He rose ; behind him clanged the door ; 
It shuddered in each heart. 

He went into her cell—and saw 
Fear on her cheek upstart. 


‘The Virgin had a child,’ he said, 
‘And you have none, my dear.’ 
He seized her in his arms : her cry 

Rang forth, fleet and clear. 


He seized her in his arms ; she fought. 
O brutal hand that rested 
One moment on her maiden breast 


Where only God had nested ! 
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O brutal hand, O brutal lips, 
O brutal soul that sought 
To soil virginity as brave 
As Heaven ever wrought ! 


She beat him from her, bleeding, blind— 
She but a maid, a woman ! 

She beat him off with chastity 
That strove divinely human. 


He fell, shaken away—with passion 
Burning still in his eye. 

‘By God, for that one touch,’ he said, 
‘Id dare, though I should die. 


‘And were you but an English wench 
And I a king,’—he said. . . 

She sank fainting upon the floor ; 
He left her there for dead. 


O many a man of many a race 
Has done a deed of shame.— 
They took her on the morrow out 

And burnt her in Christ’s name. 


THE WIND’S WORD 


A srar that I love, 
The sea, and I, 
Spake together across the night. 
“ Have peace,’ said the star, 
‘ Have power,’ said the sea ; 
“Yea !’ I answered, ‘and Fame’s delight !” 


THE WIND’S WORD 


The wind on his way 
To Araby 
Paused and listened and sighed and said, 
“I passed on the sands 
A Pharaoh’s tomb : 
All these did he have—and he is dead.’ 


THE SHRINE OF SHRINES 


‘THERE is in Egypt by the ancient Nile 

A temple of imperishable stone, 

Stupendous, columned, hieroglyphed, and known 
Yo all the world as Faith’s supremest shrine. 
Half in debris it stands, a granite pile 
Gigantic, stayed midway in resurrection, 

An awe, an inspiration, a dejection 

To all who would the cryptic past divine. 
The god of it was Ammon, and a throng 
Of worshippers from Thebes the royal-gated 
For ever at its fervid pylons waited 

While priests poured ever a prophetic song. 
And yet this Ammon, who gave Egypt laws, 
Is not—and is forgot—and never was ! 


FROM A FELUCCA 


A wHITeE tomb in the desert, 
An Arab at his prayers 
Beside the Nile’s dark water, 
Where the lone camel fares. 
An ibis on the sunset, 
A slow shadouf at rest, 
And in the caravansary 
Low music for the guest. 
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FROM A FELUCCA 


Above the tawny city 

A gleam of minarets, 
Resounding the muezzin’s 

Clear call as the sun sets. 

A mystery, a silence, 

A breathing of strange balm, 

A peace from Allah on the wind 
And on the sky his calm. 


THE RAMESSID 


Upon an image of immortal stone, 

Seated and vast, the moon of Luxor falls, | 
Lending to it a stillness that appals, | 
A mystery Osirian and strange. | 
‘The hands outplaced upon the knees in lone 

And placid majesty reveal the power 

Of Egypt in her most triumphal hour, 

The calm of tyranny that cannot change. 
It is of that great king, who heard the cries | 
Of millions toil to lift him to the skies, . 
Who saw them perish at their task like flies, 

Yet let no eye of pity o’er them range. 

What rue, then, if his desecrated face 

Rots now at Cairo in a mummy-case ? 


A CHARM TO BRING CHILDREN 
(Egypt, A.D. 100) 


Take twelve leaves of the male palm 

And write on each the name of a god, 
Wed each leaf to a lotus bloom 

And bind the twain to a bulrush rod. 


4A CHARM TO BRING CHILDREN 


Walk with the stem betwixt your breasts 
By the flooding Nile when the young moon 


shows, 
Shadowy-pregnant, over the night. 


‘Then—making the sign of Horus— 
Thrice to the left and thrice to the right— 


Call, to the wind of the Desert, 
Great is the lady Isis! 


TARIM REPENTS 


My soul once was pagan, 

My body once flesh. 

I was my own master, 

Free from any mesh. 

But now I go to the desert, 
And God burns in the sand ; 
And if I flee to the mountain, 
Its peak is His right hand. 


The tavern vats ran ruddy ; 
Their ecstasy was mire ; 

And dancing-girls flung round me 
Rhythm’s beauteous vine. 

But now the khan I rest in 

Has ashes on the floor, 

And the voice of God fills it, 
That and nothing more. 


I have become a question, 

I have become a doubt, 
Through which mystic fevers 
Wander in and out. 
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TARIM REPENTS 


Life now to me is only 

A swaying minaret, 

Which Death mounts thrice daily, 
That I may not forget. 


THE VERSION OF SIMON THE SADDUCEE 


Scripes and priests, hearken to me, 
Simon am I, the Sadducee, 

And, in spite of what I tell 

Of a dead man made whole and well, 
I say there is neither Heaven nor Hell. 


Thus did it chance—and only so. 
I was coming from Jericho, 
And, when near to Bethany, 
Had crept under an olive-tree, 


Weary of heat and the Dead Sea. 


And as I rested, nigh asleep, 

I heard a sudden moan sweep, 
And looking from the olive-gloom 
Bespread over a near hill tomb, 

I saw a surging throng loom. 


And out of the throng I heard a cry, 
‘Master, why did you let him die?’ 
From a lone woman’s grief it came— 
One of two that called his name— 
And seemed to smite his heart as flame. 


For tears were started in his breast, 
Like waters from a fountain prest. 
And lo, come to the tomb, he said, 

In words that with sore yearning bled, 
‘Roll the stone away from the dead.’ 
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And swift they rolled its weight away, 
As you have heard his people say. 
And then he cried—I swear, thus— 
In a voice flung as wind through us, 
“I bid you to come forth, Lazarus.’ 


And slowly out of the grave there came, 
Bound about—like one who’s lame— 

With clothes at the feet, and face, too, 

This Lazarus—a mere Jew— 

Who had been dead . . . whole days through ! 


And as he came a great awe fell— 
Seeming to fold the earth as well. 
Yet if the hill shook, I know not : 
‘Though such a strength, there begot, 
Nigh left me as the wife of Lot. 


But soon the throng cried out, ‘ He lives !’ 
At which a little shiver he gives— 

Then falls down at the Master’s feet, 

And the women running, glad and fleet, 
Took from him the winding-sheet. 


‘There was rejoicing, far and near, 
And thronging about, his tale to hear. 
Yet, by the rod of Moses, all 

Of moment still was to befall ! 

For he but stood there in his pall. 


Till some at last cried, ‘ Master, bid 
Him tell us what in death he did. 
For we would know of the Abyss— 
Of Sheol coming after this— 
Whether it be a pain or bliss !’ 
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THE VERSION OF SIMON THE SADDUCEE 


And the throng pressed closer, closer still, 
When Lazarus shook, as if his will 

Had scarcely yet from death come back. 
And then he stood there, all a-lack, 
Looking as one upon the rack. 


But still the throng cried, ‘ Bid him speak !” 


Till he who raised the dead grew weak, 
And a sweat broke out upon his brow— 
A sweat of faltering, all allow, 
Whether to bid the dead avow. 


Yet, louder still, ‘ Yea, let us know 
What Heaven is, if there we go 5 

For we will believe what man has seen.’ 
‘They cried again : and he, grown lean, 
‘Turned at last with a granting mien. 


But then did Lazarus loose his lips, 

As one whom a great loving grips, 

And said, ‘Nay, Lord, send them away ; 
To you alone will I first say 

What I have seen of Heaven this day.’ 


So he unto them said, ‘ Stand off : 
Have I not shown ye signs enough ?’ 
And they obeyed, though lothfully, 
Murmuring backward from the tree, 
Where those two stood alone with me. 


Then was it that this Healer said, 

‘Speak !” and hope to his word was wed ; 
Such hope as never hung before 

At the tomb’s unrevealing door. 

The very sun stood eager o’er. 
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And Lazarus stammered forth, ‘ Dear Lord, 
Shall I so pierce you with a sword ? 

In the four days of my death-gloom 

I have but lain as in a womb : 

Emptiness only has the tomb ! ’ 


And he, their ‘ Lord’ and ‘ Master ’ called, 
Paled to his heart, as if appalled. 

But only a space, then beauty spread, 
Strange as the power that raised the dead, 
Over his limbs and lit his head. 


And then he gently turned away 

And to the throng I heard him say, 
‘Look on my face and search ye out 
Whether of Heaven ye should doubt !’ 
And all cried, ‘ Nay, Lord,’ with a shout. 


So I, Simon, the Sadducee, 

Still say that Heaven nor Hell may be. 
And yet if thus the dead arise, 

Who is there in his heart denies 

That in this man a Prophet cries ? 


A SONG OF THE SECTS 


(In a Ferusalem Tavern) 


A Latin and Greek, praise God, are we, Armenian and Copt, 

And we’re all drunk as drunk can be, for we’ve together 
sopped. 

Not one of us but spits at the creed the others mouth and 
purr, 

But we all believe, we all believe, in the Holy Sepulchre ! 
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The Armenian sings : 


The Copt comes out of Egypt-land, and with a braggart face 
He'll tell you that his fathers piled the Pyramids in place, 
In his Monophysite Christ we set no faith, the blasphemer ! 

But we all believe, we all believe, in the Holy Sepulchre ! 


The Latin sings: 


The Greek will curse you if you call his Ikons images, 
And damns your soul to Hell—no purgatory, if you please ! 
About Procession of the Ghost he’s prickly as a burr, 

But he believes, as we all believe, in the Holy Sepulchre ! 


The Copt sings : 


Of heretics God leaves unburnt, Armenians are worst, 

They will not celebrate the Day, that was for Christ the first. 

No wine with water mixed for them, as well mix heathen 
myrrh— 

Or not believe, as we all believe, ir the Holy Sepulchre ! 


The Greek sings : 


The Latin swears his Roman Pope is judge infallible. 
Wherefore you may be very sure the Devil from his skull 

Will drink a toast unto all liars, who such a lie aver— 
Though they believe, as we all believe, in the Holy Sepulchre ! 


The Four, again : 
A Latin and Greek, praise God, are we, Armenian and Copt, 
And we’re all drunk as drunk can be, for we’ve together 
sopped. 
Not one of us but hankers to hang all Jews on a juniper, 
For we all believe, we all believe, in the Holy Sepulchre ! 
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THE LITTLE NAHR BARADA 


Down along the mountains, down to Damascus, 

The little Nahr Barada waters all the wide wilderness, 
Flowing like a holy thing into thirsty gardens, 

Where the fair pomegranate, bride among the trees, 
Blushes with delight, while the camel bells tinkle 

On trails cooled from far above by Hermon’s snowy breeze. 


Down into the valley, on the same pilgrimage 

It made when Thebes and Babylon were marts of living men, 
It flows to the city’s rim that burgeons still because of it ; 
Nor cares whether Christian bell or minaret be heard ; 

But only whether life comes, to men and beasts and blossoms, 
That listen to the wonder of its ever-cooling word. 


A SONG FOR HEALING 
(On the South Seas) 


Wuen I return to the world again, 
The world of fret and fight, 
To grapple with godless things and men, 
In battle, wrong or right, 
I will remember this—the sea, 
And the white stars hanging high, 
And the vessel’s bow 
Where calmly now 
I gaze to the boundless sky. 


When I am deaf with the din of strife, 
And blind amid despair, 
When I am choked with the dust of life 


And long for free soul-air, 
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I will recall this sound—the sea’s, 
And the wide horizon’s hope, 
And the wind that blows 
And the phosphor snows 

That fall as the cleft waves ope. 


When I am beaten—when I fall 
On the bed of black defeat, 
When I have hungered, and in gall 
Have got but shame to eat, 
I will remember this—the sea, 
And its tide as soft as sleep, 
And the clear night sky 
That heals for aye 
All who will trust its Deep. 


“THE MONSOON BREAKS!” 
(India) 
I 
PANTING, panting, panting, 
Oh the terrible heat ! 
The fields crack 
And the ryot’s back 
Bursts with the cruel beat. 
The wells of the land are empty ; 
Six hundred feet, in vain, 
‘The oxen lower the buckets o’er 
And draw them up again. 


Panting, panting, panting : 
Parched are the earth and sky. 
The elephant in the jungle 
Sucks root and river dry. 

The tiger, in whose throat 
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‘The desert seems to burn, 
Paces the path, 
The pool path— 


But only to return. 


Oh the terrible heat ! 

Oh the peacock’s cry ! 
The whine of monkeys in the trees, 
The children crawling on their knees. 
Oh the terrible heat ! 

The gods will let us die : 

Shiva and Parvati and all 

‘To whom we beat the drum and call 


Vouch us no reply. 


II 


Panting, panting, panting : 

The plague is drawing near, 
Hot is the sun, hot is the night, 
And in the heat is fear. 

The plague, of famine mate, 

Is fumbling at the latch. 

Soon his step— 

Death-step | — 

Listening we shall catch. 


Oh! .. . soon his step ! 

There ’s heard the funeral chant ; 
There ’s smelt the funeral pyre ; 
The ghat is red with fire. 

Oh the terrible heat ! 

The gods are adamant. 

Will the monsoon 

Let us swoon 

Unto the last heart-beat ? 
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‘THE MONSOON BREAKS !” 


lit 


Panting, panting, panting .. . 

Go up toward the sea 

And look again, ye holy men, 

‘To learn if clouds may be. 

Go up into your temples 

With sacrifice and song. 

Call to the gods, 

The cruel gods, 

Who beat us down with rays like rods : 
Say that we wait too long ! 


Say that the wells are dry, 

Say that our flesh is sand, 

Say that the mother’s milk is pain, 
The child beats at her breast in vain, 
Say ‘that we curse the land. 

Oh the terrible heat ! 

Say that even the moon 

In fiery flight 

Scorches the night. 

Oh bring us the monsoon ! 


IV 


Panting, panting, panting : 

The nautch-girl cannot sing, 

But drops her vina in the dust 

And sinks, a shrivelled thing. 

The fakir has acquired 

No merit for six days, 

But at the tank, 

‘The shrine’s tank, 

‘That never before of vileness stank, 
Babbles of water sprays. 
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‘THE MONSOON BREAKS!” 


V 
Oh the terrible heat ! 


How long must we endure? 
‘The holy men have come again, 
The beating drums are fewer. 
A cobra in their path 

Licked out an angry tongue 
Into the air— 

Oh with despair 

Is even the serpent stung ! 
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Panting, panting, panting : 

The night again, and day ; 

And day again, and night again, 
Burning their endless way. 

‘The furnace sun goes down, 

The branding stars come out 

And sear the eyes 

Like fiery flies 

Settling upon them—Oh, ye skies, 
A drop for us, we pray ! 


But one—upon the tongue ! 

To let us know you care. 

But one—though it be wrung 

Of breath sent up in prayer. 

Oh the terrible heat ! 

Again the beating drums. 

What do I hear? 

Amery, eecAacheertytp2as 

The priests are chanting ? nearer, near? 
Is it the monsoon comes ? 
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‘THE MONSOON BREAKS !’ 


The priests are chanting! . . . Oh, 

What word is on their lips ! 

‘The monsoon breaks ! the monsoon breaks !’ 
A darkness sudden grips 

My eyes : is it the shroud 

Of blindness, or—a cloud ? 

The monsoon breaks ? 

‘The rain awakes ? 

Out of the darkened sky it shakes ?— 

Louder they cry, and loud ! 


Oh loud ! until at last 

The people hear bedazed ; 

The sick who drank of burning air, 
‘The weak, the well, the crazed ! 
‘The temple’s sacred cow 

Lows gently at the door ; 

The fakir makes his vow 

And chants his Vedic lore ; 

But all lift up 

Their lips’ cup 

And drink more of it, more ! 


And singing fills the air! . 

And soon the Summer’s song 

Of greenness covers all the earth, 
For long the rain is, long ! 

The rice is flooded far ; 

While Shiva, Indra, all 

The gods, who are the world’s laws, 
Are lulled to sleep, 

In temples deep, 

By praises without pause. 
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THE BARREN WOMAN 


(Benares) 


Ar the burning-ghat, O Kali, 
Mother divine and dread, 

See, I am waiting with open lips 
Over the newly dead. 

I am childless and barren ; pity, 
And let me catch the soul 

Of him who here on the kindled bier 
Pays to Existence toll. 


See, by his guileless body 
I cook the bread and eat. 
Give me the sou! he does not need 
Now, for conception sweet. 
Hear, or my lord and husband 
Shall send me from his door 
And take to his side a fairer bride 
Whose breast shall be less poor. 


Oft I have sought thy temples. 
By Ganges now I seek, 

Where ashes of all the dead are strewn, 
And is my prayer not meek ? 

‘The ghats and the shrines and the people 
That bathe in the holy Stream 

Have heard my cry, O goddess high, 
Shall I not have my dream ? 


The women of Oudh and Jaipur 
Look on my face with scorn. 
Children about their garments cling, 

To me shall none be born? 
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THE BARREN WOMAN 


The death-fires quiver faster, 
O hasten, goddess, a sign, 
That from this doom into my womb 


Thy pledge has passed divine. 


Woe! there is naught but ashes 
Now, and the weepers go. 

Lone on the ghat they leave me, lone, 
With but the River’s flow. 

Kali, I ask not jewels 
Nor justice, beauty nor shrift, 

But for the lowest woman’s right, 
A child—though I die of the gift ! 


THE PILGRIMS OF THIBET 


Down the road to Lassa, 
Himalayan and strange, 
I thought I saw them winding 
From range to lower range, 
The seekers after Buddha, 
Across the ice and cold, 
And from their lips the mystic phrase 
Of merit ever tolled : 
“Om mane padme, hum !’ 
Life is but a way of lust. 
Turn the wheel and beat the drum, 
Till we to Nirvana come. 


Clothed in rags and turquoise 
And necklaces of skulls, 

And shoes of yak worn furless, 
And fleece the shepherd culls, 


—— 
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With faces like to parchments 
Whereon alone was writ 
The repetition of those words 
Of wonder infinite : 
“Om mane padme, hum !” 
Life is but a robe of lust. 
‘Turn the wheel and beat the drum 
Till we to Nirvana come. 


Down the road ascetic 
And desert bleak and drear, 

I thought I saw them winding 
To Llassa walls more near ; 
Strong man and maid and mother, 
Shorn youth and sexless age, 

That ever to the wind intoned 
Their one acquitting page : 
‘Om mane padme, hum!” 
Grief is but the goal of lust. 
Turn the wheel and beat the drum, 
Till we to Nirvana come. 


Past the hermit’s cavern— 
Where he alone drew breath !— 
Past nunneries where silence 
Waits, acolyte of death ; 
Past shrines of lesser power, 
Where smiling idols wear 
The bliss upon their gilded lips 
Of the all-granting prayer. 
‘Om mane padme, hum!” 
Leave the life of flesh and lust. 
Turn the wheel and beat the drum, 
Till we to Nirvana come. 
2M 
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THE PILGRIMS OF THIBET 


Down the road—and down it, 
I saw them, lama-led, 
Mid holy lakes and mountains, 
And monasteries fed 
With endless alms and measured 
By slow prostrations round, 
And by the chanted syllables 
That sprung as from the ground. 
“Om mane padme, hum!” 
Life is but the lair of lust. 
Turn the wheel and beat the drum, 
Till we to Nirvana come. 


Then at last to Llassa 
They reach—I see them yet !— 
And touch the gods on altars 
Above all others set. 
Monk, man and maid and mother, 
Upon the Wheel of Things, 
From which escape shall come alone 
‘To him who ceaseless sings : 
“Om mane padme, hum !’ 
End the life of greed and lust. 
‘Turn the wheel and beat the drum, 
Till we to Nirvana come, 


KINCHINJUNGA 


(Which is next to the highest of mountains) 
I 


O wuire Priest of Eternity, around 

Whose lofty summit veiling clouds arise 

Of the earth’s immemorial sacrifice 

To Brahma in whose breath all lives and dies ; 


KINCHINFUNG A 


O Hierarch enrobed in timeless snows, 
First-born of Asia whose maternal throes 
Seem changed now to a million human woes, 
Holy thou art and still! Be so, nor sound 
One sigh of all the mystery in thee found. 


II 


For in this world too much is overclear, 
Immortal Ministrant to many lands, 

From whose ice-altars flow to fainting sands 
Rivers that each libation poured expands. 
‘Too much is known, O Ganges-giving sire ; 
Thy people fathom life and find it dire, 
Thy people fathom death, and, in it, fire 
To live again, though in IIlusion’s sphere, 
Behold concealed as grief is in a tear. 


It 


Wherefore continue, still enshrined, thy rites, 
Though dark Thibet, that dread ascetic, falls 
In strange austerity, whose trance appals, 
Before thee, and a suppliant on thee calls. 
Continue still thy silence high and sure, 

‘That something beyond fleeting may endure— 
Something that shall for evermore allure 
Imagination on to mystic flights 

Wherein alone no wing of Evil lights. 


IV 


Yea, wrap thy awful gulfs and acolytes 

Of lifted granite round with reachless snows. 
Stand for Eternity while pilgrim rows 

Of all the nations envy thy repose. 
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KINCHINFUNGA 


Ensheath thy swart sublimities, unscaled. 

Be that alone on earth which has not failed. 
Be that which never yet has yearned or ailed, 
But since primeval Power upreared thy heights 
Has stood, above all deaths and all delights. 


Vi 


And though thy loftier Brother shall be King, 
High-priest be thou to Brahma unrevealed, 
While thy white sanctity for ever sealed 

In icy silence leaves desire congealed. 

In ghostly ministrations to the sun, 

And to the mendicant stars and the moon-nun, 
Be holy still, till East to West has rug, 

And till no sacrificial suffering 

On any shrine is left to tell life’s sting. 


HERAT 


Tue city of Herat 

Has five great gates ; 

‘The Kandahar, the Hutab-chak, 
The Malik and Irak ; 

And on the east the Kushk Gate, 
Through which the sun came, 
When Herat was a splendour 
And not a ruin’s name. 


The city of Herat 

Has four great walls, 

For caravans and strange bazaars, 
For mosques and tall minars, 
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For sepulchres of saints and khans 
In gardens strewn with streams— 
Whose names are now forgotten, 

Or but as dreams of dreams. 


The city of Herat 

Is one mile square, 

But one—yet all the bales of fate 
Have entered in its every Gate, 
Have crowded in its four walls 
And gone the way of time ; 

And now Herat knows only 
That it Aas been sublime. 


THE FARING OF FA-HIEN 


TuHroucu Gobiland’s sea of sand, 
Where pilgrim bones are mile-stones, 
Where no birds sing, no beasts run, 
Where there is only sun and sun, 
Went Fa-Hien, 


He was faring, a monk of Han, 

Out through the desert, past Khotan ; 
Through hot winds and demon sands, 
That haunted the way in swirling bands, 
He was going to Buddha lands, 

Was Fa-Hien. 


His camel was chosen at Changgan, 
His place was bought in the caravan. 
‘ All is maya, a dream of man,’ 

He said as the desert sea began, 

And said it again as.the hot sea ran, 
Did Fa-Hien. 
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THE FARING OF FA-HIEN 


For the air was thirst, the sun desire, 
And his blood became a passion fire. 

He saw cool waves and soft-limbed slaves, 
As only a man can see who craves. 
‘From woman nothing truly saves,’ 


Thought Fa~Hien. 


But soon they vanished, one and all, 
When he had reached Khotan’s sure wall. 
For stealing from its mystic calm 

He thought he felt Lord Buddha’s ‘Om’ 
Laid on him like a spirit balm, 

Did Fa-Hien. 


So on, through perilous Hindu Kush, 
Down to the Indus did he push, 
Down rocky steeps, wild and hilly, 
‘To where the Ganges flows stilly, 
For he was fain of the Lotus-lily,— 
Fa-Hien. 


Yes, fain in the place of Buddha’s birth 
‘To find the Way of Priceless Worth ; 

In Kohana to reach Nirvana 

And take back thence some secret manna— 
For it is here, surely here, 


Mused Fa-Hien. 


And so, ten years, of monk and sage 

He questioned, scanning the sutras’ page ; 
And miracle—and magic too 

He wandered through and pondered through, 
Till spent he said, ‘ No Creed will do,’ 

Did Fa-Hien. 
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Then old light through him sifted back, 
And life no more was maya-black. 
“Nirvana ’s far from all who preach it ; 
But the world’s near and I can reach it ; 
Give to me then what ’s good for men,’ 


Said Fa-Hien. 


So forth he sailed from Ganges’ mouth 

‘To that fair emerald in the South, 

To far Ceylon, and thence fared on, 
‘Through desert seas, past night and dawn,— 
His camel a ship by the winds drawn, 


Did Fa-Hien. 


And back to the tawny Yang-tze came, 
Where life was teeming ever the same. 
And when his junk, with the tide drunk, 
Was moored, he said, ‘I’m still a monk, 
But I am a man who trusts time’s plans, 


I, Fa-Hien.’ 


K’U-KIANG 


Because the sun like a Chinese lantern 
Set in a temple of clouds to-night, 
I was back in K’u-Kiang ! 


Because in a temple of dragon clouds, 

As if with incense misty red, 

It hung there over the rim of the sea, 

I was back in a narrow street, 

Where amber faces pass all day, 

Going to pay, going to pray, 

Going the same old human way 

They have gone for a thousand years, men say, 
In K’u-Kiang. 
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And I heard the coolie cry for his fare, 
I heard the merchant praise his ware 
Of bronze and porcelain set to snare, 
In K’u-Kiang ! 

I saw strange streaming signs in black 
With gold and crimson on their back— 
Opiate signs in an opiate street ; 

Where the slip and patter of felt-shod feet 
Is old as the sun ; 

And the temple-door 

As cool and dark as the night. 

And where dim lanterns swinging there, 
As a lure to human grief and care, 
Half reveal and half conceal 

‘The ancestral gloom of the gods. 


I saw all this with sudden pang, 

As if by hashish swept or bhang, 
Because the sun, like a Chinese lantern, 
Set in a temple of clouds ! 


BY THE CH’EN GATE 


Ar dusk as wild geese winged their aery way 
Upon the sunset over proud Peking, 
To where, darker than jade, the mountains lay, 
Set in the misty gold of dying day, 
I stood upon the mighty Tartar wall 
By the great-towered gate, the Ch’en, and felt 
The yellow myriads move to it and melt, 
As in some opiate sleep’s imagining. 
And slowly through there came a caravan 
Of swinging camels out of far Thibet, 
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Upon their tawny flanks the foam still wet 
And in their eyes the desert’s ancient span. 

What dreams they bore to me I now forget, 
But through me rang the name of Kubla Khan. 


A PAINTING OF MA-LIN- 


Just because you painted it so, Ma-lin, 

‘The rock and the pine-tree springing from it and the water, 
And the sampan half fading round 

The dark of the rock toward the high cliff 

‘That dimly shadows the distance, 

Where birds are only wings, 

I know that you loved vanishing things. 


And I know you felt as the sampan passed on the river flowing 
That life as a wind in a dream is ever going, 

And that its strange sad evanescence 

Alone brings beauty’s presence. 


And I know that the lean of the pine out over the water 
Meant to your sense, as now to mine, 

The mute mysterious immanence 

Of death in the world ; 

And that, because of death’s suffusion, 

You longed to think all things Illusion. 


Yes, Ma-Lin, brother of mine, I know these things, 
Though a thousand years have flown since then 
Under the bridge of the sky, 

And though no longer you look on it, but I. 

For graciously thus does the magic of art 

Give wings to the heart ! 
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LOVE IN JAPAN 


THE semz is silent 
(Autumn rains !) 
The wind-bells tinkle 
(How chill it is !). 
‘The quick lights come 
On the shojz-panes. 

Come, O Baku, 


Eater of dreams ! 


The maple darkens 
(Pale grow I !) 

The near night shivers 
(The temple fades.) 

Haunting love 

Will not cease to cry ! 

Come, O Baku, 


Eater of dreams ! 


‘The wild mists gather 
(Ah, my tears !) 

‘The pane-lights vanish 
(For some there is rest.) 

But for me— 

‘The remembered years ! 

Come, O Baku, 


Eater of dreams ! 


THE PROSELY PisREGANdS 


(In Fapan) 
Where the fair golden idols 
Sit in darkness and in silence 
While the temple drum beats solemnly and slow ; 
Where the tall cryptomerias 


THE PROSELYTE RECANTS 


Sway in worship round about 

And the rain that is falling whispers low ; 
I can hear strange voices 
Of the dead and forgotten, 

On the dimly rising incense I can see 
‘The lives I have lived, 
And my lives unbegotten, 

Namu Amida Butsu, pity me ! 


I was born this karma 
Of a mother in Chuzenji, 
Where Nantai-zan looks down into the lake ; 
Where the white-thronged pilgrims 
Climb to altars in the clouds 
And behold the holy eastern dawn awake. 
It was there I wandered 
Till a priest of the Christians 


With the crucifix he wore compelled my gaze. 


In grief I had grown, 
So upon its grief I pondered. 
Namu Amida Butsu, keep my days ! 


It was wrong, he told me, 
To pray Jiso for my children, 
And Binzuru for healing of my ills. 
And our gods so many 
Were conceived, he said, in sin, 
From Lord Shaka to the least upon the hills. 
In despair I listened 
For my heart beat hopeless, 
Not a temple of my land had helped me live. 
But alas that day 
When I let my soul be christened ! 
Namu Amida Butsu, O forgive ! 


547 


548 


THE PROSELYTE RECANTS 


For the Christ they gave me, 
As the only Law and Lotus, 
As the only way to Light that will not wane, 
May perchance have power 
For the people of the West, 
But to me he seemed the servitor of pain. 
For in pain he perished 
As one born to passion : 
In other lives no doubt his sin was great, 
Though they told me no, 
Those who followed him and cherished. 
Namu Amida Butsu, such is fate. 


So again to idols 
Of the Buddha who is boundless, 

While the temple drum is beating through the rain, 
I have turned from treason 
Into Meditation’s truth, 

From the strife the Western god regards as gain. 
And if now I’m dying 
As the voices tell me, 

To the lives that I must live I ’Il meekly go ; 
Till my long grief ends 
In Nirvana, and my sighing. 

Namu Amida Butsu, be it so ! 


THE FOUR ENCHANTMENTS 
(Of Fapan) 


Tere is a land I know, where four enchantments ever 
Enfold the heart with beauty—and strangeness from afar, 
And fashion all its hours of unhappiest endeavour 

Into forgotten failure ; and these four enchantments are :—— 
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Ever the sound of water, of rain or rushing river ; 

Ever the wraith of mist, walking the mountain side ; 

And the pines it passes, black ; and the temple bells that shiver 
‘The deep grey solemn silence in whose soul the gods abide. 


O-TSUYA FORSAKEN 


(She tells of following her lover to find him faithless.) 


My geta clacked. A paper lantern moved, led by a hand, before 
me. The wind moaned. A wet pine struck my face. It 
seemed as if I heard the river rushing o’er me. 


I followed. In the tea-house Geisha danced The Death of 
Spring. ‘Their shadows fell like petals on the shoji . . . I felt 
a creeping mist about me cling. 


The bridge was darkly arched. Midway the lantern waited. 
Pale as the hidden moon the hand was! ... his! ... She 
came! . . . Will the gods ever know how much I hated? 


They went .. . up through the tora, by a shrine. Upon 
the lantern Amida I read. . . . No more shall Amida be god of 
mine ! 


It is not far to the river—down to death. ‘The stars swirled 
—a conflagration. . . . And yet I could not go.—Shall he be 
mine in no reincarnation ? 


FOR LITTLE-CHO SAN 


Snow on the bamboo, sigh and fall, 
Snow on the willow, snow on the cherry, 
Little Cho San’s two breasts are cold ; 
All the days of her joy are told ; 


No more is she merry. 
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FOR LITTLE CHO SAN 


Soon they will lay her under the mosses, 
Under the pines high over the town. 
The temple-bell in hill-mist hangs there, 
Ghostly brown. 
Snow of the pine-tree shading the bell, 
Sigh, softly, and tremble down ; 

Sound her a knell ! 


(Little Cho San, do you hear the sound ? 


Bare are the branches, all around !) 


POETIC EPIGRAMS 
(After the fashion of the Fapanese) 


I 
THe Younc Moon 


‘THE young moon is so shy 
She slips away 
Ere stars half fill the sky. 


II 
GHOSTLINESS 


Whose touch, ancestral, sar, 
Flits through me now, 
Like light from a dead star ? 


IIL 
AUTUMN SADNESS 


From grief no hope could numb— 
All the world’s grief— 


Does Autumn sadness come. 
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IV 
‘THe FatrH Less 


A CHURCH-BELL in the dawn : 
But, like the dead, 
I too—alas !—sleep on. 


Vv 
PiLtGRims 


My soul wears like the snail 
Its body-house : 
And fares with pace as frail. 


vI 
Love LETreRs RETURNED IN SPRING 


How many petals fall ! 
Yet in my heart 
‘They once were growing all ! 


VIE 
In a CEMETERY AT NIGHT 


Is it ghost-dreams that rise 
Up from each grave— 
Or only the fire-flies ? 


VIL 
KINDRED 


Tue butterfly and flower 
Surely were made 
By earth in the same hour. 
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IX 
THE LIGHTNING 


Tue lightning seems a tongue, 
Mad with the heat, 
That summer has outflung. 


me 
Tue Aurumn Moon 


Lone since the moon has found 
Nirvana’s calm, 
In her desireless round. 


XI 
SCRIPT 


No word the wild geese cry, 
But only write 
In silence on the sky, 


XII 
Avr Nicutr 


Tue wind seems like a prayer 
Of earth to God, 


Unanswered everywhere. 


XUI 
By One just Deap 


Tuoucn but an hour has sped 
He is as dumb 
As one ten aeons dead. 
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XIV 
‘THe Frost 


How flowerlike the frost ! 
Can winter be 
Creative Summer’s ghost ? 


XV 
NoveMBER [LEAVES 


In the least leaf of all 
Death takes, I hear 
The universes fall. 


XVI 
Lost 


Tue wild geese find their way 
Even at night : 
Yet I cannot by day. 


XVII 
AGE AND DeaTuH 


My fire has burnt so low 
‘That he who knocks 
Is not a guest, I trow ! 


XVIII 
Tue Deap THINKER 
In the slow silent hearse 
He takes his way 
Home to the Universe. 
ZN 
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4A DANCER 


A DANCER 


BEAUTIFUL as a wave before it breaks, 

And troubling as a wave when it has broken, 
You are as one whose luring spirit wakes 

Desire so deep it never can be spoken. 
You are as one to whom men sing a paean 

Of praise, then long to strangle with wild throes ; 
For the body of you is as a thing Circean, 

Your heart a mystery that no man knows, 


Beautiful as a gull that breasts the waters 
Then goes upon swift wings across the sea, 
You are as one of Time’s eternal daughters 
Who never give desire satiety. 
Your feet go through the hearts of men, and flowers 
Of passion spring, to haunt them till they die ; 
For you were framed by the elusive powers 


‘That made Eve for more bliss than Eden sigh. 


LIMITATIONS 


I am savage for life and the lusts 
Of beckoning quests I have banished. 
I am glutted with beauty’s face 

And the brush I paint her with. 

I am sick of the dreams and dusts 
Of the soul of me—of the vanished 
Lone years I have spent in chase 


Of the luring lips of Myth. 


I was suckled for more than to fling 
The blood of my heart on a palette. 
I was given the eye of a god 

For more than a picture’s worth. 
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I have felt the ineffable sting 

Of Life—though I be Art’s valet. 

I have painted the cloud—or clod— 
Who should have possessed the earth. 


‘The Caesar in me, and the Christ, 

Cry out to be given power. 

‘The Antony in my veins 

Would waste a world’s throne for his queen. 
And what for Ulysses sufficed— 

The infinite far foam-flower— 

‘That only would quench the thirst 


Of my soul for worlds unseen. 


The doom of it, God, do I hate, 

‘That a man with the might of many 
Must hold to the task of one, 
Compelled, by an ancient awe, 

To learn that no will is so great 

As not to be bound by any ; 

That space itself is grooved—for the sun 
To glide through under law. 


SOMNAMBULISM 


I 
NiGurT is above me, 
And Night is above the night. 
The sea is beside me soughing, or is still. 
The earth as a somnambulist moves on 
In a strange sleep. . . 
A sea-bird cries. 
And the cry wakes in me 
Dim, dead sea-folk, my sires— 
Who more than myself are me. 
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SOMNAMBULISM 


Who sat on their beach long nights ago and saw 
‘The sea in its silence ; 

And cursed it or implored ; 

Or with the Cross defied ; 


Then on the morrow in their boats went down. 


II 

Night is above me... 

And Night is above the night. 

Rocks are about me, and beyond, the sand. . . 
And the low reluctant tide, 

‘That rushes back to ebb a last farewell 

‘To the flotsam borne so long upon its breast. 
Rocks. . . . But the tide is out, 

And the slime lies naked, like a thing ashamed 
‘That has no hiding-place. 

And the sea-bird hushes— 

‘The bird and all far cries within my blood— 
And earth as a somnambulist moves on. 


THE SHORE’S SONG TO*THE SEA 


Our on the rocks primeval, 

‘The grey Maine rocks that slant and break to the sea, 

With the bay and juniper round them, 

And the leagues on leagues before them, 

And the terns and gulls wheeling and crying, wheeling and 


crying over, 


I sat heart-still and listened. 


And first I could only hear the wind in my ears, 
And the foam trying to fill the high rock-shallows, 


And then, over the wind, over the whitely blossoming foam, 
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Low, low, like a lover’s song beginning, 
I heard the nuptial pleading of the old shore, 
A pleading ever occultly growing louder :— 


O sea, glad bride of me ! 

Born of the bright ether and given to wed me, 

Given to glance, ever, for me, and gleam and dance in the sun— 
Come to my arms, come to my reaching arms, 

That seem so still and unavailing to take you and hold you, 

Yet never forget, 

Never by day or night, 

The hymeneal delights of your embracings. 


Come, for the moon, my rival, shall not have you ; 

No, for though twice daily afar he beckons and you go, 

You, my bride, a little way back to meet him, 

As if he once had been your lover, he too, and again enspelled you, 
Soon, soon, I know it ts only feigning ! 

For turning, playfully turning, tidally turning, 

You rush foamingly, swiftly back to my arms ! 


And so would I have you rush ; so rush now ! 

Come from the sands where you have stayed too long, 

Come from the reefs where you have wandered silent ; 

For ebbings are good, the restful ebbings of love, 

But, oh, the bridal flowings of it are better ! 

And now I would have you loose again my tresses, 

My locks rough and weedy, rough and brown and brinily tangled, 
But, oh, again as a bridegroom’s, when your tide, whispering in, 


Lifts them up, pulsingly up with kisses ! 


Come with your veil thrown back, breaking to spray ! 
And oh, with plangent passion ! 
Come with your naked sweetness, salt and wholesome, to my bosom ; 
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Let not a cave or crevice of me miss you, or cranny, 

For, oh, the nuptial joy you float into me, 

The cooling ambient clasp of you, I have waited over-long, 
And I need te know again its marriage meaning ! 


For I think it is not alone to bring forth life, that I mate 
you ; 

More than life is the beauty of life with love ! 

Plentiful are the children that you bear to me, the blossoms, 

The fruits and all the creatures at your breast dewily fed, 

But mating is troubled with a far higher meaning— 

A hint of consummation of all things. 

Come utterly then, 

Utterly to me come, 

And let us surge together, clasped close, in infinite union, 

Until we reach a transcendence of all lirth, and all dying, 

An ecstasy holding the universe blended— 

Such ecstasy as ts its ultimate Aim! 


So sang the shore, the long bay-scented shore, 

Broken by many an isle, many an inlet bird-embosomed, 
And the sea gave answer, bridally, tidally turning, 

And leapt, radiant, into his rocky arms ! 


FINITUDE 


I 


One ruby, amid a diamond spray of stars, 
‘The coast-light flashes ; 
‘The tide plashes, 
Across a mile of bay-sweet land the moon 
Comes soon : 


She has lost half of her lustre and looks old. 


FINITUDE 


Or 
Loy 
Ne} 


A cricket, finitude’s incarnate cry, 

And the infinite waters with their hushless sigh 
Are the two sounds 
The night has : 


Each in eternal wistfulness abounds. 


II 


I have wakened out of my sleep because I too 
Am wistful, 
Tristful ; 

Because I know that half of me is gone, 

And that all frailty cries in the cricket’s tone. 


I have wakened out of my sleep to watch and listen. 
For what? 

‘To see for a moment universes glisten ; 

‘To wonder and want—and go to sleep again, 


And die, 
And be forgot. 


QUESTIONS 


Wuar shall I do when blows blind me? 

How fare on when counsels cross ? 

Where shall I turn when life behind me 

Seems but a course run at a loss? 

Through what throes shall I beat to windward, 
Uncontent with a lesser port ? 

Whom shall I trust when Heaven of me, 
Heaven itself, seems making sport ? 


How shall I answer a knave’s rating, 
Done in a liar’s arithmetic ? 
What shall I say to a fool’s prating, 
In destructiveness as quick ? 
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How shall I meet a friend’s treason, 
When it has scuttled the good ship Faith ° 
Whose are the stars if wide disaster 

At its will can do me scathe ? 


Answer there is—a brief order, 

‘ Bear all blows and yet be free ; 
Let no bitterness set a border 

To your will, no treachery. 
Speak—if you are the bigger for it, 
Keep to silence if you are less, 
And if the stars indeed be Godless, 
Steer still by their godliness.’ 


SUBMARINE MOUNTAINS 


Unper the sea, which is their sky, they rise 

To watery altitudes as vast as those 

Of far Himalayan peaks impent in snows 

And veils of cloud and sacred deep repose. 
Under the sea, their flowing firmament, 

More dark than any ray of sun can pierce, 

The earthquake thrust them up with mighty tierce 
And left them to be seen but by the eyes 


Of awed imagination inward bent. 


Their vegetation is the viscid ooze, 
Whose mysteries are past belief or thought. 
Creation seems around them devil-wrought, 
Or by some cosmic urgence gone distraught. 
Adown their precipices chill and dense 
With the dank midnight creep or crawl or climb 
Such tentacled and eyeless things of slime, 
Such monster shapes as tempt us to accuse 
Life of a miscreative impotence. 
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About their peaks the shark, their eagle, floats, 
In the thick azure far beneath the air, 
Or downward sweeps upon what prey may dare 
Set forth from any silent weedy lair. 
But one desire on all their slopes is found, 
Desire of food, the awful hunger strife, 
Yet here, it may be, was begun our life, 
Here all the dreams on which our vision dotes 
In unevolved obscurity were bound. 


Too strange it is, too terrible! And yet 
It matters not how we were wrought or whence 
' Life came to us with all its throb intense, 
If in it is a Godly Immanence. 
It matters not,—if haply we are more 
‘Than creatures half-conceived by a blind force 
‘That sweeps the universe in a chance course : 
For only in Unmeaning Might is met 
The intolerable thought none can ignore. 


WRAITHWOOD HILL 


I 


Wuen Maisie came to Wraithwood Hill 
She looked back from it to the town, 

Across green tops of pines far down, 

And wondered how her fate would fall. 
Straight from the doorway through the trees, 
That sighed as only pines can sigh, 

She saw, swathed in the setting light, 

The court-house tower cut the sky, 

And a pang quivered in her eye. 
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WRAITHWOOD HILL 


She was the bride of Allen Graves, 
Master of Wraithwood and its Hill, 
That rose behind, at the weird will 
Of Nature, into rocky waves. 

And crevices between the rocks 

Ran dark and deep under pine glooms 
Up to the peak, where was a place 
Of family burial-—whose nine tombs, 


One yet unfilled, bespoke life’s dooms. 


Allen had won her : for about 

Him was a lure of mystery. 

He had lived solitarily 

At Wraithwood—a romantic Doubt, 

A Speculation for the tongues 

Of the drab little town, when through 
The streets at times he spurred his roan, 
As if he had some deed to do 

‘That but an evil spirit knew. 


And now, the bodeful wedding done, 
She looked back with a pang of fear. 
She had left so much that was dear ; 
Had she for shadows given the sun? 
Under that tower, pale, perhans, 
Now, with the loss of her, she saw 
The deep eyes of another, whom 
Love with its unrequiting law 

Had left for loneliness to gnaw. 


One she had known from childhood days, 
Quentin Gillespie, a glad boy, 

With whom her girl’s heart, in its joy, 
Had first learnt Nature’s wilding ways. 
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*Twixt the Toll Gate and Crows’ Retreat, 
Or by creek windings east and west, 
‘They knew a hundred happy dells— 

One happier than all the rest, 

Because love there had been confessed. 


Happier till—with Quentin grown 

‘To manhood and a hope of fame 

In the Law’s corridors—there came 

Allen across her heart, unknown. 

And as a willow wand is drawn 

By darkling water underground, 

She to the strange mood of his blood 

Was drawn—and now to him was bound : 
Though Quentin’s wrong could not be drowned. 


It wrung her. . . . But she started, for 

Her bridegroom’s gaze was on her. ‘ Well?’ 
He questioned, with a tone whose spell 

She almost wished now to abhor. 

“Well, is that tower Regret’s ; and Law 
More tempting than a bridal feast 

For two who from a stench of flowers 

And a mellifluous marriage-priest 

Are for a honeymoon released ? ’ 


She laughed, but somehow shuddered. This 
Was his well wonted way . . . and yet, 
Tuned as she was to reach and get 

His vibrance, there was some Abyss, 

Some more than tempting mystery 

In which his words rang resonant. 

‘ Allen,’ she said, ‘I’m half afraid ; 

Tell me what is it that can haunt 

Me so in you—for oh, I want——’ 
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She did not finish, for a cloud 

Sullen as that blotting the sun 

Out of the west seemed darkly spun 

Across his mcod, a bitter shroud. 

So to bring brightness back, she said, 

‘Come, we will have some wine,’ not knowing 
That of all words flung lightly forth, 

None that were meant for April sowing 

Could bring a more relentless mowing. 


She did not see that as he wheeled 

A duel raged upen his lips, 

A spasm with his soul at grips, 

Or how his eye thirstily reeled. 

‘They feasted, and the wine went singing 
Into her heart with rilly joy. 

‘Yo his, amid her bubbling talk, 

It crept with madness to destroy, 

As well he knew, their life’s alloy. 


For while she lifted to her lips 

‘The happy foam that set joy free, 

Each silent glass of devilry 

He drained lashed him with sullen whips ; 
She babbled till across the wings 

Of her light words a low oath fell. 

‘By God, you little fool,’ he said, 

‘Could yow not see what was my spell ? 


This drink for me is fire of Heli. 


‘I’m drunk, upon my wedding night, 
And I'll be drunker ere the day. 

Not even your soft body’s sway 

Can tempt me now this thirst to slight.’ 
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He rose and left her in the glitter 

There of the candles and cold glass, 

‘That seemed to burn or freeze the horror 
Of what had darkly come to pass 


Into her heart’s fate-stricken mass. 


ie 
So began life for Maisie Graves— 
Or was it death? “The morning came ; 
The moon lost all her silver fame, 
‘The crows flew fieldward, hunger-slaves. 
‘The dewy stillness of the pines 
Grew on her eyes that had not closed. 
‘The Court House clock across cool space 
Rang to her over roofs that dozed. 
A tense sob shook her : then she rose. 


No sound from Allen through the night 
Had come to her, none came with day. 
Locked fiercely in, he drank away 

His soul and reason—and her right, 
Her bridal right, her woman right, 


Her love he swallowed through those hours : 


While servants tended silently, 
As if compelled by occult powers 
To watch death settle on fair flowers. 


Once she threw on her hat to go 

Back to her mother—or to him, 

Who under that clock tower, dim 

Now in the dazzling overflow 

Of the full sun would . . . And yet, no, 
She could not face her mother’s plaint, 

A widow’s pale and privileged whine ; 
And Quentin’s hungering restraint 

Was not that of a selfless saint. 
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And so she waited, wandered, walked— _ 

At last among the cone-strewn rocks 

Of Wraithwood Hill ; and by a fox 

Up to its peak unknown was stalked. 

Sudden she came upon that place 

Of burial with its empty tomb 

Agape—and in it almost stepped : 

‘Then fled back shuddering through the gloom 
Of the pine boles to the sun’s room. 


And there, staggering out, he stood 
Before her, on the columned porch, 
Allen—his eyes a cunning torch, 

And treachery within his mood. 

‘You did not go to him?” he said. 
Then ere her lips moved, ‘ No pale lies. 
You ’re mine, and if Gillespie dares 

To take what has been in your eyes 
For him to-day—he’s less than wise.’ 


Which said, back to his drunkenness, 

Till, soberly, on the third night, 

He sought her room: there was no flight ; 
Her flesh shone through a thin night-dress, 
‘TI ask no pardon,’ said he, ‘ none. 

I drink, for drink is in my blood. 

The heat of those dead men upon 

The Hill behind us rules my mood : 


They rise in me and want’s at flood. 


‘But you—what will you do? Accept 
My love and passion for the whiles 
I am myself? By winning wiles 


Ghosts from the blood might oft be kept. 
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And this might be our bridal hour ! 

I want you—all your beauty calls 

‘To me, in drunkenness or free, 

Like trumpets from dream-lifted walls, 
Like music that on yearning falls.’ 


She heard in terror—heard and shrank 
Back from him, covering her breast 

With arms that ruthlessly were pressed 
Into its beauty—which he drank. 

‘Go from me, go: give me again 

My freedom !’ shuddering she cried. 
“What in me once was love is now 

A corpse three days have horrified ' 

With crawling moments. Love has died.’ 


‘Or never was, perhaps?’ he shrugged. 


And then, ‘ There’s time. I ’Il go to-night. 


But see to it there is no flight, 

No fears by your Gillespie drugged. 
For half I think he stands between 

Us now—or drink breeds jealousy.’ 
When he was gone she could not move, 
Till terror took her suddenly, 

Lest he return—and worse things be. 


She locked the door. “Then in the moon 
Out of her open window heard 

The wild hoofs of his filly, spurred 
Reckless into the night’s swoon. 

Asleep at last she fell, to dream 

‘That she was mother to a child 

Which was a drunkard at her breast, 

And that her sotted husband smiled 

And said, ‘ Like me.’ She woke half wild. 
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Then came her friends to look upon 

Her honeymoon and guess its glow. 

‘They found instead a haunted woe, 

And silence over pale lips drawn. 

Rumour that panders to all ills 

Was whispering soon—and Quentin heard. 
‘A drunkard’s bride . . . stricken with fear,’ 
Was the invariable word 

That in the stream of tattle stirred. 


So as forlorn, at a day’s close, 

She stood beside the sullen brook, 
Half-circling Wraithwood with its hook 
Of rainy waters, Quentin rose. 

‘Maisie, I had to come,’ he said. 

“You are unhappy! Oh, my God, 
Why did you leave me! Will you come 
Away with me?’ ... The oozy sod 
Under her feet held her fear-shod. 


Yet for a moment she reached out 

Her arms to him, and ‘ Quentin !’ cried. 
But as he leapt swift to her side, 

Terror became for her too stout. 

And so she fled, stumbling and falling, 
Rising and stumbling once again. 

Aware, she knew not how, that Allen 

Had heard, and from the leaves would start, 
‘To send some wild deed from his heart. 


She knew—and yet, strangling and weeping, 
As the hysteric moment hung, 

She ran, her heart and knees unstrung, 
Across her eyes wet branches sweeping. 
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She felt a flower crush beneath 

Her foot into the sobbing soil. 

Then a shot rang, and Quentin’s life, 
Under her feet, a bloody moil, 

She seemed to trample in wild toil. 


Fainting she fell at last within 

Her chamber—all her terror still ; 

It was as if Death had his will, 

Or as if breath had never been. 

The minutes passed then, till a step, 
That fell in stealth upon the stair 
Without, went through her frigid frame : 
A vibrant prescience in the air 

Of him whose crime had laid her there. 


She moaned. He entered—blood upon 
His hand and cheek that bore no wound ; 
And horror’s desperation runed 

His haggard look, drunken and drawn. 
‘Get up,’ he cursed her, ‘there’s no time ; 
Damn you, I must be gone from here. 
And you must stay ’—her eyes unclosed— 
‘Stay and do all you can to clear...’ 
She saw the blood and screamed with fear. 


‘What have you done? what have you.done?’ 
He wiped a finger of its blood ; 
Then a cold mockery seemed to flood 
His drunken sense, and through it run. 
‘Oh, you have killed him!’ At the words 
He straightened. In the pines without 
A dark wind went. It seemed like death 
To Maisie, like the moaning shout 
Of Quentin’s soul, gone out, gone out ! 
22 {0) 
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She tried to move—toward the door. 

Was Quentin killed? Oh, was he? Oh! 
Her soul was swimming in blind woe, 

A sea beneath her was the floor. 

Then through her suddenly the stare 

Of Allen went, searching her eyes. 

A dark hate and a drunken light 

Of new suspicion seemed to rise 

Through him, and cunning—coldly wise. 


It broke, ‘ You ’ll go with me, not stay, 
And treacherously tell! Get ready !’ 
Rage made his tongue a moment steady. 
Maisie was like a reed asway. 

And yet she knew that she must go 
There to the brook and see! Her hair 
Fell as she fled him, ere he knew, 

And found her foot upon the stair, 

He following with fuddled care. 


He overtook her at the gate. 

“Run? You would run away and tell ? 

I ’ll put you where you will be well 

Away from words—and power to prate.’ 

By her hair-tangled wrist he drew 

Her then : the pines were moaning, moaning. 
And the new moon hung in the West, 

Like a cold blade some hand was honing 
Against the clouds for an atoning, 


He forced her feet up the dark path 
‘Toward the Hill’s summit—and the tombs. 
Horror was in its rocky glooms ; 

She wept, she pled against his wrath. 
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The night-things all seemed listening 
Around her, hostile, frightened, wild. 

A startled owl swept past, and with 

A hoot their stumbling way reviled : 
Through Allen’s teeth one curse more filed. 


At last they reached it—that death-place, 
Where the wind went wilder—and where 
‘The shadows on the nine stones there 
Danced like dark ghosts, then sank apace. ° 
Maisie cried out, trembling and shaking, 
For now she knew. In that void tomb 
He meant to put her, in that one 

Digged for his final resting-room . . . 


Her swooning did not stay the doom. 


IV 
Such nights have been—and that night was. 
The hand that whetted the sharp moon 
For sacrifice had drawn it soon 
Down through the stars : then came a pause. 
An hour: yet Maisie had not moved. 
Then a chill pierced her heart and fluttered 
Her pulseless lids ; a troubled sigh 
Through her insensate lips was uttered, 
Such as the pines above her muttered. 


Then her eyes opened. Where was she? 
Only the darkness and dank stone ; 

And somewhere still that low pine-moan, 
Familiar, yet . . . where could she be? 
A drop fell on her from the slab 

Over her head—then memory 

Let in, on her oblivion, 

A drop which set those terrors free 

That swept her to insentiency : 
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‘Those terrors of the nine death-stones, 
Where now she knew she was shut in, 

By Allen’s wild and drunken sin, 

Under the earth beside dead bones. 

She sought to rise, and struck her brow 
Against the slab that covered her. 

‘The pain and horror as she fell 

Took from her limbs the strength to stir— 
And left wraiths where no true wraiths were. 


For through the tombs around her those 
Forbears of Allen seemed to ooze, 

And their pale shapes to interfuse 

With all her body’s haunted throes. 
Their deathly inebriety 

So wrought upon her that a shriek 
Broke from her lips, despite all terror, 
And then another, till, fear-weak, 

Life once more from her seemed to leak. 


But death, the swiftest of all things, 

Can be so lingeringly slow 

‘That time seems cruelty a-flow 

Out of eternity’s dry springs. 

And so for Maisie to and fro 

Came trance and terror—came and went, 
Till the last beat within her veins 

Was frozen, its cold anguish spent, 

And in sure Silence she was pent. 


They found her—after Quentin’s death 
Had set the quest a-cry. Her hair 

Was dewed with the damp dripping there, 
Her sweet lips absent of all breath. 
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Under the pines they bore her down, 
‘Tenderly, by each rocky place 

Whence wild-flowers leaned with swaying sigh 
To look into her passing face 

And say above her a still grace. 


And now Wraithwood is tenantless, 
Save for the fox—and, it is said, 

For stealthier footsteps of the dead 
That sometimes sadly round it press. 
For Murder is a landlord none 

Will lease from save the neediest. 

So the town clock a verdict still 

Strikes through each unforgetting breast 
Of that dark night’s forlorn inquest. 


AS THE TIDE COMES IN 


‘THE quivering terns dart wild and dive, 

As the tide comes tumbling in. 
The calm rock-pools grow all alive, 

With the tide tumbling in. 
The crab who under the brown weed creeps, 
And the snail who lies in his house and sleeps, 
Awake and stir, as the plunging sweeps 

Of the tide come tumbling in. ° 


Grey driftwood swishes along the sand, 
As the tide tumbles in, 

With wreck and wrack from many a land, 
On the tide, tumbling in. 

About the beach are a broken spar, 

A pale anemone’s torn sea-star 

And scattered scum of the waves’ old war, 
As the tide comes tumbling in. 
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And, oh, there is a stir at the heart of me, 
As the tide comes tumbling in, 

All life once more is a part of me, 
As the tide tumbles in. 

New hopes awaken beneath despair 

And thoughts slip free of the sloth of care 

While beauty and love are everywhere— 
As the tide comes tumbling in. 


THE STRONG MAN TO HIS SIRES 


‘To-nicuT as I was riding on a wave 
Of triumph and of glory, 

A Question suddenly, as from the grave, 
Rose in me, culpatory. 


‘Whence come to you this joyance and this strength,’ 
It said, ‘this might of vision ? 

‘This will that measures all things to its length, 
And cuts with calm decision ? 


‘This blood within your veins, that is as wine 
Which Destiny’s self blesses, 

Whence flows it, from what grape that is divine, 
Or trodden from what presses ? 


‘Do you so proud forget what hands have borne 
You to the heights and crowned you ? 

Would you behold what sackcloth has been worn 
That laurels may surround you ? 


‘Would you survey the sources of your breath, 
‘The vouchers of your being ?’” 

It paused, and I replied, ‘ Waker of death, 
I would, with worthy seeing ! 
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“I would! For if the flesh of me and soul 
Are fibred with the ages, 

My triumph is of them and manifold 
Of all life’s mystic stages.’ 


So forth they came—a vast ancestral line, 
Upon my vision teeming— 

All shapes whom birth and nature could affine 
Unto me, faintly gleaming. 


I knew them as I knew myself, and felt 
‘The Day of each within me ; 

And so began to speak, the while they dwelt 
About—they who had been me. 


“My Sires,’ I said, ‘think you I have forgot 
The fervour of your living ? 
How into me is moulded all you thought, 


Of getting or of giving? 


‘Think you I do not feel my every drop 
Of blood is as an ocean 

In which are surging and will never stop 
All things your hope gave motion ? 


‘My senses, that are swift to take delight 
And shrine it in their being, 

Are they not born of all your faith, and bright 
With all your bliss of seeing ? 


‘And my full heart within whose fount I hear 
Your voices that are vanished, 
Can it forget its gratitude, or fear 


The foes you braved and banished ? 
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‘No. But the blindly striving years that led 
Your eyes first up to Beauty, 

Or taught you out of Ill to disembed 
The golden veins of Duty 5 


‘The wasting and incalculable wants 
That in you quailed or quivered ; 

The longing that lit stars no dark now daunts— 
I know, who stand delivered ! 


‘To you then from whose throng the centuries 
Long dead slip now their shrouding, 

Who from oblivion’s profundities 
Rise up, and round are crowding, 


‘I say, Immortal do I hold your will ! 
Its gathered might ascending 

Is sacred with the unconquerable thrill 
Of God—who sees its ending ; 


‘Of God—on whose strong Vine, Heredity, 
Rooted in voids primevai, 

The world climbs ever to some great To-Be 
Of passion or reprieval.’ 


I said—and on night’s infinite beheld 
Silence alone beside me ; 

And majesty of greater meanings welled 
Into my soul, to guide me. 


ATAVISM 


I Lean out over a ledging cliff and looked down into the sea, 
Where weed and kelp and dulse swayed, in green translucency ; 
Where the abalone clung to the rock and the star-fish lay about, 
Purpling the sands that slid away under the silver trout. 
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And the sea-urchin too was there, and the sea-anemone. 

It was a world of watery shapes and hues and wizardry. 

And I felt old stirrings wake in me, under the tides of time, 
Sea-hauntings I had brought with me out of the ancient slime. 


And now, as I muse, I cannot rid my senses of the spell 
‘That in a tidal trance all things around me drift and swell 
Under the sea of the Universe, down into which strange eyes 
Keep peering at me, as I peered, with wonder and surmise. 


THE TRAIL FROM ' THE SEA 


I roox the trail to the wooded canyon, 
The trail from the sea : 

For I heard a calling in me, 

A landward calling irresistible in me :— 


Have done with things of the sea—things of the soul ; 

Have done with waters that slip away from under you. 

Have done with things faithless, things unfathomable and vain ; 
With the vast deeps of Time and the Hereafter. 


Have done with the fog-breather, the fog-beguiler ; 

With the foam of the never-resting. 

Have done with tides and passions, tides and mysteries, for a season. 
Have done with infinite yearnings cast adrift on infinite vagueness— 
With never a certain sail, never a rudder sure for guidance, 
With never a compass-needle free of desire. 


For the ways of earth are good, as well as sea-ways, 
The peaks of it as well as ports unknown. 

Not only perils matter, stormy perils, over the pathless, 
Not only the shoals that sink your ship of dreams. 

Not only the phantom lure of far horizons, 

Not only the windy guess at the goals of God. 
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But morning matters, and dew upon the rose, 

And noon, shadowless noon, and simple sheep on the pastures straying. 
And toil matters, amid the accustomed corn. 

And peace matters, the valley-spirit of peace, unprone to wander, 
Unprone to pierce to the world’s end—and past it. 

And xephyrs matter, that never lift up a sail, 

Save that of the thistle voyaging over the meadow. 


And the lark—the glad, sunny lark—as well as the songless petrel 
Who cries the foamy length of a thousand leagues. 

And silence matters, silence free of all surging, 

Silence, the spirit of happiness and home. 

And oh now much the laugh of a child matters : 

More than the green of an island suddenly ht by sun at dawn. 
And friends, the greetings of friends, how they matter : 

More than ships that meet and fling a wild ahoy and pass, 

On any alien tides however enchanted. 

And the face of love, the evening face of love, at a window waiting 
Shall ever a kindled Light on any long-unlifting shore, 

Shall ever a Harbour Light like that light matter ? 


Ah no! so enough of the sea and the soul for a season. 

T00 long followed they leave life as a dream, 

Reality as a mirage when port is made. 

‘Ever in sight of the human, is the helm-word of the wisest ; 
For earth 1s not earth to one upon the flood of infinity ; 

To the eye, then, it 1s but an atom-star, adrift, and oh, 

No longer warm with the beating of countless hearts. 


No longer warm with the human throb—the simple breath of to-day 
With yester-hours or the near dreams of to-morrow. 

No longer rich with the little innumerous blooms of brief delights, 
Nor all divinely drenched with sympathy. 
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No longer green with the humble grass of duties that must grow, 

To clothe it against desert aridity, 

No longer xoned with the air of hope, no longer large with 
faith— 

No longer heaven enough—if Heaven fails us ! 


ANODYNE 
(To ‘Fosephine Hamill) 


‘THE young moon, the evening star and night, 
And the wandering wash of the world-circling tide, 
And the level sands, long and low and wide, 
Fringed by shadowy palms— 

‘These are the things the heart will never forget, 
‘That leave no whisper of sadness or regret, 

‘That make the soul glad to be caught in the net 
Of the starry Universe. 

For who can behold the young moon sink to bed 
On silvery clouds, or hear each billowy verse 

Of the tide chant there is neither better or worse 
When men take infinity for their nurse— 

Who can hear it and moan? 

None ! for however worn and sad and lone 

We wander the beaches of earth, 

No moon has ever set or dawn had birth 

But men have found in days and nights a worth 
‘Transcending misery ; 

And we are sure that beauty is one with health 
When it is touched with the Eternal’s wealth 
Of wonder and peace. 

Therefore is beauty the soul’s true anodyne 

For all the ills that never should have been. 
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A FLORIDA INTERLUDE 
(Naples-on-the-Gulf ) 
St 


Beurnp me lie the Everglades, 

The mystic grassy Everglades, 

Where the moccasin and the Seminole glide 
In secret silent Indian ways. 

Before me lies the Gulf, 

The cup of blue bright tropic waters 

Held to the parched lips of the South 

‘To cool and quench its thirst. 


Behind me lie the Everglades, 

Before me lies the Gulf, 

Which the sunset soon shall change to wine, 
A Eucharist for the longing soul. 

Its rim of land shall be transformed 

‘To Mexic opal and chrysoprase, 

And then shall come the moon 

As calm as a thought of Christ. 


As calm as a thought of Christ— 

Over the cup’s sand-rim enchased 

With palm and pine, Floridian friends, 
Saying their twilight litanies ; 

While homeward flies the heron 

‘To his island cypress in the swamp, 
Which Spanish mosses drape and the moon 
Silverly soothes to peace. 


rat 
Behind me lie the Everglades, 


Where the bittern wails to the moon’s face. 
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Peace is gone as I wake 

And memory in me wails 

From the primal swamp, Heredity, 
Whence I have come with all the desires 
Of creeping, walking, flying things, 

To creep or walk or fly. 


With all the desires of the earth-creatures ; 
Yet with a want transcendent, 

A want that comes with the glimmer of stars 
And pierces to my heart. 

A want of the life I have not known, 

Of the life unknowable, 

In the Everglades of the Universe 

Where the Great Spirit glides. 


NEED OF STORM 
(Naples-on-the-Gulf ) 


On the green floor of the Gulf the wind is walking, 
Printing it with invisible feet ; 


The tide is talking. 


Purple and grey the horizon walls them round 
With purpler clouds. 

‘They wander in it like guests gently astray 

In a house deep mystery shrouds. 


I do not know the speech of the tide, 
For too articulate have become my years : 
Beauty brings only words, not breathless tears. 


So the young heron fishing there in the foam 
On the sand’s edge 
Would once have taken my spirit far, far home 
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But now I am left behind on the beach—a shell 
That no more knows the wonder of the sea’s swell, 
Or more than the empty echo of its knell. 


To sea then, Life, wildly to sea with a storm 
Sweep me again, 

From the smooth dull beach of custom where I lie, 
That I may feel once more 

The swaying surge of passion through me swarm ! 


WOMEN AND SHIPS. 


THERE isn’t any use in building a house 
Away from the will of the sea ; 

In wedding a wife and planting the loam 

And getting a child for the years to come. 

There isn’t any use, for trouble begins 
Away from the turn of the tides, 

Away from the wandering wash of a bow 
And the wind’s voice oversides. 


There isn’t any use, for women and ships 
Were ever foes, not friends ; 

And the man who has given his heart to a mast 

In vain will grapple a woman fast. 

He will learn that his mistress still is a ship, 
Which never thwarts his will, 

‘That no wife’s eyes hold the alien skies 
And seas that lure him still. 


There isn’t any use, for the end will be 
Bitterness and regret, 
Till he holds a helm in his hand again 


And loses sight of the land again, 
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And feels come heaving back to his heart 
The one thing that the sea 

And no home else can bring to him, 
A safe simplicity. 


th DACRTPEGHAON SY LVE LTE 
(Martinique, 1902) ‘ 
I 


Aprit on Martinique ; 

Day’s end, and the moon, 
Trimming her slender bows to ride 
The soft clouds scarlet-strewn. 

‘Two in a tropic shade 

Above Saint Pierre’s sickle 

‘That reaps the breakers at their feet, 
White breakers, Caribbean and sweet 
With the foam’s plunge and trickle. 


‘Two in a tropic shade ; 

Sylvette, ‘the Nightingale,’ 

And Raymond dark with the sea’s tan, 
But both with love pale. 

Sylvette, the Nightingale, 

And he -born to the sea 

On the other side of Mont Pelée 
Whose jungled slopes gave that day 
No hint of destiny. 


For long had the fair isle 
Been held in a deep trance, 
As if the sea clasping it round 
Had found at last romance— 
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A mystic blue romance 

So dear, in the embrace— 

That like the yearning lovers there 
It seemed no more to be aware 
Of Pelée’s scarry face. 


And so, as the moon dipt 

And rose and dipt again ; 

As all the odorous dusk 

Swept through the clinging twain ; 

As all the tropic stir 

Of passion trembling grew— 

Sylvette lay in her lover’s arms 

And both were speechless with the charms 
That night around them threw. 


Until, ‘ Sylvette,’ fell low 

From Raymond’s parted lips, 

‘My ship to-morrow, with the dawn, 
Out of the roadstead slips.’ 

He said no more, but gazed 

Into her Creole eyes. 

A pensive palm above them waved 
One plume against the skies. 

‘The want between them was the want 
‘That ever in love lies. 


So deep she gave it back, 

His look of want, of passion. 
Until a sudden terror shook 

Her lips, that grew ashen. 

And, ‘ Non, Raymond,’ she said, 
Loosing his hand that pressed 
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Too close around her tenderness, 
‘Too near unto her breast, 

“Non, non, ami! I love you, but 
Her throat refused the rest. 


But his low voice went on, 
*’To-night ! give me to-night ! 
Your mother sleeps, oh my petite. 
Grant me this one delight. 

Come with me through the hedge 
Of sweet hibiscus flowers 

To the little hidden chapel there 
Amid deserted bowers— 

Hidden and waiting for our love, 
Nestled in the night hours.’ 


His words were Nature’s own, 
Pleading with deep desire. 

Yet she looking at Mont Pelée 
Beheld it grow dire,— 
‘Though ‘no. sign from it fell, 

Above the city’s sickle, 

That lay studded with lights below : 
So strength out of her seemed to flow 
And fate within to trickle. 


Till soon her full heart felt 

That rather than refuse 

Her lover love she would all life 

And Life Eternal lose. 

And how else could she choose ? 
2P 
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For was not the wide night 

One vast sweet mystery to make 

All things that love does right ? 

She kissed him yieldingly, and went— 
In dumb Mont Pelée’s sight. 


Yet scarcely had they slipt 

Under the scented shade 

‘To where the little chapel-roof 
Blotted a purple glade ; 

Scarce had they trembled in, 
Where none now ever came, 
Than Pelée, long extinct, sent up 
From a slow heart of flame 

A slender omen-puff of smoke— 
The first in a dread game. 


II 


The hours pass, it is dawn. 

And on the sea’s fairway 

Sylvette is watching a silver ship 
‘Through dark smoke drift away. 
Sylvette at her window-sill, 

With rose and jessamine sick— 
Her soul tangled in the shame mesh 
Of her remorseful guilty flesh, 

Her brain with fears thick. 


The hot sun finds her so. 

And spent now is the spell. 
Dread seems the little chapel-roof, 
And dread the matin-bell. 

For as the sweet sound quivers 
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Within her, resonant, 

‘The earth beneath her faintly shivers 
And out of Pelée dark smoke-rivers 
Sudden and pale pant. 


And somewhere under her 

She hears a Creole cry. 

‘Then a fear-murmur from the streets 
That down below her lie. 

And many an anxious eye 

She sees turn to the north 

Where Pelée writes upon the sky 

A warning to the gazing throng 

To fly, fly, fly ! 


A warning brief—and then 
Seeming to pass away, 

Though still a little dust falls 
Volcanic day by day. 

A pallid sift of dust 

‘That turns the green to grey, 

And that upon Sylvette’s sick cheek 
As on her heart, remorse-weak, 

A terror seems to lay. 


But still the city’s sickle 

Reaps the white breakers in, 

And many mocking at all fear 

Lift up a lavish din. 

And these Sylvette passing 

One day cries out against, 

As a Cassandra sudden cries, 

Out of her guilt’s harassing, 

‘You know not what you do! Fly! 
Or soon—be recompenst ! 
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‘For I ’—she meant to tell 

Her sin there in the chapel, 

Since it was seeming now to her 

As Eve’s, after the Apple. 

But their hot laughing lips 

Hushed her, and as she went 

They cried, ‘Old Pelée at his worst 
Can only add dust to our thirst !’ 
And so they drank unspent. 


But she, the night through, tossed 
Upon her torrid bed. 

For there had come into her heart 
A thought, horror-fed. 

A thought that she had sinned 
Against the Holy Ghost— 

‘There in the Shrine had taken love 
Where men had sought the Host. 
And she was strangled in the stain 
As in a sea almost. 


So when dawn rose again— 

Dawn stifled with wan dust 

Poured out of Pelée’s poison throat 
Whence lightnings now were thrust, 
She cried, ‘I will! I must! 

For Wrath on them is coming, 
Because of this hot sin of mine 
The hordes of Hell are humming. 
‘To the people I will tell my shame, 
Its awful guilt summing,’ 


So ouc of doors she ran, 
Half-clothed, her white breasts bare, 
Snatching the dust of Pelée up 
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To strew her brow and hair, 

And crazedly chanting, crying— 

She once ‘ the Nightingale ’— 

“Hear me, oh people, hear ! and fly ! 
Or soon you will be dying, 

For I have sinned the sin of sins, 
On the altar of Christ lying ! 


‘On the altar of Christ and Mary 
‘Taking my love and lust ! 

God shall destroy the world for it, 
See now His burning dust.’ 

And they about her listened 

And some with fear were grey 

As her frenzied eyes glistened— 
And some to Mont Pelée 

Looked up as if to heed her word 
And haste thence away. 


But doom comes of delaying. 

And doom came now—so swift 
That with a groaning angry heave 
The whole isle seemed to lift, 

And from the side of Pelée 

A hurricane tongue burst, 

A swollen tongue of singeing gas— 
A fiery thing accurst— 

‘That swept them—and the city— 
Ere they could moan ‘ Alas !’ 


And it took Sylvette and strangled 
Her little crying throat, 

And all the thousands with her 
And the few that heard her note 
Of piteous mad repentance, 


589 


590 THE SACRILEGE OF SYLVETTE 


For in all Saint Pierre 

But one was left to tell Raymond 
What thing had happened there— 
To tell him, when he staggered back, 
Of Pelée’s awful flare. .. . 


And now when April comes 

And day’s end, and the moon, 
Still trimming slender bows to ride 
The soft clouds scarlet-strewn, 
You may see Raymond wander 
Amid the ruined maze ; 

But no word has he for you— 
Only a ruined gaze ; 

For he is seeking his Sylvette— 
And so will seek, always. 


TO THE YOUNGER GENERATION 
We have taught you bridle and saddle ; 


We have given you room to run ; 
Your steeds are bred 

Of a hope high-fed 

‘That we of our fathers won. 

‘To us there are still the stirrups 
Of days that we have known, 
But soon you will ride, 

Side by our side, 

Bidding us hold our own. 

The reins of the world you will grapple 
Out of our curbing hands. 

You will change our goal, 

And ‘Time, as a foal, 

Will guide with new commands. 
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For so we did in our season, 
And so your sons shall do, 
Wherefore we pray 

As you break away, 

But this : ride Vision-true. 


For not in the New lies peril : 

We fear no youngest dream 

‘That ever was 

Of Utopias 

Wrapped in supernal gleam. 

But know, there is goalless running, 
A spurring but for speed, 

With an intense 

Low love of sense 

Blind to the world’s soul-need, 


Mount then a reproachless saddle, 

We have given you room to run. 

Your steeds are bred 

Of a hope high-fed ; 

So see, ere the race be done, 

That you yield the reins to your children 
More near to the final goal. 

And if we cry 

As you pass us by, 

Heed not—but achieve the Whole. 


THE OLD, PIONEERS 


Tue frontiers freeze before us, 
Now youth is left behind, 
Though once they ever lured us, 
To braver vaster valley-lands. 
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The ice of them is round us, 
A hope-arresting rind ; 
Our feet must travel slower, 
And slower thaw the mind. 
The frontiers freeze before us, 
The dead leaves shiver round us, 
Our breath is less within us, 


The way is hard to find. 


The frontiers freeze before us : 
‘They once were blossoming 
With faith and virid vision 
Like faery and enchanted lands. 
The bliss of youth was on us, 
And every dream could bring 
Such ardency as melted 
All fear that fate could fling. 
The frontiers freeze before us, 
‘The sun sets sooner round us, 
‘The night is darker in us, 
Our hearts forget to sing. 


The frontiers freeze before us, 
And will not melt again,’ 
But ever shut us closer 
Within the narrow bounds of them. 
So now. there ’s only left us 
The half-way things of men, 
The staked claim kept securely, 
The aims that all may ken. 
‘The frontiers freeze before us, 
The long wait now is on us, 
Until death’s frontier calls us 
‘To pass the Final Fen. 
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TO A FIREFLY! BY THE) SEA 


LirtLe torch-bearer, alone with me in the night, 

You cannot light the sea, nor IJ illumine life. 

They are too vast for us, they are too deep for us. 

We glow with all our strength, but back the shadows sweep : 
And after a while will come—unshadowed Sleep. 


Here on the rocks that take the turning tide ; 

Here by the wide lone waves and lonelier wastes of sky, 
We keep our poet-watch, as patient poets should, 
Juestioning earth’s commingled ill and good to us ; 

Yet little of them, or naught, have truly understood. 


Bright are the stars, and constellated thick. 

lo you, so quick to flit along your flickering course, 
They seem perhaps as glowing mates in other fields. 
And all the knowledge I have gathered yields to me 


scarce more of the great mystery their wonder wields. 


“or the moon we are waiting—and behold 

Her ardent gold drifts up, her sail has caught the breeze 
Chat blows all being through the Universe always. 

30 now, little light-keeper, you no more need nurse 

Your gleam, for lo! she mounts, and sullen clouds disperse 


And I with aching thought may cease to burn, 

And humbly turn to rest—knowing no glow of mine 

San ever be so beauteous as have been to me 

Your soft beams here beside the sea’s elusive din ; 

‘or grief too oft has kindled me, and pain, and the world’s 


sin. 
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THE HOUSE OF LONELY LOVE 


Tuere are three pines about the door, 
No bird will light in save the crow, 
Or the chill-hearted monkish owl, 
Whose eyes peer out beneath his cowl. 


Ascetic through the silent night 
He keeps it ; while the scornful crow 
Its desolation keeps by day— 


Its gloom . . . where passion once held sway. 


And blood-guilt is the cause men give 

Of its forsakenness and rack : 

Love here once cut its own white throat ; 
And Nature thus has taken note. 


And yet for no unfaithfulness 

Or perfidy did the two die. 

But so dull were they, each preferred 
Murder at last to make a third. 


t 


For all was solitude—with aaught 
To save love from its own sick self. 
Fearful was either of a friend— 
Lest ennui for but one should end, 


So the deed fell : and the lone house 
Seems now by one sole caution stirred : 
‘’T'wo cannot love who love no third, 


Or live on love’s one sating word.’ 
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THE CHILD GOD GAVE 


“Give me a little child 

To draw this dreary want out of my breast,’ 
I cried to God. 

“Give, for my days beat wild 

With loneliness that will not rest 

But under the still sod !’ 


It came—with groping lips 

And little fingers stealing aimlessly 
About my heart. 

I was like one who slips 

A-sudden into Ecstasy 

And thinks ne’er to depart. 


“Soon he will smile,’ I said, 

‘And babble baby love into my ears— 
How it will thrill !’ 

I waited—Oh, the dread, 

The clutching agony, the fears !— 

He was so strange and still. 


Did I curse God and rave 

When they came shrinkingly to say he was 
A witless child ? 

NoAle 1... -.lonly gave 
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One cry = >. just one .)-"- I think . . . because. . 


You know .. . he never smiled. 
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A POET’S CHILDHOOD 


I 
First STeps 


A country village, night . 

A child stealing from home 

Along a lone plank sidewalk, 
Where stars and the eyes of cattle 
Stared through the darkness at him ; 
And where the whisper of trees 
Was conscience—-till he had reached 
His father’s store, and fallen 
Sobbing, though triumphant, 

Into his father’s arms. 


Il 
Tue UNSEEN 


What was the meaning of it, 
‘Total eclipse of the sun,’ 
Whispered about with terror ? 

A shadow fell on the apples 

That scented the noonday orchard : 
And the child, too, was lifted 

‘To gaze through a smoked glass at it. 
And though he only saw 

he glass—not the moon’s ghost 
Haunting the sun’s vastness— 
Invisible awes swept him. 


III 
Birru 


He swung, on the porch, in the rain, 
At his grandmother’s, near. 
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They had sent him there ; for the doctor 
Had said he would bring him a sister 
From a secret hollow stump 

Somewhere in the owl-kept woods. 

‘They came for him, and showed him 

A little red sightless thing 

So new to the world that he fled— 
Being too near, himself, 

‘To the Nescience whence it came. 


IV 
FIRE 


With stolen matches they did it, 

He and his elder brother 

And the boy in the house beyond them. 
The hayloft door was open, 

And climbing they kindled the hay, 
For the peril of seeing it burn— 
Kindled and beat it out ‘ 

Each time—till sudden the air 

Was a frenzy of flame about them. 
How many a time since then 


Has he played with the peril of fire ! 


4 
“TRAVEL 


He went at last on a journey 

With one of his father’s drivers— 
Miles and miles, high-seated 

On a hogshead of tobacco. 

All day the waggon bore them 

By fields and boggy bottoms 

To the market—the end of the world. 
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And the next day, returning, 
Through saddened woods at twilight, 
He heard the whippoorwill, 

And knew the first lone longings 
For things never to be. 


VI 
WoMAN 


A travelling photographer, 
Tenting, came to the village, 
And with him, glad and golden, 
His little daughter of four. 
‘The boy, swept by a charm 
As old as the garden of Eden, 
Forgot the promised boon 

Of the camera’s image of him 
For his image fondly shaped, 
And henceforth to be sought, 
In the shining eye of an Eve. 


vir 
CRIME 


Election day—August, 

The town thronged with the country, 
And first-plucked water-melons 
Red to the heart with ripeness— 
Money to spend—and so 

A saloon door flung open, 

A rind flicked at a passer, 

A curse, a blade flashing, 

Then blood, the stain of the ages, 
On stones that seemed to the boy 
The altar of murdered Abel. 
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vu 
‘THE GRAVE 


From a negro hut glowing 
With supper fire at twilight, 
A mournful melody floated 
To the boy, ‘I may be gone ! 
I too, O Lord, to-morrow, 
In cold earth may be lying, 


Down in a lonesome graveyard .. . 


O Lord . . . how long !’ 
The first sad witchery was it 
Of death to the boy. . . . ‘ How long !’ 
Ix 
CHURCH 


He had only heard its bell, 

A far sweet quaver, calling 

Across the night or the morning ; 
Or seen its shuttered whiteness, 
With legs of brick to stand on, 

And bonneted with a cupulo— 

Like the spinster of his dread. 

They took him—and he heard. . . 
And, years thereafter, hearkened . . . 
But now he only worships 


Outside it, like the bell. 


x 
SCHOOL 
‘Two times two are four’... 
Did the grass and the trees know figures ? 
‘Three times four are twelve’... 
Had the brook to count its ripples ? 
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He did not know : and yet 

So wise to him were the words 

It murmured, that all books 

For many 2 Spring thereafter 
Seemed but as prisons to punish 
Eyes made for the hills and heavens. 


XI 
GLORY 


A sorghum mill, grinding . . . 

To the back of the horse that turned it 
The boy lifted, exultant— 

A dream come true at last. 

Grinding, grinding, grinding . . . 

Till he tired of the height’s loneness, 
Of glory—that is only 

The going around in a circle 

Above the talk and the laughter. 

Tired . . . and yet through the years 


Has mounted his dream, to grind. 


XII 
"TRANSPLANTED 


He was to move to the city ! 

‘The garden fruits were gathered 
And sold ; house things uprooted. 
The stage-coach, made of mud 

And creaks, took the boy in it— 
He little knew how far ! 

The train, a marvellous terror, 
Swept the woods backward from it. 
The boat, on the flood of the River, 
Paused—and the boy walked forth 


From its ark to an earth of strangeness. 
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XIII 
NosTaLciIa 


Houses, houses, houses ! 

And one, lonely among them, 

His father’s, reached in the twilight. 
‘The boy wanted a barn 

And cows tinkling the meadow ; 

But instead came clamour of fire-bells 
And of fire-engines shrieking . . . 
‘Then a new hungering knowledge 
Of things irrevocable, 

Whose name is Nevermore. 


XIV 
CASTE 


He sat on his gate gazing . . . 
And the church steeple opposite 
Was the highest thing in the world. 
But the Sunday-arrayed children, 
Who passed in snowy linen, 

With ties and sashes flowing, 
Laughed at his rustic dress. 

He sat . . . and the curse of caste 
That has shrivelled all church steeples 
Shrunk his too—and sullied 

All high wonder in him. 


XV 
PoETRY 
A rainy day and the room 
Of the Public School crowded. 


Faces strange and alien 
From lands of the Pole and Teuton. 
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A teacher pale and fragile. 

The name of the ‘ great’ Longfellow. 
Then words, ‘ The vine still clings 
To the mouldering wall.’ Sadness : 
And the poet in him aching 

For the first time to be born. 


XVI 
CuILp-LoveE 


At the corner she lived, the girl 

Who had taken his part when laughter 
At the village clothes he wore 

Was tossed to him by the others. 
Beautiful, lithe and free 

She was, brave and ready 

To follow him into perils. 

And he gave her his heart—nor knows 
To-day if the love of a child, 


A youth, or a man, is divinest. 


XVII 
“TRAGEDY 


Summer days—and the day 

For a picnic into the woods. 

The tinkling mule-car took them, 
The girl, joy-bright, beside him. 
And all day he was her hero, 
While daringly she followed— 
Leaping, as they returned, 

Once and again from the car, 
Leaping—at last to fall 

Beneath blind wheels—that taught him 
How little love is to death. 
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XVUI 
Tue Broken Heart 


‘They took her away in the hearse, 
While he stood by, forgotten— 
Yet nevermore to forget. 

‘The water-plug on the corner, 
‘That once was a seat of dreams, 
Where he had waited for her, 
Was left unclaimed to the others. 
For now he had found the way 
To the immemorial pools 

Of healing—the heart’s pools 

Of Silence and Solitude. 


xix 
Gop 
He ran far in the moonlight, 
Alone, gladly alone, 
Playing at ‘ Hare and Hounds’ ; 
And after the hounds were baffled, 
Turned, moon-quieted, home. 
He sank on the grass and his gaze 
Floated far up the steeple, 
Up, then endlessly on— 
Till sudden it touched Infinity, 
Unfathomable—and God. 


ON THE MOOR 


I 

I mer a child upon the moor, 
Wading down the heather ; 

She put her hand into my own, 
We crossed the fields together. 
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I led her to her father’s door— 
A cottage ’mid the clover. 

I left her—and the world grew poor 
To me, a childless rover. 


Il 


I met a maid upon the moor ; 
‘The morrow was her wedding. 
Love lit her eyes with lovelier hues 
Than eve-stars were shedding. 


She looked a sweet good-bye to me, 
And past the stile went singing. 

Down all the lonely night I heard 
But bridal bells ringing. 


Ill 


I met a mother on the moor, 
By a new grave praying. 

‘The happy swallows in the blue 
Upon the winds were playing. 


‘Would I were in his grave,’ I said, 
“And he beside her standing ! ’ 
‘There was no heart to break if death 

For me had made demanding. 


THE SOUL’S RETURN 


Ler me lie here— 

I care not for the distant hills to-day, 
And the blue sphere 

Of far infinity that draws away 


THE SOUL’S RETURN 


All to its deep 
Would only sweep 
Content the farther from me with its sway. 


Let me lie here— 

Gazing with vacant sadness on this weed. 
‘The cricket near 

Will utter all my heart can bear to heed. 
Another sound 
Would but confound 

Still more my life’s bewilderment and need. 


Let me lie here : 
For now, so long my troubled soul has tossed 
On the wide Mere 
Of Mystery Hope’s wing alone has crossed, 
I ask no more 
Than to restore 
To simple things the wonder they have lost. 


VISVUL TINEA * 


‘THERE is no day but leads me to 
A peak impossible to scale, 
A task at which my hands must fail, 
A sea I cannot swim or sail. 
There is no night I suffer through 
But Destiny rules stern and pale : 
And yet what I am meant to do 
I will do, ere Death drop his veil. 


And it shall be no little thing, 
Though to oblivion it fall, 
For I shall strive to it through all 
That can imperil or appal. 


605 


606 


‘VIS. ULTIMA’ 


So at each morning’s trumpet-ring 

I mount again, less slave and thrall, 
And at the barriers gladly fling 

A fortitude that scorns to crawl. 


PHILOSOPHIES 


Deap old Earth, still wrapt in russet, 
Not a sprig of spring ? 

Not a bird yet to discuss it 
From the South a-wing ? 

What if buds should never burgeon 
On your breast again ? 

Would it mean God, like a surgeon, 
Cuts you from His ken ? 


Cuts you from His Cosmic Being, 
Sets you free of life? 

Free of His deep overseeing, 
Of His upward strife ? 

Are there in the great space yonder 
Millions so set free ? 

Dead worlds that o’er dead ways wander, 
With no destiny ? 


Fie on fancies so unfruitful ! 
Hear that robin fling 

Laughter at me with his fluteful 
Messages of Spring. 

Laughter which is Earth’s and Heaven’s 
Best philosophy ! 

Which, divinely ever, leavens 
Life with sanity ! 
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ON THE UPWARD ®OAD 


Wirnin a city I paused, in pity 

Of human sorrow and human wrong ; 
Of bitter toiling, of sad assoiling, 

Of fatal foiling to weak and strong, 


I paused where centred on sin throngs entered 
A door of evil and lust and greed. 

I saw dark faces whereon disgraces 
Had writ their traces for all to read. 


I said : It 2s human; nor man nor woman 
Is worse or better than men before. 

Since time's beginning there has been sinning, 
While time 1s spinning there shall be more. 


For, spite of sages that search the ages 
Back to the mammoth and saurian ; 
That find a growing, an upward flowing 

Of Good all-knowing, man 1s but man. 


In spite of heavens, in spite of leavens, 
Of yeasty yearnings to run and climb, 
He is no surer that life is purer, 
Or that a Furor sits over time. 


So for acquittal of much or little 

Great Nature strangely impels him te, 
He cries bravely, yet ever gravely, 

Or sad or suavely, the Skies will woo. 


And tries while wooing, to keep pursuing 
Two roads—one starry and one of earth, 

But never clearer seems one, or nearer 
His goal—or dearer in weal or worth. 
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Within a city, impelled by pity 

Thus in despair I paused and cried. 
But in my being a deeper seeing, 

A truer pleaing to me replied :— 


You speak in passion—in the dark fashion 
Of those who suffer because they grope ; 
To whom despairing seems the true daring 


When doubt long-faring no door can ope. 


For ’tis not certain that sin’s dark curtain 
Of imperfection hangs still so black ; 
That man has lifted no edge, or rifted 
No fold, or sifted light through no crack. 


He stumbles ever, in his endeavour, 
And seems no better than he has been. 

But life is vaster and he more master 
If, now, no faster he sinks in sin. 


And, too, his duty 1s not mere beauty 
Of moral being, he is a Child 
Of higher station, of all creation— 
Whose aspiration runs through him wild. 


A thousand courses on him life forces, 
A thousand visions that bring a need 
To search abysses for all he misses : 
From all he wisses to frame his creed. 


So all the wages that through the ages 
He, Nature’s vassal, with toil has won, 
All secrets looted, all lies refuted 
Must be computed as good well done. 
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Praise then be to him that strongly through him 
There flows the effort to find his goal, 

That faith defeated, by false gods cheated, 
And oft unseated, still.rules his soul. 


THE COURTESAN 


I sett my body to all men ; 

Even the priest has purchased it, 
With such an ecstasy, I swear, 

As he denies the Infinite. 

No crucifix has ever known 

Such kisses as my lips enthrone, 

And since I can from thence divine 
That men who are the ‘sons of God,’ 
Must worship at the flesh’s shrine, 

I can be sure, beyond distrust, 

Of one truth more: that God is Lust. 


A PAINTER—OF HIS DEAD RIVAL 


Coup I spit upon his tomb 

And wash his fame out, I would do it. 

Could I then his flesh exhume 

And add more worms to burrow through it, 
I would do it. 


Could I get at every heart 
That holds love of him, I would break it. 
I would find some murder-dart 
Of mockery to pierce and shake it, 
Then would break it. 
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Could I then be made to cry 
Reasons for it, all I would say 1s, 
‘Fools ! he was sublime, and I 
Was to him as night to day is— 
That my say is!’ 


HOUSES 


OrreNn as alone I walk 

Down this street houses talk to me 
Of their youth, of their years, 

Of their destiny and tears. 


One, built for happiness 

Now is shuttered with distress. 

In it mould, to decay, 

Nuptial gifts, night and day. 

Once they showered a new bride, 
Who of broken dreams died ; 

And were left by her decree, 

In lone perpetuity, 

‘There to mould uselessly. 

For one gift, bound in gold, 

Was a vengeful screed that told her 
Of a mistress kept by him 

Whom her fair girl-body, slim 

As young chastity, adored ; 

And whom still she could but crave 
Till death cooled her in the grave. 


Near, another, grave and great, 
Iron-barred at the gate, 
Dark-curtained, stony, proud, 
And with not a word too loud 


HOUSES 


At its door for elegance— 

Such as mows in romance— 
Tells me that it has all wealth— 
Fame and rank, riches, power— 
Save the one desired dower 
Nature only gives—an heir. 

And that in it, shorn of health, 
Dwell in bitter-tongued despair 
‘Two who loathingly look on 
Childlessness at each new dawn. 


Farther down stands a third, 
Uttered like a noble word 

By a race spent and gone— 
Stands majestic and withdrawn. 
Once aristocratic sway 

Ruled its doors, wildly gay, 
Filling it with a proud throng 
Pageanting mid dance and song. 


But the shabby boarder beds, 


Now, where bluebloods laid their heads ; 


And through gilded hall and room 
Transients in the gas-lit gloom 
Feed—then on the grey stoop 
Perch an envious gossip-group, 
Pecking social prominence 

As it passes in review ; 

Longing for it, with pretence 

Of contempt, as lone hearts do. 


At a corner stands a fourth, 
Round which, west and north, 
Runs a garden, walling in 
Mania and blood-sin. 
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Here a mother, on a night 
Under mad moonlight, 
Drowned her child in the pool 
Set amid the garden cool. 

Yet it seems that her thought, 
Piteously with fear fraught, 
Merely was to wash it clean 
Of heredity—plain seen, 

For it was the love-fruit 

Of a husband dissolute ; 

Who beholding it born blind 
Drank the deeper, to forget. 
Now he watches a wild face 
‘Through the years with regret. 


But not all thus are prey 

To distress, or decay. 

*Twixt the many on whose face 
Life’s contented commonplace 
Yawns, or smirks with egotism, 
One breathes of beauty’s chrism. 
Or another, like a rose 

Blooms, at every day’s close, 
With expectant lights that pour 
Fragrant love through the door, 
When a key lifts the latch. 

Or still sweeter, one, a shrine 
Clad in ever-clinging vine, 
‘Tells how none has ever dwelt 
Long in it but glad has knelt. 
Children pattering its floors, 
Sweethearts vowing at its doors, 
Wedded lovers, all have found 
That its sill is holy ground. 
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Thus and thus, as I walk 

Down this street houses talk to me 
Of their youth, of their years— 
Of all birth evokes—or biers. 


THE HEART OF GOD IS MY DEMESNE 


Tue heart of God is my demesne, 
I wander there all day, 

With the winds of hope, 

And the winds of joy, 

And the winds of fear at play. 

I feel the sunsets of His worlds, 
And the dawns come and go there ; 
I hear the surging of His seas, 
And all desires that flow there. 

I sense the rhythm of His years 
Like waters ever falling ; 

Their music sometimes is as tears 
Or prayer-voices calling ; 

I breathe all beauty, and the clouds 
Of sorrow that sweep through it, 
Or horrors that in sickening shrouds 
Drift dumb into it. 

The vast pulse of the Universe 

Is there for ever beating, 
Time-that’s-past and Time-to-come 
Meeting, melting, fleeting. 


The heart of God is my demesne, 
For what is it but Life? 

But a wonder-place 

Where a child laughs, 

Or millions fall in strife ! 
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But a blest place—or a curst place 

I call on death to swallow, 

Nor let another from the womb 

Of wanton Being follow ! 

But a place that once wandered in 

I cannot cease from wanting, 

Or trusting, though its way has been 
Woe-bestrewn or daunting. 

A place to bide, with earth and star, 
Created yet creating, 

At peace sometimes, or oft at war, 
Fated—yet ever fating. 

‘The heart of God is my demesne, 
For what is it but Life? 

‘The heart of me is God’s demesne, 
I help Him win the strife. 


THE OUTCAST 


SHE did not fear, 
But crept close up to Christ and said, 
“Is he not here ?’ 


They drew her back— 
‘The seraphs who had never bled 
Of weary lack— 


But still she cried, 
With torn robe, clutching at His feet. 
‘Dear Christ ! He died 


> 


‘So long ago ! 
Is he not here? ‘Three days, unfleet 
As mortal flow 
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‘Of time I ’ve sought— 
Till Heaven’s amaranthine ways 
Seem as sere nought !’ 


A grieving stole 
Up from His heart and waned the gaze 
Of His clear soul 


Into her eyes. 
‘He is not here,’ troubled He sighed. 


‘For none who dies 


‘ Beliefless may 
Bend lips to this sin-healing ‘Tide, 
And live alway.’ 


Then darkness rose 
Within her, and drear bitterness. 
Out of its throes 


She moaned, at last, 
‘Let me go hence! ‘Take off the dress, 
The charms ‘Thou hast 


‘ About me strown ! 
Beliefless too am I without 
His love—and lone !’ 


Unto the Gate 
They led her, though with pitying doubt. 
She did not wait 


But stepped across 
Its portal, turned not once to heed 
Or know her loss. . 
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THE OUTCAST 


Then her dream broke, 
And with it every loveless creed— 
Beneath love’s stroke. 


RULE. CIDE 


SEA-SCENTS, wild-rose scents, 

Bay and barberry too, 

Drench the wind, the Maine wind, 
That gulls are dipping through, 
With soft hints, sweet hints, 

With lull, lure, and desire ; 

With memory-wafts and mysteries, 
And all the ineffable histories 
Made when the sea and land meet, 
And the sun lends nuptial fire. 


Sea-foam, and dream-foam, 

And which is which, who knows, 
When all day long the heart goes out 
‘To every wave that blows, 

That blossoms on the bright tide, 
‘Then sheds a shimmering crest 

And yields its tossing place to one 
Whose blooming is as quickly done ; 
For beauty is ever swift—begot 

Of rapture and unrest. 


Sea-deeps and soul-deeps, 

And where shall faith be found 

If not within the heart’s beat 

Or in the surging sound 

Of the sea, which is the earth’s heart, 


RULE TIDE 


Beating with tireless might ; 

_ Beating—though but a tragedy 
Life seems on every land and sea ; 
Beating to bring all breath, somehow, 
Out of despair’s blight. 


THE FAIRIES OF GOD 


Last night I slipt from the banks of dream 
And swam in the currents of God 

On a tide where His fairies were at play, 
Catching salt tears in their little white hands, 
For human hearts ; 

And dancing, dancing, in gala bands, 

On the currents of God ; 

And singing, singing :— 


There 1s no wind blows here or spray— 
Wind upon us! 

Only the waters ripple away 

Under our feet as we gather tears. 

God has made mortals for the years, 

Us for alway ! 

God has made mortals full of fears, 

Fears for the night and fears for the day. 
If they would free them of grief that sears, 
If they would keep what love endears, 

If they would lay no more lilies on hrers— 
Let them say! 


For we are swift to enchant and tire 

Time’s will ! 

Our feet are wiser than all desire, 

Our song is better than faith or fame ; 

To whom it is given no ill eer came, 
Dra 
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Who has it not grows chill! 

Who has it not grows laggard and lame, 

Nor knows that the world is a Minstrel’s lyre, 
Smitten and never stil! .. . 


Last night on the currents of God. 


MOTHER-LOVE 


Tue seraphs would sing to her 

And from the River 

Dip her cool grails of radiant Life. 

The angels would bring to her, 

Sadly a-quiver, 

Laurels she never had won in earth-strife. 


And oft they would fly with her 

Over star-spaces— 

Silent by worlds where mortals are pent. 
Yea, even would sigh with her, 

Sigh with wan faces, 

When she sat weeping of strange discontent. 


But one said, “Why weepest thou 

Here in God’s heaven— 

Is it not fairer than soul can see?’ 

‘Fair, yes !—but keepest thou 

Not me depriven 

Of some one—somewhere—who needeth most me ? 


‘For though the day never fades 

Over these meadows, 

Though He has robed and crowned me, yet— 
Some love-fear for ever shades 

All with sere shadows— 

Had I no child there—whom I forget ?’ 


DANSE MACABRE 


PAGAN 


Witt the earth-poetry of Greece never die ? 
Sitting in the green wood, lonely, was I, 
When I heard a voice sing, centuries away 


From the Vale of Tempe, from the gods’ sway : 


April is a naiad 
Shipping from the pool ; 
May a leafy dryad 
Hiding in the cool ; 
Fune is a wood-nymph 
Teasing them to play ; 
Till comes, later, 
The hot-hearted satyr, 
August, their awaitter, 
To frighten them away ! 
Will the earth-poetry of Greece never die ? 
Stl for its youth must the whole world sigh ? 


DANSE MACABRE 
(Suggested by old pictures) 


I HEARD a great rattle of bones in the night, 
And saw the dead rise from the earth—a sight ! 
They carried them lanterns of will-o’-the-wisps, 
And their speech cackled and broke with lisps. 


They flung shrouds off and got in a ring, 
And knuckle to knuckle, I saw them spring. 
Their hair blew off, and skull to skull 
They gabbled and danced, interminable. 


And thigh-bone rattled with bone of thigh, 
As tooth and tongue were spat at the sky. 
And they chaunted a chilly, gibbering chaunt 
Of how the dead have never a want. 
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DANSE MACABRE 


‘For what want we of the Universe, 
We who have six full feet of clay 
To be for our cuddling bones a nurse ?’ 


They clacked in a rasping roundelay. 


“What want we of the Universe ? 

We lie in the dust there snug and still ; 

And the quick may have their better or worse ; 
We have what ’s best—we have our will.’ 


So with cackle, gabble and dance, 

With rattle of joints and jig and scream, 

‘Then back to their graves with skitter and glance 
‘They dropped. Zounds ! what an idiot dream ! 


THE RIDE 


I saw a young spirit wildly astride 

Of the new moon ride, ride and ride— 

Into the clouds and over the stars, 
Down the West and away ! 


His hair was streaming, a silver mist, 

And meteor reins were round his wrist. 

Whence he was going and whither no word 
Of earth can ever say ! 


And yet I know that the swift white fire 
Bearing him on was the world’s desire : 
So after him wildly rapt I rode, 

Down, down to the day ! 


A RHAPSODIST’S SONG 


A RHAPSODIST’S SONG 


Att the birds shall sing to me, 
When I reach heaven. 

All the leaves shall dance for me, 
Seven times seven. 

All the rills of bliss shall run, 
Cloud-free from out its sun ; 

All the flowers, of all bowers, 

Pour me fragrance, hours and hours ; 
All the air I breathe shall be 


Joy’s sweet leaven. 


Mystic apples shall I pluck 
For my soul’s feeding. 

On a green palm-bed I ’Il lie, 
Man and God reading. 

I will fan me with the wings 
Of my own imaginings ; 

And, to dally down each alley 
Of its dream enverdured valley, 
I will follow every breeze 
Languorously leading. 


When I wish too I will scale 

‘Tops of mountain beauty. 

I will learn how dawns are made, 
How stars do their duty. 

I will hold the high moon’s sphere 
Oft to my attentive ear. 

And each comet, trailing from it 
Leagues of light, shall be a plummet 
For my soul through deeps of space 
Strewn with death’s booty. 
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Yes, Ill do this every day, 

In the vales of Heaven. 

For my need of it will be 

Seven times seven : 

Need of birds and mystic rills, 
Need of apples for soul-ills ; 

Need of vision, where, elysian 
Dews shall stir my heart’s decision 
To delight in love—and in 

Life’s Immortal leaven. 


THE IMMANENT GOD 
(As a Sceptic sees Him) 


See your God in the jelly-fish, 
Sucking salty food. 

See Him drift in the gulf-weed, 
In shark-bellies brood. 

See Him feed with the gull there, 
In a grey ship’s wake. 

Feel Him afresh 

In your own hot flesh 

When into lust you break. 


Hear His wrath in the hurricane, 
Hushing a hundred lives. 

Hist His heave in the earthquake, 
In volcano hives. 

Hark His stride in the plague-wind, 
Over a sterile shore. 

Down in a mine 

Behold what wine 

Of coal-damp He will pour. 
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Aye, and there in the ribaldry 

Of a night-wench’s song 

Hear Him—or on a child’s lips 
Cursing a slum-mate’s wrong. 
Stark He starves in the street there, 
Or, full-fed, will go : 

He, your God, 

In every clod 

Or clot of human woe. 


And—in every infamy 

Loathed by you with shame. 
Clear of the saddest soul-stench 
None can keep His name. 
Man’s, you may say, all crime is, 
But Who gave man birth? 
Spawn of the years 

Is he—with tears 

And strife to give him worth. 


Spawn of the Universes, 

God’s great flesh and bone. 

Stars are the cells that float there, 
Through lymph-ether strown. 
Dying, living, and dead there, 
Coming again to birth 

Out of a Womb 

That was their Tomb 

Are they—and is our earth. 


Such is your _Immanent God—yea, 
Evil as well as good, 
Vileness even as beauty 


Holds His strange Godhood. 
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Great He seems in the sea’s surge, 
Fair in a woman’s face, 

Yet with the worm 

He feeds a term 

On every goodly grace. 


Spirit, then, you may hold Him, 
High of plan and hope. 

But world-flesh does He strive with, 
Yearn like us—and grope 3 

So must ever and oft seem 

Avid to escape 

From the hid yeast 

‘That moulds the least 

Of all things to His shape. 


Spirit, may be—or haply 
We had known no growth, 
But in a slime primeval 
Still would dwell in sloth. 
Yet if such is His Being, 
Finite is His need. 

To the same ends 

As earth He wends 

And journeying must bleed. 


SEA LURE 
(The Maine Coast) 


Ir is so, O sea ! wild roses 


Bloom here in the scent of your brine. 


And the juniper round them closes, 


And the bays amid them twine, 
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To guard and to praise their beauty ; 
And the gulls above them cry, 

And the stern rocks stand on duty, 
Where the surf beats white and high. 


It is so, O sea! wild roses, 
With day-long fog bedrenched, 
Have come from their inland closes 
With a thirst for you unquenched. 
And over your cliffs they clamber, 
And over your vast they gaze ; 
For the tides of you can enamour 
Even them with their woodland ways. 


Yes, the passion of you and the power 
And the largeness are a lure 
To even the heart of a flower, 
O sea, with a heart unsure ! 
For love is a thing unsated, 
Nor ever in any breast 
Has it dwelt, all want abated, 
At rest. 


TO A SEA-ROCK 


You are strong, tide-breaking granite, 

Not brief and mortally weak ; 

But can you behold moon, star, and planet, 
Sands in the great hour-glass of God, 

Sift through space, then to their place 
Turn again with a glory and grace 

That makes sight seem immortal ? 


Will you change with me, then? 
Speak ! 
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INVOCATION 


THE CRY OF THE DISILLUSIONED 


Come back to our hearts, fairies, fairies, 
Wild little folk 

Of youth and delight ! 

For time that has driven you from us carries 
After you ever 

Our aching sight. 

Come back and dance in the Place of our Dreams, 
Empty it lies of your glimmering feet ; 
Come back, for Hope at its portal tarries, 
Tuning her harp to their beat. 

Come back and tell us immortally 

The way of the wind 

And the way of waters, 

‘The gull’s way on the shining sea, 

And ways of the sky’s cloud-daughters. 
Come back and toil shall again be sweet— 
And faith follow, the fairer, after ! 

O toss to heaven enchantedly 

Your song and your singing laughter. 

Come back, O come, and the years shall flow 
Again—and quicken our hearts to see 
Beauty and love, as once, a-glow 


Under Spring’s witchery ! 


INVOCATION 
(From a High Chff) 


SWEEP unrest 
Out of my blood, 


Winds of the sea! Sweep the fog 
Out of my brain 


INVOCATION 


For I am one 

Who has told Life he will be free. 

Who will not doubt of work that’s done, 
Who will not fear the work to do. 

Who will hold peaks Promethean 

Better than all Jove’s honey-dew. 

Who when the Vulture tears his breast 
Will smile into the Terror’s Eyes. 

Who for the World has this Bequest— 
Hope, that eternally is wise. 


THE SNAIL AND I 


Tue snail and I cling to the rock, 
We two alone by the glassy sea 
‘That under the sun draws silently 
Its breath, then breaks with spumy shock ; 
We two ; for even the briny pool 
Has not one shambling crab that moves ; 
But in its granite glossy grooves 
‘The pent tide-water warms its face 
And still weeds hang their idle lace 
On looms of mosses green and cool. 


The snail and I cling to the rock ; 
The tide is slipping inward slow. 
Here to our clefts it soon will flow, 
At his shell-house alone to knock. 
The tide that daily comes with food 
For his dumb small unconscious need 
That grows no greater : while I bleed 
With wants no feeding brings content— 
For dual, dreaming man seems meant 
On what the world has not to brood. 
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THE SNAIL AND I 


The snail and I cling to the rock, 
Strange comrades whom the sea has cast 
Together till such hours have passed 
As bring the white stars, flock on flock. 
But wherefore did the long day give 
Him place by me? lest some grey gull 
Should on him gorge a fain crop full ? 
Infinity alone knows why : 
For he was born to live and die, 
As I, perchance, to die and live. 


“ALL’S WELL’ 
I 


Tue illimitable leaping of the sea, 

The mouthing of its madness to the moon, 
The seething of its endless sorcery, 

Its prophecy no power can attune, 

Swept over me, as on the sounding prow 
Of a great ship that steered into the stars, 
I stood and felt the awe upon my brow 
Of death and destiny and all that mars. 


II 


‘The wind that blew from Cassiopeia cast 
Wanly upon my ear a rune that rung ; 

The sailor in his eyrie on the mast 

Sang an ‘ All’s well,’ that to the spirit clung 
Like a lost voice from some aerial realm 
Where ships sail on for ever to no shore, 
Where ‘Time gives Immortality the helm, 
And fades like a far phantom from life’s door. 
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III 

* And is all well, O Thou Unweariable, 

Who launchest worlds upon bewildered space,’ 
Rose in me, ‘ All? or did Thy hand grow dull 
Building this world that bears a piteous race ? 

O was it launched too soon or launched too late ? 
Or can it be a derelict that drifts 

Beyond Thy ken toward some reef of Fate 

On which Oblivion’s sand for ever shifts ?’ 


IV 
‘The sea grew softer as I questioned—calm 
With mystery that like an answer moved, 
And from infinity there fell a balm, 
The old peace that God 7s, though all unproved. 
The old faith that though gulfs sidereal stun 
The soul, and knowledge drown within their deep, 
‘There is no world that wanders, no not one 
Of all the millions, that He does not keep. 


THE HILLS I HAVE NEVER REACHED 


Tue hills I have never reached 
Lie ever before my eyes. 
Wherever I am, wherever I go, 
They rest on the rim of the skies. 
And they lead my longing forth, 
The unutterable in me, 
To seek for all I have ever dreamed 
Beauty or joy could be. 


The hills I have never reached 
Lie always in my sight, 

Swathed in the tender mystery 
Of unattainable light. 
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And the hue of them is hope, 
The shape of them, despair ; 
Their distance ever unwaning—for 

Heart never reaches there. 


HIGHLAND JOY 
(Wales) 


Tue blue-bells ring in the bracken, 
The heather bells on the hill, 

‘The gorse is yellow, 

‘The sunlight mellow 
With music of wind and rill ! 


Afar the mountains are rising, 
High Snowdon and all his knights, 
For some fair tourney 
With clouds that journey 
Up from the sea’s blue bights ! 


O winds, O waters, O mountains, 

O earth with your singing sod, 
I’m glad of the weather 
‘That brings together 

My heart and the heart of God ! 


LOVE BY TRAETH-Y-DARAN 
(Wales) 


Ar Traeth-y-daran the laver-weed grows, 
So take your creel, O Madlen mine, 
We'll gather it full ere the moon’s a-shine 
And bear it home from the dripping brine. 
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By Traeth-y-daran the laver-weed grows : 
Well cook it over the red culm-fire, 
And you shall tell me your heart’s desire 

And I will tell you mine. 


At Traeth-y-daran the laver-weed grows. 
Your creel, my lass; to the cliff we’ll hie 
And seek in clefts where the gulls go by - 
Like dreams of love in a blue, blue eye. 

By Traeth-y-daran the laver-weed grows : 
And when from the red culm-fire we turn 
No still unsated want shall burn 

In our hearts—or hopeless sigh. 


ISEULT OF IRELAND 
(By Tristram, dead, in the halls of Iseult of Brittany) 


I wit go up to a high tower 
And gaze over the sea, 

Letting my thoughts as gulls fly, 
Utterly, utterly. 


And if the wind beats them back 
Against cliff and tower, 

Breaking their wings, blinding them, 
Hour after hour ; 


Breaking their wings, blinding them,— 
At least one may reach 

Across Death, my Tristram, 
And tremblingly beseech, 


That you will tell me if in truth 
You loyed me only through 
The potion that we drank—or for 

My own self too ! 


ISEULT OF IRELAND 


For this Iseult of the White Hand 
Is all, all too fair ! 

I will go up to a high tower 
And ask the winds there. 


THE SONG OF THE HOMESICK GAEL 
(In the characteristic minor of a recent literary movement) 


I Lone to see the solan-goose 

Wing over Ailsa Craig 
At dusk again—or Girvan gulls at dawn ; 
To see the osprey greyly glide 

‘The winds of Kamasaig : 


For greyness now my heart is set upon. 


‘The greyness of sea-spaces where 
There ’s loneliness alone, 
Save for the wings that sweep it with unrest, 
Save for the hunger-cries that sound 
And die into a moan, 
Save for the moaning hunger in my breast. 


For greyness is the hue of all 
In life that is not lies. 
A thousand years of tears are in my heart, 
And only in their mystery 
Can | be truly wise : 
From light and laughter follies only start. 


I long to see the mists again 
Above the tumbling tide 
Of Ailsa, at the coming of the night. 
‘There ’s weariness and emptiness 
And soul unsatisfied 
For ever in the places of delight. 


A SIDMOUTH SOUL 


AT STRATFORD 


I courp not sleep : the wind poured in my ear 
Immortal names—Lear, Hamlet, Hal, Macbeth ; 
And through the night I heard the rushing breath 
Of ghost and witch and fool go whirling by. 

I followed them, under the phantom sphere 

Of the pale moon, along the Avon’s near 

And nimbused flowing, followed to his bier— 
Who had evoked them first with mighty eye. 
And as I gazed upon the peaceful spire 

‘That points above earth’s most immortal dust, 

I could have asked God for His starry Lyre 
Out of the skies to play my praise upon. 

I could have shouted, as, O Wind, you must, 
‘Here lies Humanity : kneel, and pass on.’ 


A SIDMOUTH SOUL 


SaLccoMBE Hixx and three hills more 
Lie to leftward of this shore. 
On the right Peak Hill arises 
Sickening, like the other four. 


Two score rotting years I ’ve seen 
Sidmouth sit those hills between : 
Only Sidmouth—and twice over 
Must I bide it, as I’ve been. 


Then a churchyard hold for me, 
By the dull voice of the sea. 
Rotting, still in Sidmouth rotting, 
Rotting to eternity. 
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CAPE ST. VINCENT 


GIBRALTAR ROCK, AT NIGHT 


Tue sun has set over Spain and the lights of Gibraltar 
Drive golden piles deep into the dark of the water 
Where wavering they are lost. “The vast Rock 

Rises behind, an ebon immensity 

Mutely aloof ; and phantom ships that serve it 

Slip in and out silently 

Past harbour lights that softly signal 

‘The shadowy coasts of Africa. 


This is no granite fortress fiercely impregnable, 
Whose huge strength for a hundred years 

Has shaken the heart of the world’s navies 

And given mankind a synonym of might. 

It is a soothing apparition of peace, 

Afloat between two continents ; 

A memory of some earthless emanation 

That Beauty has made immortal—and then forgot. 


CAPES E) VINCENT 


Immorvat headland holding the tide at your feet, 
Shattering back its wide Atlantic beat, 

Threshing its might, thwarting its foam and thunder, 
Your task in the world is thrillingly wild and sweet ! 


Hurricane-breaker, since the years began, 

Haunted by gull wings and the thoughts of man, 
Was it not you who pointed Columbus westward, 
Who put in his heart the dream no doubt could ban ? 


Was it not you, with the strength of a myriad years, 
Planted deep in the sea with a brow above fears ? 
Granite finger of God, you still seem urging 

‘That the wise dare all when inspiration steers ! 


TO THE AFTERNOON MOON AT SEA 


THE EXPLORERS 
(Captain Scott and his comrades) 


A snow-cairNn is their grave, 

Far in the frozen South. 

A cross of skis above it, 

And not an eye to love it. 

A snow-cairn is their grave, 

And never priestly mouth 

Shall bring it prayer—or holy care ; 
But only wind—the bitter wind 
And God shall visit there. 


And see, under the pall, 

Under the snowy stole, 

Heroic faces whiling 

Eternity with smiling. 

For so they lie—and all 

‘The white peace of the Pole 
Shall wrap them deep in a sleep 
Brave hearts shall ever remember 


In vigils hard to keep. 


TO THE AFTERNOON MOON AT SEA 


Take care, O wisp of a moon, 
Vague on the sunny blue above the sea, 
Or the gull flying across you 


Will pierce your veil-thin shape with a sharp wing ! 


‘Take care, or the wind will wilt you, 


As he does the clouds snowily drifting by you, 
And diffuse you over the sky, a silvery mist, 


To give more cool to the day ! 
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Take care, so near the horizon, 

Or a phantom skipper, one who has long been drowned, 
Will reach above it and seize you 

And make you his sail to circle the world for ever ! 


Take care, take care ! for frailty 

Is ever the prey of the strong, and you, a wraith of it, 
Have yet a long while to go before night-fall 

Brings you to sure effulgence ! 


WAVES 


‘THE evening sails come home 
With twilight in their wings. 
‘The harbour-light across the gloam 

Springs ; 
The wind sings. 


The waves begin to tell 
The sea’s night-sorrow o’er, 
Weaving within their ancient spell 
More 
Than earth’s lore. 


The rising moon wafts strange 
Low lures across the tide, 
On which my dim thoughts seem to range, 
Stride 
Upon stride, 


Until, with flooding thrill, 
‘They seem at last to blend 
With waves that from the Eternal Will 
Wend 
Without end. 


THE PLAINSMAN 


THE PLAINSMAN 


I’M out again in the great spaces, 

Far from men and the little places, 

I’m out again where the heart faces 
‘The lone plains and the skies. 

I’m out with the wind no hand can saddle ; 

Out and away from wants that raddle ; 

Out where the striding sun can straddle 
The world. 

And, oh, I’m full of scornful pities 

For dwellers in streets and narrow Cities ; 

For the trade-songs, and trade-ditties, 
‘They chant, 

And | wish I could smite out of creation 

The lie they call their civilisation,— 

A lie that is but soul-dissipation, 
Soul-deceit and cant. 


I’m out again in the great spaces, 

Far from men and the little places, 

I’m out again where the heart faces 

The lone night and the stars. 

And I wish I knew how to untether 

All pent lives to the wide world-weather, 

And say, ‘ Come, come, let us ride together 
Away.’ 

For one hour’s sense of the infinite prairie 

Is better than all the years men bury 

In crowded walls, sad, mad or merry 
Or vain. 

And one star’s light has more of Heaven, 

Has more in it of the great God-leaven, 

Than the seventy myriad lights and seven, 
Cities beget, for gain. 
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AN INDIAN’S PRAYER 
(At the Grand Canyon) 


Gurr of the Great Sun-Spirit, 

Within whose deeps mountain-pueblos rise, 

Or mountain-tepees vast for His abiding ; 

Gulf which the Colorado’s quivering arrow-water pierces, 
Deeper and deeper pierces, from its mountain-might shot forth, 
Hear the cry of your people who are passing ! 


The Pale-face came in his prows across the ocean, 

The Pale-face came with his ploughs across the plains, 

He swept the primitive years back, as a herd is swept by fire, 
The Indian years away, into the sunset, 

And now they are dying from the world for ever. 


For the master of earth was he—and we as children ! 

The trails he has run across it are of steel, strong and enduring ; 

And a giant bison, the monster locomotive, draws his burden— 

Snorting across the prairies and the mountains. 

And he feeds it rock from the earth—out of the earth he calls 
up water, 

‘To quench its thirst when river and lake are spent. 


And he builds him lodges—mighty and hung with trophies ! 
They are of stone, and tower, O Gulf, sunward, 

Like these of yours that were not made by hands. 

And he brings the stars down out of the heavens to light them, 
And snares invisible powers to work their will. 


For the master of earth is he—and we papooses ! 

Our voice, on the war-path, dies at the sough of wind, 

But his is whispered across the storms and wars of a continent ! 
For the air is his, too ; and he makes him wings to soar upon it 
‘To rise and scorn the eagle far beneath him. 
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Yet hear, O Gulf, and hear, Great Spirit in it, 

Thy people, who are coyotes now, that hunger beyond the camp- 
fires, 

And know they can never take their place beside them ; 

Who feed on the bones the Pale-face leaves when he hews new 
trails before him, 

Feed—and ever are fewer upon the pastures ! 


Hear, for we would not die from the fields of our fathers : 

Our long home—ere the Pale one with A7s homes made us home- 
less : 

And be forgot as a smoke of yesterday. 

We would not die, O Spirit, not fade from it, 

Ere a Chieftain with our wisdom girdled, arise and reveal to the world 

How we have passed into our Conqueror. 


How we have taught him wildness such as the deer feels, 
And primitive freedom to his freedom added : 

How he has learnt silences from our wigwam, 

The night sky, where you, Great Spirit, go, 

And so is made the mightier for his destinies. 


IN A STORM 


(To a Petrel) 
Aut day long in the spindrift swinging, 
Bird of the sea! bird of the sea ! 


How I would that I had thy winging— 
How I envy thee ! 


How I would that I had thy spirit, 
So to careen, joyous to cry, 

Over the storm and never fear it ! 
Into the night that hovers near it ! 
Calm on a reeling sky ! 
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IN A STORM 


All day long, and the night, unresting ! 
Ah! I believe thy every breath 

Means that Life’s Best comes ever breasting 
Peril and pain and death ! 


A WORD’S MAGIC 


Do you remember Etajima, 

And how, upon a moon-fogged sea, 
As ghostly as ever a tide shall be, 
We passed an island silently ? 


And how a low voice in the gloom 
Of the temple pine-trees leaning there 
Said sayonara to one somewhere 
Unseen in the shadow-haunted air ? 


Just sayonara: but it seemed 

‘The soul of all farewells that night, 
The sigh of all withdrawn delight, 
‘The sound of love’s last rapture-rite. 


And now, after long years, it comes 
Again from isles of memory 
‘To bring once more to birth in me 


‘The breath of all lost witchery, 


Yes, one low word of parting, now 
Echoing, through the fog of years, 

Has touched my heart with beauty’s tears, 
And youth through all things reappears. 


O-SHICHI AND MOTO 


THE PILGRIM 
(4s a Temple Bell sounds) 


A TEMPLE bell !— 

And lo, to me, 

Who fare far out at sea, 
It brings the gloom 

Of the temple room— 
And the holy image 

Of Buddha seated 

Upon his lotus ! 


And so I pray : 
“O Calm One! in 


‘The new lives that I win. 


Let me as the sound 
Of a bell be found 
‘To waken worship 
In souls that wander 
Toward Nirvana !’ 


O-SHICHI AND MOTO 


I 


O-Suicut, all my heart to-day 
Is dreaming of your fate ; 
And of your little house that stood 
Beside the temple gate ; 
Of its plum-garden hid away 
Behind white paper doors ; - 

And of the young boy-priest who read too late with you love- 


lores. 
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II 
O-Shichi dwelt in Yedo—where 
A thousand wonders dwell. 
Gods, golden palaces and shrines 
That like a charm enspell. 
O-Shichi dwelt among them there, 
More wondrous than them all— 
A flower some forgetful god had from his hand let fall. 


III 
And all her days were as the dream 
Of flowers in the sun. 
And all her ways were as the waves 
That by Shin-bashi run. 
And in her gaze there was the gleam 
Of stars that cannot wait 

Too long for love and so fare forth from heaven to find a mate. 


IV 
O-Shichi dwelt so, till one night 
When all the city slept, 
When not a paper lantern swung, 
When only fire-flies swept 
Soft cipherings of spirit-light 
Across the temple gloom— 
Sudden a cry was heard—the cry of our O-Shichi’s doom. 


V 
For following the cry came flame, 
A Chaya’s roof a-blaze. , 
And quickly was the street a stream 
Of stricken folk, whose gaze 
Knew well that when the morning came 
Their homes would be but smoke 
Vanished upon the winds : now had O-Shichi’s fate awoke. 
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VI 
And waited. For at morning priests 
In pity of her years 
And desolation led her back 
Behind the great god’s spheres ; 
‘The great god Buddha, who of beasts 
And men all mindful was. 
O Buddha, in your very courts O-Shichi learned love’s laws ! 


VII 
Love of the body and the soul, 
Not of Nirvana’s state ! 
Love that beyond itself can see 
No beauty wise or great, 
O-Shichi for a moon—a whole 
Moon happy there beheld 
The young boy-priest whose yearning ever into his eyes upwelled. 


VIII 
So all too soon for her was found 
Elsewhere a kindly thatch. 
And all too soon O-Shichi heard 
Behind her close love’s latch. 
They led her from the temple ground 
Into untrysting days. 
And all too soon that happy moon was hid in sorrow’s haze. 


Ix 
For now at dawn she rose to dress 
With blooms some honoured vase, 
Or to embroider or brew tea’s 
Sweet ceremonial grace. 
Or she at dusk, in sick distress, 
Before the butsudan, 
Must to ancestral tablets pray—not to her Moto-San ! 
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x 
Not unto him, her love, who sways 
Her breast, as moon the tide, 
Whose breath is incense—Ah, again 
‘To see him softly glide 
Before the grave god-idol’s gaze 
Of inward ecstasy, 
To watch the great bell boom for him its mystic sutra-plea, 


xt 
So weeks grew into weariness, 
And weariness to pain, 
And pain to lonely wildness, which 
Set fire unto her brain. 
And, ‘I will see my love !’ distress 
Made fair O-Shichi cry, 
‘Though for ten lives away from him I then must live and die.’ 


XII 
Yet—no! She dared not go to him, 
To her he could not come. 
Then, sudden a thought swept her being 
And struck her loud heart dumb. 
Till in her rose confusion, 
Fear fighting with Desire— 
Which to O-Shichi took the shape of Fudo, god of fire. 


XIII 
And Fudo won her : for that night 
Did fond O-Shichi dare 
‘To set aflame her father’s house, 
Hoping again to share 
‘The temple with her acolyte, 
Her lover-priest, who, spent 

With speechless passion for her face, in vain strove to repent. 
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XIV 


But ah ! what destiny can do 
Is not for folly’s hand. 
The flames O-Shichi kindled were 
From sea to Shiba fanned. 
And it was learned a love-sick girl 
Had charred a thousand homes. 
‘Then were the fury-smitten folk like to a sea that re 


XV 


And so they seized her : but not in 
The temple—Oh not there 
Had she been led again by priests 
In pity—led to share 
Her lover’s eyes ; no, but her sin 
Brought not one dear delight 
To poor O-Shichi—who was now to look on her last rite. 


XVI 


For to the stake they bound her—fire 
They lit—to be her fate... . 
O-Shichi, have I dreamt it all ? 

Your face, the temple gate, 

The fair boy-priest shut from desire 
In Buddhahood to-be ? 


Then let me dream and ever dream, O flower by Yedo’s sea. 


RAIN IN ISE 


Tue rain is falling upon the fields 
Of green-tipt rice that grows in Ise. 
Under the thatch in a cloak of straw 
The clouted peasant sits. 
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RAIN IN ISE 


The sea is hidden by mist, that yields 
And parts and closes again, in fleecy 
Saddening silence, like a dream 

That over sorrow flits. 


The rain is falling upon the fields 
Of flooded rice—the rain is falling. 
Crossing the dimness like a wraith 
A lonely ’rickshaw creeps. 
The rain is falling and strangely wields 
A power to hush the sea’s calling— 
Hush the sea and the peasant’s heart, 
Till sorrowless he sleeps. 


THE SALE 
(In Samurai days, Kyoto) 


PLEASE to come in. ‘This is my daughter, 
With blue sleeve’s embroidered mon. 

‘Pretty?’ . . . We of the guest breathe praises 
In Japan—net of our own. 


So should I speak of the lotus-blossom, 
Or of the cherry, she would blush. 

It is immodest to praise beauty 

In our children : so I hush. 


Yet I will sell her—you are thinking ?— 
To a stranger? for a year? 

Please to have tea. In this my country 
Many things like that are. . . queer? 


It is perhaps so. Please to drink still 

My unworthy tea.—The price ? 

Will you not have her dance and play first ? 
Koto music you find nice ? 


THE SALE 


After you buy her ?—Then, three hundred, 
For one year—three hundred yen. 

Here is the ink, to sign agreement : 

You shall read it once again. 


No !——Then, I sign it : and the money 
You will give now to my hand. 

She is my daughter ; as the willow 
May be swayed at your command, 


And with the money I buy pleasure ? 
On your tongue that is the word? 
In Japan . . . revenge is sweeter : 
We spend first upon the sword. 


That 1 will buy : and then, to-morrow, 
Secret entrance to my foe : 

And in his entrails. . . . It is different 
In your country.—Do you go? 


DUSK AT HIROSHIMA 


Sorry the bamboo bends 

As the sun sinks down unglowing, 
Softer the willow ends 

A sigh to the dusk around. 
Quickly the brief bat wends 

His flittering way, though knowing 
How numb is the autumzp air, 


‘That is hushed of the city’s sound. 


Temple and thatch and stream 

Are forgetting the light that lingers, 
Mountain and mist in dream 
Already are lost afar. 
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Faintingly comes the beam 

Of the moon—then viewless fingers 
Tinkle a samisen, 

And astir on the East is a star. 


NIRVANA DAYS 


I 


Ir I were in Japan to-day, 
In little Japan to-day, 

I ’d watch the sampan-rowers ride 
On Yokohama bay. 

I’d watch the little flower-folk 
Pass on the Bund, where play 
Of ‘ foreign’ music fills their ears 

With wonder new alway. 


Or in a kuruma Id step 
And ‘ Noge-yama !’ cry, 
And bare brown feet should wheel me fast 
Where Noge-yama, high 
Above the city and sea’s vast 
Uprises with the sigh 
Of pines about its festal fanes 
Built free to sun and sky. 


And there till dusk Id sit and think 
Of Shaka Muni, lord 
Of Buddhas ; or of Fudo’s fire 
And rope and lifted sword. 
And, ere I left, a surging shade 
Of clouds, a distant horde, 
Should break, and Fugi’s cone stand clear— 
With sutras overscored. 


NIRVANA DAYS 


Sutras of ice and rock and snow, 
Written by hands of heat 

And thaw upon it, till ’twould seem 
Meant for the final seat 

Of the lord Buddha and his bliss— 
If ever he repeat 

This life where millions still are bound 
Within Illusion’s cheat. 


II 


Or were I in Japan to-day— 
Perchance at K yoto— 

Down Tera-machi I would search 
For charm or curio. 

Up narrow stairs in sandals pure 
Of soil or dust I’d go 

Into a room of magic shapes— 


Gods, dragons, dread Nio. 


And seated on the silent mats, 
With many a treasure near— 

Of ivory the gods have dreamt, 
And satsuma as dear, 

Of bronzes whose mysterious mint 
Seems not of now or here— 

I ’d buy and dream and dream and buy, 
Lost far in Maya’s sphere. 


Then gathering up my gains at last, 
Mid Sayonaras soft 
And bows and gentle courtesies 
Repeated oft and oft, 
2aG 
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NIRVANA DAYS 


My host and I should part—‘ O please 
The skies much weal to waft 

His years,’ Id think, then cross San-jo 
To fair Chion-in aloft. 


For set aloft and set apart, 
Beyond the city’s din, 

Under the shade of ancient heights 
Lies templed calm Chion-in. 

And there the great bell’s booming fills 
Its gates all day, and thin 

Low beating on mokugyo, by 
Priests passioning for sin. 


And there the sun upon its courts 
And carvings, gods and graves, 

Rests as no light of earth-lands known, 
Like to Nirvana laves 

And washes with sweet under-flow 
Into the soul’s far caves. 

And no more shall this life seem real 
To one who feels its waves. 


III 

Or were I in Japan to-day, 
Hiroshima should call 

My heart—Hiroshima built round 
Her ancient castle wall. 

By the low flowering moat where sun 
And silence ever fall 

Into a swoon, Id build again 


Old days of Daimyo thrall. 
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Of charge and bloody counter-charge, 
When many a samurai 
Fierce-panoplied fell at its pale, 
Suppressing groan or cry ; 
Suppressing all but silent hates 
‘That swept from eye to eye, 
While lips smiled decorously on, 
Or mocked urbane good-bye. 


‘Then to the river I would pass 
And drift upon its tide 

By many a tea-house hung in bloom 
Above its mirrored side. 

And geisha fluttering gay before 
‘Their guests should pause in pied 

Kimona, then with laughter bright 
Behind the shojz hide. 


What music, too, of samisen 
And koto I should hear ! 

Tinkle on weirder tinkle through 
The strangely wistful ear. 

What shadows on the shojz-door 
Of my dim soul should veer 

All night in sleep, and haunt the light 
Of many a coming year ! 


DV, 


Or were I in Japan to-day, 
From Ujina I'd sail 

For mountain-isled Miyajima 
Upon the distance, frail 
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NIRVANA DAYS 


As the mirage, to Amida, 
Of this world’s transient tale, 

Where he sits clothed in boundless light 
And sees it vainly ail. 


Up to the great sea-torzz, 
Its temple-gate, I ’d wind, 
There furl my sail beneath its beam ; 
And soon my soul should find 
What it shall never, though it sift 
‘The world elsewhere, and blind 
Itself at last with sight of all 
Earth’s blisses to mankind. 


‘Miyajima! Miyajima !’ 
How would enchantment chant 
‘The syllables within me, till 
Desire should cease and pant 
Of passion press no more my will— 
But let charmed peace supplant 
All thought of birth and death and birth— 
Yea, karma turn askant. 


V4 


Yes, were I in Japan to-day 
These things I ’d do, and more. 

For Ise gleams in royal groves, 
And Nara with its lore, 

And Nikko hid in mountains—where 
The Shogun, great of yore, 

Built timeless tombs whose glory glooms 
Funereally o’er. 
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These things I’d do! But last of all, 
On Kamakura’s lea, 
Id seek Daibutsu’s face of calm 
And still the final sea 
Of all the West within me—from 
Its fret and fever free 
My spirit—into patience, peace, 
And passion’s mastery. 


GIVESOVER, © SEA! 


Give over, O sea! You never shall reach Nirvana ! 
Your tides, like the tidal generations, ever shall rise and fall, 
And your infinite waves find birth, rebirth, and billowy dissolution, 


The years of your existence are unending. 

The years of your unresting are for ever. 

‘The sun, who is desire, ever begets in you his passion, 

And the moon is ever drawing you, with silvery soft alluring, 
‘To surge and sway, to wander and fret, to waste yourself in foam. 
So Buddha-calm shall never descend upon you. 


And though it may often seem you have found the Way, 
Your tempest-sins return and quicken to wild reincarnations, 
And again great life, pulsing and perilous, 

Omnipotent life, that ever resurges through the universe, 
Lashes you back to striving, back to yearning, back to speech, 
‘To utterance, on all shores of the world, 

Of things unutterable. 


Give over then, you never shall reach Nirvana ! 

Nor I, who am your acolyte for a moment ; 

Who swing a censer of fragrant words before your priestly feet, 
That tread these altar-rocks, bedraped with weeds gently afloat, 
And with the wild flutter of gulls wildly mysterious. 
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Give over, and call your winds again to join you, 

O chanter of deep enchantments, of uncharted litanies, 

Call them and bid them say with you that life transcends retreat, 
And that, in the temple of its Immanence, 

There is no peace that does not spring daily from peacelessness, 
And no Nirvana save in the lee of the storm ! 


THE PEASANT OF GOTEMBA 
(Fapan) 


Tue scarecrow in the fields 

Is not so poor as I ; 
Standing amid the rice 

He makes the crows fly high ; 
But if I stood they only 

Would pluck me more awry. 


But him I envy not, 

For he has never heard 
Airs in the young bamboo 

Breathe low the wind-god’s word. 
So deaf is he that Summer 

Can wake him with no bird. 


And blind is he, as well, 

Since he has never seen 
Wild Fujiyama geese, 

Far up above the green, 
Flecking the dim white summit 

Snow covers, ever clean 


And he has not a thatch 
To shelter his torn head, 
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Nor a son’s hand to pay 
Shrine-rites when he is dead. 
His poor old straw in winter 


Will to the ox be fed. 


So poverty alone 
Is not too dire for those 
To whom is given a glimpse 
Behind life’s fleeting shows 
Into the boundless beauty 
The blessed Buddha knows. 


THE GOD OF EASE 
(As a prodigal sees him) 


A TEMPLE, now, I know in Yokohama, 
With carven dragons climbing to the eaves, 
The god of it the heathen call Gautama, 
He’s fat and calm, and large of feet and sleeves. 
The faithful come and clang a gong before him, 
And clap and fling a copper on the floor, 
And paper-lantern shadows swinging o’er him 
Lull lazy longings in me to the core. 


I don’t know who Gautama is : they tell me 
He wasn’t born a busy Japanee, 
But likely was a Hindu, and they spell me 
His other name that sounds like Shak-mou-nee. 
But he’s the god for me—the jolly idol 
Of all that sit so smug about the East, 
For in him there ’s a smiling that can sidle 
Right into me and quiet there the beast. 
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THE GOD OF EASE 


And that now’s what I like—so Yokohama 
Shall be my berth—though I may come to beg 
Like any yellow-footed holy lama 
A bowl of rice to keep me on a leg. 
But if I do—in rags and dirt, and shameless— 
Ill go at night to see that lantern swing ; 
And doubtless I may die forsook and nameless ; 
But then, such worship is the only thing ! 


For he’s the god—Gautama in his shrine there, 
‘To make you see no heaven’s reached by work, 
‘To make you like a heathen go and twine there 
A paper prayer, and feel you never shirk. 
The priests discovered that, and I have learned it, 
I sit and watch the saggy moon go o’er, 
And ‘peace’ I say, and ‘ ease,’ and I have earned it ! 
So add my soul, Gautama, to your store ! 


UNDER, LHe Sky 


Far out to sea go the fishing junks, 
With all sails set, 

The tide swings grey and the clouds sway, 
‘The wind sweeps wet ; 

Sweeps wet from the long coast lying dim 
As if mist-born. 

Far out they sail, as the stars pale, 
‘The stars of morn. 


Far out to sea go the fishing junks, 
And I who pass 

Upon a deck that is vaster reck 
No more, alas, 


UNDER THE SKY 


Of all their life, or they of mine, 
‘Than comes to this,— 

‘That under the sky we live and die, 
Like all that is. 


IN A CHINESE RESTAURANT 


* Cuop suey,’ I say to Chung Li, 
Quaint, quiet, and twenty-three, 

Who smiles as I wearily enter the door 
Through a curtain of beads and teak. 


“Chop suey. Soon,’ he answers me, 
And slips away like wind in the tree 
On the lacquered screen in the corner. 
But I feel in his eye, still as a stone 
In an idol’s head on a temple’s throne, 
A myriad years 

Of the Whang-Ho, 

As it tawnily runs 

Under the suns 

Of Honan. 


For Chung’s eye holds, as a jade its hue, 
His gods and the long ancestral line 

Of the sires he prays to. 

And it holds the pines by a tea-house door 
At the foot of a mountain age-divine ; 
And the tea-girl’s lute, for the traveller strung, 
And the misty moon she plays to ; 

And even, I think, the memory 

Of a sire who one day bowed and poured 
Wine for Confucius, and adored 

The Sage, foot-sore and weary. 
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So when I am sick of the noise and heat, 
Of the Now, which never is complete, 
Of the rude strife in the rude street, 

I go to Chung. 


TYPHOON 
(4t Hong-kong) 


I was weary and slept on the Peak ; 
The air clung close like a shroud ; 
And ever the blue-fly at my ear 
Hung haunting and hot and loud ; 
I awoke and the sky was dun 
With awe and a dread that soon 
Went shuddering through my heart, for I knew 
That it meant typhoon ! typhoon ! 


In the harbour below, far down, 
The junks like fowl in a flock 

Were tossing in wingless terror, or fled 
Fluttering in from the shock. 

The city, a breathless bend 
Of roofs, by the water strewn, 

Lay silent and waiting, yet there was none 
Within it but said typhoon ! 


Then it came, like a million winds 
Gone mad immeasurably, 
A torrid and tortuous tempest stung 
By rape of the fair South Sea. 
And it swept like a scud escaped 
From craters of sun or moon, 
And struck as no power of Heaven could, 
Or of Hell—typhoon ! typhoon ! 
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And the junks were smitten and torn, 
‘The drowning struggled and cried, 

Or, dashed on the granite walls of the sea, 
In succourless hundreds died. 

‘Till I shut the sight from my eyes 
And prayed for my soul to swoon : 

If ever I see God’s face, let it 
Be guiltless of that typhoon ! 


1 Bee THRALEAOF VPHE DEAD 


Our of the earth, out of the earth 
‘The innumerable dead 
Thrust forth their phantom hands to seize 
The living overhead ; 
Ancestral hands from every field, 
By every hut and hill ; 
Ancestral hands that ever wield 
Strong Superstition’s will ; 
Ancestral hands by every grave, 
And graves are everywhere, 
Though strong sweet grain might grow 
instead 
To lighten famine’s care. 


Out of the earth, out of the earth, 
North, east and south and west, 

The souls of father, brother, son, 
Crave worship, without rest ; 

Claim rites and reverence and fear, 
For Ill is in their hands ; 

Claim progeny, who too must rear 
Yet more, for death’s demands ; 
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Claim sons—and sons—though millions starve, 
And millions see no shape 

But that of Hunger, gaunt and bare, 
From which is no escape. 


Out of the earth—the haunted earth !— 
O is there no surcease ? 

Will Custom never loose its clutch 
Upon this people’s peace ? 

Must life be ever slave to death— 
A coolie at the tomb ? 

Must it for ever draw no breath 
But where the grave has room ? 

Must not a fruit or flower spring 
But they are corpse-begot ? 

O shall there be no fair expanse 
‘The buried do not blot ? 


God of the world, of the wide world, 
To carven stick or stone 

Should al! these millions rather pray 
‘Than unto rotted bone. 

Or rather to the earth, the moon, 
To light the warm sun gives, 

‘To Spring, to Summer on the hills— 
‘To anything that lives ! 

So let the wind of Knowledge sweep 
From Thibet to the sea 

And save the living from the dead, 
Now and eternally. 

Yea, let the cleansing of it flash, 
Until this land again 

Shall be no charnel, but the home 
Of free and living men. 


IN AN ORIENTAL HARBOUR 


IN AN ORIENTAL HARBOUR 


Att the ships of the world come here, 
Rest a little, then set to sea ; 
Some ride up to the waiting pier, 
Some drop anchor beyond the quay. 
Some have funnels of blue and black, 
(Some come once but come not back !) 
Some have funnels of red and yellow, 
Some—of war !|—have funnels of grey. 


All the ships of the world come here, 
Ships from every billow’s foam ; 
Fruiter and oiler, pirateer, 
Liner and lugger and tramp a-roam, 
Some are scented of palm and pine, 


(Some are fain for the Pole’s far clime). 


Some are scented of soy and senna, 
Some—ah me !—are scented of home. 


All the ships of the world come here, 
Day and night there is sound of bells, 
Seeking the port they calmly steer, 
Clearing the port they ring farewells. 
Under the sun or under the stars 
(Under the light of swaying spars), 
Under the moon or under morning 
Do they swing, as the tide swells. 


All of the ships of the world come here, 
Rest a little and then are gone, 

Over the crystal planet-sphere 
Swept, through every season, on. 
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Swept to every cape and isle 
(Every coast of cloud or smile), 
Swept till over them sweeps the sorrow 
Of their last sea-dawn. 


DAY TNTPERTAT: C11 
(Peking) 


Warer, under white bridges, lilied water, under the marble. 
Still ; with the heavens in it. . . . A bird’s warble. 


Green limbs drifting. . . . A stork out of the shallows, under 
the arches, suddenly lifting. 


Over the roofs blue-tiled, where I am wending, over she soars. 
. . . A mandarin by me talks of Emperors. 


Steps up to a shrine, under a pine. . . . Strange heaven-beasts 
guarding it, dogs divine. 


Islip a little by one . . . there isastain. ‘ The blood of China,’ 
I think, ‘ the blood of China !’ and sicken with pain. 


I turn: the beauty is gone; tyranny left. . . . I have been 
feeding my senses where starved millions were bereft. 


But I remember, a new banner now waves. . . . No more is 
this a changeless land of Emperors and slaves. 


SAID CHANG WU 


Sarp Chang Wu, in his need, 
‘Kings are of a godly breed, 
Surely of a godly breed, 

In China ! 
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For the last of Kubla’s line, 
Kubla with successors nine 

To his throne of Kaan-Bali, 
Is the idiot, Toghon Timur. 


‘Him four hundred million bow to, 
Humbly bow and kow-tow to, 

As he sits solemnly, 

In exalted idiocy, 

On his throne at Kaan-Bali ; 

As he sits and takes tribute, 

Gold, jade, and ruby stones, 
Broken hearts and broken bones, 
On a dais built to be 

‘Tartar, eternally, 

From Yenking to the Yellow Sea. 


* Aye, most surely,” murmured Chang, 
In his need, 

‘Kings are of a godly breed 
In China !’ 


A CHANCE ENCHANTMENT 


In far-off China I heard it, 

As we paused by a city of the desert, 

Whose hosts of sand, blown ever by the wind, 
Climbed high over crenelated battlements 

That had beaten off Genghis Khan. 

And it fell upon the air there softly, 

A low eerie Orient tinkle . . 

And I never shall know from whence it came, 
From what strange thing with what strange name : 
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But even as a dewdrop catches the sky 

It seemed to have caught the vast numb cry 
Of the ancient sorrow of China. 

It seemed to have caught, in a single tone, 
A sorrow, a beauty, an alien moan 

‘That never will let my heart alone 

Till the sands of time sweep over it. 

In far-off China I heard it, 

Where the desert winds go by ! 


A CHINESE LOVER PHILOSOPHISES 


Lao-tsE, what does he mean? 
‘That heaven is, yet is not, seen ? 
A mountain is, yet is not, high ? 


A cloud, flying, does not fly? 


What does he mean? What is life ? 
Wastes of illusion, sown with strife ? 
Faith, I know not! But for me 

There ’s a bridge, in the garden of Pu Li, 
‘That makes, with its shadow in the water 
Willowy water blue with day, 

A perfect circle—as with the daughter 
Of Li, when I take her hand in mine, 

Is made a circle so divine 

‘That time and the world flow through it ! 


> 


And only this, not withered lore, 
Would Lao-tse have taught—no more, 
Had he loved the daughter of Li ! 


THE LIVING BUDDHA 


THE LIVING BUDDHA 
(Peking) 


I saw the living Buddha come, 

Not to the beat of gong or drum, 

Not to the breath of hymn or hum 
Of prayers, 

But in a yellow Mongol cart, 

Drawn by the oxen set apart 

For such perfection, through long art 
And cares. 


Around him yellow lamas sat, 

Ivory lean or sleek and fat, 

Each on a silken broidered mat, 
Unheeding. 

And he amid them rode as calm 

As if it were Nirvana, from 

Whose peace he heard a mystic ‘Om 


Proceeding. 


’ 


‘What,’ said I, ‘ this is Buddhahood ? 
All the world’s evil and its good 


This thick-lipped youth has understood— 


None better ? 
Knows he the only way that peace 
May come to us, and full release 
From all Desire’s futilities 

That fetter ¢ 


‘Yea, and that Time is but a Stream 
Got of Illusion’s lustful dream ? 
That worth and glory do but seem 
To sages ? 
2U 
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O can it be that throngs—a third 

Of earth’s all hold that fatal word ? 

Have by it to retreat been stirred 
For ages?’ 


The thought struck sudden through my 
heart— 

As an assuageless pity-dart. 

I closed my eyes to crowd and cart 
And pondered 

How long such nations must have lain 

Numb with despair and heavy pain 

Ere to this creed, with life-trust slain, 
‘They wandered. 


MOMENTS 
I 
A CuHInEsE Poer 
(By the Whang-Ho) 


‘To-pay the lightest breeze 
‘Takes tribute from the trees. 
Golden leaves flutter down, 
Crimson leaves, purple, brown, 
On the tide, past the town . . . 
Down ! 


I walk along the shore, 
Like many gone before, 
And sadly ask, What matters it, 
One leaf, or life, more? 
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II 
DivinaTION 


I Gaze deeply into the sky’s crystal, 
' Longing to read the years. 

I see clouds swirling there . . . 

A bird quiver across them . . . 

Then out of them, falling, an autumn leaf. 
The cloud-swirl I have known ; 

The quivering bird have been ; 

Am I the falling leaf? . 


III 
Moments 


A CROW caws, 
On the pine tops, 
In the sun. 
Silence. 
Eternity seems begun. 


Again the caw, 
Where the pine tops 
And sky blend. 
Shrillness. 
Eternity seems to end. 


IV 
A Pacan’s CREED 


I writ not boast, for the wanton Gods are strong, 
And the Fates have many a secret ambush laid, 
Yet to myself alone will I belong, 

And of myself alone will be afraid ! 
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THE PAGODA SLAVE 


LIFE’S ANSWER 


A srroke of lightning stabbed the storm-black sea, 
As if it sought the heart of Life thereunder, 
And meant to put an end to it utterly ;— 

‘Then came thunder— 

Wildly applauding thunder. 


Riven with fear the foam-crests ran before it, 

Hissed by the rain and beaten down to darkness. 

A gull rose out of the murk with wings that 
tore it— 

Life’s answer to the storm’s terrible starkness. 


THE PAGODA, SLAVE 
(At Shwe-Dagohn, in old Rangoon) 


A.v night long the pagoda slave 
Hears the wind-bells high in the air 
‘Tinkle with low sweet tongue and grave 
In praise of Lord Gautama. 
All night long where the lone spire sends 
Its golden height to the starry light 
He hears their tune 
And watches the moon 
And fears he never shall reach Nirvana. 


Round and round by a hundred shrines 
Glittering at the great Shwe’s base 
Falls the sound of his feet mid lines 
Droned from the sacred Wisdom. 
Round and round where the idols gaze 
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So pitiless on his pained distress 
He passes on, 
Pale-eyed and wan— 

A pariah like the dogs behind him. 


O what sin in a life begot, 
‘Thousands of lives ago did he sin, 
‘That he is now by all forgot, 
Even by Lord Gautama ? 
O what sin, that the lowest shun 
His very name as a thing of shame— 
A sound to taint 
‘The winds that faint 
From the high bells that hear it uttered ? 


Midnight comes and the hours of morn, 
‘Tapers die and the flowers all 
From the most féted altars; lorn 
And desolate is their odour. 
Midnight goes, but he watches still 
By each cold spire the moon sets fire, 
By every palm 
Whose silvery calm 
Pillar and jewelled porch pray under. 


Is it dawn that is breaking? . . . No, 
Only a star that falls to the sea, 
Only a wind-bell’s louder flow 
Of praise to Lord Gautama. 
Faithless dawn ! with illusive feet 
It comes too late to ease his fate. 
He sinks asleep 
A helpless heap, 
Though for it he never may reach Nirvana. 
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PENANG 


I want to go back to Singapore 
And ship along the Straits, 
To a bungalow I know beside Penang ; 
Where cocoanut-palms along the shore 
Are waving, and the gates 
Of Peace shut Sorrow out for evermore. 
I want to go back and hear the surf 
Come beating in at night, 
Like the washing of eternity over the dead. 
I want to see dawn fare up and day 
Go down in golden light ; 
1 want to go back to Penang! I want to go back! 


I want to go back to Singapore 
And up along the Straits 
‘To the bungalow that waits me by the tide. 
Where the ‘Tamil and Malay tell their lore 
At evening—and the fates 
Have set no soothless canker at life’s core. 
I want to go back and mend my heart 
Beneath the tropic moon, 
While the tamarind-tree is whispering thoughts of sleep. 
I want to believe that Earth again 
With Heaven is in tune. 
I want to go back to Penang! I want to go back ! 


I want to go back to Singapore 
And ship along the Straits 
To the bungalow I left upon the strand. 
Where the foam of the world grows faint before 
It enters, and abates. 
In meaning as | hear the palm-wind pour. 
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I want to go back and end my days 
Some evening when the Cross 
On the southern sky hangs heavily far and sad, 
I want to remember when I die 
That life elsewhere was loss. 
I want to go back to Penang! I want to go back ! 


A SINGHALESE LOVE LAMENT 


As the cocoanut-palm 
‘That pines, my love, 
Away from the sound 
Of the planter’s voice, 
Am I, for I hear 
No more resound 
Your song by the pearl-strewn sea ! 
‘The sun may come 
And the moon wax round, 
And in its beam 
My mates rejoice, 
But I feast not 
And my heart is dumb, 
As I long, oh long, for thee ! 


In the jungle-deeps, 
Where the cobra creeps, 

The leopard lies 
In wait for me, 

But oh, my love, 
When the daylight dies 

There is more to my dread than he ! 

Harsh lonely tears 
That assail my eyes 

Are worse to bear,— 
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For the misery 
That makes them well 
Is the long, long years 
That I moan away from thee ! 


Oh again, again, 
In my katamaran 
A-keel would I push 
To your palmy door ! 
Again would I hear 
‘The heave and hush 
Of your song by the plantain-tree. 
But far away 
Do I toil and crush 
The hopes that arise 
At my sick heart’s core. 
For never near 
Does it come, the day 
‘That draws me again to thee ! 


BY THE TAJ MAHAL 


Unoper the Indian stars, 

Mumtaz Mahal, I am sitting, 
Watching them wind their silent way 
Over your wistful Tomb ; 

Watching the crescent prow 

Of the moon among them flitting, 
Fair as the shallop that bore your soul 
To Paradise’s Room. 


Under the Indian stars, 

With palm and peepul about me, 
With kiosk and dome and minaret 
Mounting against the sky, 


BY THE TAF MAHAL 


I seem to see your face 

In all the fairness without me ; 

In all the sadness that fills my heart, 
To hear your lover’s cry. 


Under the Indian stars 

I look for your Jasmine Tower, 
Along the River whose barren bed 
Lies grey beneath the moon, 

And through its magic doors 

You seem like a spirit flower, 
Wandering back from Allah’s bourne 
To seek for some lost boon. 


Under the Indian stars 

I see you softly moving, 

Among your jewel-lit maidens there, 
A sweet and ghostly queen. 

And the scent of attar flung 

In your marble font seems proving 
That passion never can die from love, 
If truly love has been. 


Under the Indian stars 

He comes, ‘ the Shadow of Allah,’ 

Jehan, the lord of Magnificence, 

The liege who holds your heart. 

The silver doors swing back 

And alone with him you hallow 

The amorous night—whose moon has made 
Such visions in me start. 


Under the Indian stars— 

But the end of all is moaning ! 

I hear his dying breath that from 
Your Tomb shall never die. 
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For every jasper flower 

He set in its dream seems loaning 
To Beauty a grief, Mumtaz Mahal, 
And unto Fate a sigh. 


PRINCESS JEHANARA 


Wuere the road leads from Delhi to the 
South, 

And dingy camel-trains creep in the dust 

Past ruin-heaps of old Firozabad 

And Indropat unpitied of the drouth ; 

By a lone tree, above a Pool whose sad 

Prayer-water all the turban-people trust, 

Is a heat-hidden tomb, and on it just 

A few faint blades of bent and grieving grass. 

* Jehanara’s it is’—with ready mouth 

A Mosiem tells the travel-worn who pass 

‘To lordlier-rising tombs—‘ Jehanara’s. 

One time her heart, heavy with pity, said : 

The covering of the poor ts only grass, 

Let no more then be mine when I am dead.’ 


BY THE INDUS 


‘Tuou art late, O Moon, 
Late, 

I have waited thee long. 

The nightingale ’s flown to her nest, 
Sated with song. 

‘The champak hath no odour more 

‘To pour on the wind as he passeth o’er— 
But my heart it will not rest. 
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Thou art late, O Love, 
Late, 
For the moon is a-wane. 
The kusa-grass sighs with my sighs, 
Burns with my pain. 
‘The lotus leans her head on the stream— 
Shall I not lean to thy breast and dream, 
Dream ere the night-cool dies ? 


‘Thou art late, O Death, 
Late, 
For he did not come ! 
A pariah is my heart, 
Cast from him—dumb ! 
I cannot cry in the jungle’s deep— 
Is it not time for the T’omb—and Sleep? 
O Death, strike with thy dart ! 


NIGHTS ON THE INDIAN OCEAN 


Nicuts on the Indian Ocean, 
Long nights of moon and foam, 
When silvery Venus low in the sky 
Follows the sun home. 
Long nights when the wild monsoon 
Is breaking south-by-west, 
And when soft clouds and the singing shrouds 
Make all that is seem best. 


Nights on the Indian Ocean, 
Long nights of space and dream, 

When silent Sirius round the Pole 
Swings on with steady gleam ; 
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When oft the pushing prow 
Seems pressing where before 

No prow has ever pressed—or shall 
From hence for evermore. 


Nights on the Indian Ocean,» 
Long nights—with land at last, 

Dim land, dissolving the long sea-spell 
Into a sudden past— 

‘That seems as far away 
As this our life shall seem 

When under the shadow of death’s shore 
We drop its ended dream. 


SIGHTING ARABIA 


My heart, that is Arabia, O see ! 

‘That talismanic sweet of sunset coast, 

Which lies like richly wrought enchantment’s ghost 
Before us, bringing back youth’s witchery ! 


‘Arabian Nights!” At last to us one comes, 
‘The crescent moon upon its purple brow. 
Will not Haroun and Bagdad rise up now 

There on the shore, to beating of his drums ? 


Is not that gull a roc? ‘That sail Sinbad’s ? 
‘That rocky pinnacle a minaret ? 
Does the wind call to prayer from it? Oh yet 
I hear the fancy, fervid as a lad’s ! 


‘Allah il Allah,’ rings it; O my heart, 
Fall prostrate, for to Mecca we are near, 
‘That flashing light is but a sign sent clear 
From her, your houri, as her curtains part ! 
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Soon she will lean from out her lattice, soon, 
And bid you climb up to your Paradise, 
Which is her panting lips and passion eyes 

Under the drunken sweetness of the moon ! 


O heart, my heart, drink deeply ere they die, 
‘The sunset dome, the minaret, the dreams 
Flashing afar from youth’s returnless streams : 

For we, my heart, must grow old, you and I! 


EEA Ze els Ro Y, 


(From his seat by the Caravansary) 


I’ve slipped into the years betwixt the green of youth and age, 
Betwixt the dawn and the sunset, upon life’s pilgrimage. 
And well do I love the green yet, though turned toward the grey : 
But I do not cry for the flowers of it, 
The April-tripping hours of it, 
And all the singing bowers of it, 
As on I take my way. 


At twenty I had not scrip nor staff, my limbs were lightly clad ; 
My food was space—and a girl’s face—from Yazd to Allahabad ! 
And each, then, did I love—and each is still my houri-one : 
‘Though I am not sad for the lips of them, 
The clinging finger-tips of them, 
Nor for the moonlit sips of them 
I took, in benison. 


And every road at twenty led me to my Mecca, Joy 3 
Where Allah might be, or not be: that was not my employ ! 
For earth was made, and that was enough : I walked a Paradise : 


678 HAFIZ AT FORTY 


Yet not to sigh for the sun of it, 

The Sufi visions spun of it 5 

Or—now—with soul undone of it, 
Refuse to pay the price ! 


For if I was Infidel, as Doctors avow—or worse, mad ; 
And if the only Koran I read was the strong heart I had ; 
I want no other or better bliss than such insanity ! 
Though I will not sue for the day of it, 
The long wild passion sway of it, 
The wine and minstrel way of it, 
To come again to me. 


For Forty is good as ‘'wenty—to him who loves the earth. 
The bulbul sings a different song, but one as sweet of worth. 
A face is not so fair then, though fairer is the soul : 
So here, by the Caravansary, 
Where I may every dancer see, 
A quiet seat will answer me 
As well upon the whole. 


As well | and youth may laugh at age—for age can laugh at youth. 
And not a sunnier laughter leaps from Joy, than out of Truth. 
Nor boots it what our years may be, if laughter is our friend. 
So though, now, it is clear I store 
Along my thinning brow two-score, 
This will 1 keep—if nothing more— 
A glad heart to the end ! 


TEE CT Ys 


Sorr and fair by the Desert’s edge, 

And on the dim blue edge of the sea, 
Where white gulls wing all day and fledge 
Their young on the high cliff’s sandy ledge, 
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There is a city I have beheld, 

Some time or where, by day or dream, 

I know not which, for it seems enspelled 
As I am by its memory. 


Pale minarets of the Prophets pierce 
Above it into the white of the skies, 
And sails enchanted a thousand years 
Flit at its feet while fancy steers. 
No face of all its faces to me 
Is known—no passion of it or pain. . 
It is but a city by the sea, 
Enshrined for ever beyond my eyes ! 


THE SONG OF MUEZZIN ABOU 


I wake at dawn and fling sleep from my eyes. 

The shade of Allah still is on His skies. 

Ere He shall lift it and let forth the sun 

My feet up the steep minaret have run. 
Allahu akbar! ?lah il Allah! Allah! 


And there, leaning expectant toward the East, 
I watch the first rays like a holy yeast 

Shoot through the heavy sleeping loaf of earth 
And quicken it again to a new birth. 


And me they quicken to an ecstasy, 

Till heaven like a mighty Mosque I see, 
And Allah in it, the most high Imam, 
Whose word has made me all I was and am. 


Allahu akbar! ?lah il Allah! Allah! 
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And so at noon, and so again at night 

I mount with all the soul of me alight, 
And His Perfection to the four winds cry— 
And so would do, so only, till I die ! 


And after death ! for there, in Paradise, 
Let others have pale houris as the price 
Of their devotion to the Prophet’s fame, 
A minaret for me—and Allah’s Name ! 


Allahu akbar! (Nah il Allah! Allah! 


“THE IMAM’S PARABLE 


BEHo Lp, the wind of the Desert rose, 
Khamsin, in a shroud of sand, 
And swept the Libyan waste, across 
‘To far Somali-land. 
His voice was thick with the drouth of death 
And smote the earth as a burning breath, 
Or as a curse which Allah saith 
Unto a demon-band, 


‘The caravan from the oasis 
Of palm-engirt Kurkur 
Shuddered and crouched in shaken heaps, 
The horror to endure. 
Its mighty Sheik, like a soul in Hell 
Who longs for the lute of Israfel, 
Longed for the trickle of Keneh’s well, 
Imperishably pure ! 


Three days he longed, and the wind three days 
About him whirled the shroud. 

Then did a shrill dawn bring the sun— 
And a gaunt vulture-crowd. 


THE IMAWS PARABLE 


A few bleak bones on the Desert still 
Lie for the Judgment Day to thrill 
Again into life—if Allah will : 

Let not your heart be proud. 


THE KHAMSIN, AT CAIRO 


A TAwny terror in the light 
‘That beats against each minaret. 
Sands that entombed Osiris fight 
With Allah, and shall vanquish yet. 


‘The Sphinx awaits it ; and the wind, 
Born of the desert, sends a cry 

Across her lips, lest she rescind 
Her smile—that says all gods shall die. 


pT OR ve Oi Te Ve 


Down the palm-way from Eden in the midnight 
Lay dreaming Eve by her outdriven mate, 
Pillowed on lilies that still told the sweet 
Of birth within the Garden’s ecstasy. 

Pitiful round her face that could not lose 

Its memory of God’s perfecting was strewn 
Her troubled hair, and sigh grieved after sigh 
Along her loveliness in the white moon. 
Then sudden her dream, too cruelly impent, 
With pain broke and a cry fled shuddering 
Into the wounded stillness from her lips— 
As, cold, she fearfully felt for his hand, 

And tears, that never before had visited 


Her lids with anguish, drew from her the moan ; 
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THE: CRY SOPGEVE 


‘Oh, Adam! ... What have I dreamed? . . 
Now do I understand His words, so dim 

To creatures that had quivered but with bliss ! 
Since at the dusk your kiss to me, and I 
Wept at caresses that were once all joy, 

I have slept, seeing through Futurity 

‘The uncreated ages visibly— 

Foresuffering phantoms crowded in the womb 
Of ‘Time, and all with lamentable mien 
Accusing, without mercy, me and thee ! 

And without pity ! for though some were far 


-From birth, and had no name, others were near— 


Sodom and dark Gomorrah—from whose flames 
Fleeing one turned . . . how like her look to mine 
When the tree’s horror trembled on my taste ! 

And Babylon upbuilded on our sin ; 

And Nineveh, a city sinking slow 

Under a shroud of sandy centuries 

That hid me not from the buried cursing eyes 

Of women who too bitterly gave birth ! 


‘ Ah, to be mother of all misery ! 

‘To be first-called out of the earth and fail 
For a whole world! To shame maternity 
For women evermore—women whose tears 
Flooding the night, no hope can wipe away ! 
To see the wings of Death, as, Adam, thou 
Hast not, endlessly beating, and to hear 
‘The swooning ages suffer up to God ! 

And oh, that birth-cry of a guiltless child 
In it are sounding of our sin and woe, 
With prophecy of ill beyond all years ! 
Yearning for beauty never to be seen— 
Beatitude redeemless evermore ! 
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That birth-cry ! soon so sadly to awake 

That thou, Adam, dear fallen thought of God, 
Thou, when thou too shalt hear humanity 

Cry in thy child, wilt groaning wish the world 
Back in unsummoned Void, and, woe ! wilt fill 
God’s ear with troubled wonder and unrest ! ’ 


Softly he soothed her straying hair, and kissed 
The fever from her lips. Over the palms 

The sad moon poured her peace into their eyes, 
Till Sleep, the angel of forgetfulness, 

Folded again dark wings above their rest. 


JAEL 


Jenovan ! Jehovah !° art Thou not stronger than gods of the 
heathen ? 

I slew him, that Sisera, prince of the host “Thou dost hate. 

But fear of his blood is upon me, about me is breathen 

His spirit—by night and by day come voices that wait. 


Athirst, and affrightened he fled from the star-wrought waters 
of Kishon. 

His face was as wool when he swooned at the door of my tent. 

The Lord hath given him into the hand of perdition, 

I smiled—but he saw not the face of my cunning intent. 


He thirsted for water: I fed him the curdless milk of the cattle. 
He lay in the tent under purple and crimson of ‘Tyre. 

He slept and he dreamt of the surge and storming of battle. 
Ah ha! but he woke not to waken Jehovah’s ire. 


He slept as he were a chosen of Israel’s God Almighty. 

A dog out of Canaan !—thought he I was woman alone ? 
[ slipt like an asp to his ear and laughed for the sight he 
Would give when the carrion kites should tear to his bone. 
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I smote through his temple the nail, to the dust, a worm, did I 
bind him. 

My heart was a-leap with rage and a-quiver with scorn. 

And I danced with a holy delight before and behind him— 

I that am called blest above all unto Judah born. 


‘ Aye, come, I will show thee, O Barak, a woman is more than 
a warrior,’ 

I cried as I lifted the door wherein Sisera lay. 

‘To me did he fly and I shall be called his destroyer— 

I, Jael, who am subtle to find for the Lord a way !’ 


‘ Above all the daughters of men be blest—of Gilead or Asher,’ 
Sang Deborah, prophetess, then, from her waving palm. 
‘Behold her, ye people, behold her the h€athen’s abasher, 
Behold her the Lord hath uplifted—behold and be calm ! 


‘The mother of him at the window looks out through the lattice 
to listen— 

Why roll not the wheels of his chariot ? why does he stay ? 

Shall he not return with the booty of battle, and glisten 

In songs of his triumph—ye women, why do ye not say ?’” 


And I was as she who danced when the Seas were rended asunder 
And stood until Egypt pressed in to be drowned unto death. 
My breasts were as fire with the glory, the rocks that were under 
My feet grew quick with the gloating that beat in my breath. 


At night I stole out where they cast him, a sop to the jackal and 
raven, 

But his bones stood up in the moon and I shook with affright. 

The strength shrank out of my limbs and I fell, a craven, 

Before him—the nail in his temple gleamed bloodily bright. 
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Jehovah ! Jehovah ! art Thou not stronger than gods of the 
heathen ? 

I slew him, that Sisera, prince of the host Thou dost hate. 

But fear of his blood is upon me, about me is breathen 

His spirit—by day and by night come voices that wait. 


I fly to the desert, I fly to the mountain—but they will not hide 
me. 

His gods haunt the winds and the caves with vengeance that cries 

For judgment upon me ; the stars in their courses deride me— 

The stars Thou hast hung with a breath in the wandering skies. 


Jehovah ! Jehovah! I slew him, the scourge and sting of Thy 
Nation. 

Take from me his spirit, take from me the voice of his blood. 

With madness I rave—by day and by night, defamation ! 

Jehovah, release me! Jehovah ! if still Thou art God ! 


KING SOLOMON SINGS OF WOMEN 


I Have been lord and spouse to many women, 
And sipped the honey of their lips and hair, 
And found that in the end distaste was there, 

Whether their beauty was of Jah or Rimmon. 


Queens have I taken out of Set or Sheba, 
And little handmaids with awe-stricken breath, 
And breasted priestesses of Ashtoreth 

Prouder than daughters of the kings of Reba. 


And I have dallied with them in the palace, 
To plash of fountains in the pallid night. 
Framed have I ever found them for delight, 

But in the morning as an empty chalice. 
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A thousand have I led in fair betrothal, 
Berobed and ankleted and lapped in myrrh. 
Yet not unsoothly have the priests of Hur 

Assailed my house as but a bridal brothel. 


For love is the anointing oil of passion, 
And no king can a thousand times be crowned. 
So in false oils have I too oft been drowned ; 
Or, loving not, have sinned, too, in my fashion. 


Better it were that I had found one maiden 
Clothed in a thousand veils of chastity 
‘Than maids a thousand that all eyes could see 
Were ready with my king’s lust to be laden. 


Better it were that I had sought for beauty 
Wedded to wisdom in one breast and face. 
For man, with such, can find a dwelling-place : 
”Twixt many all his soul is tossed as booty. 


For there is cavil ever at his curtain 
And flesh-temptation ever in his sight. 
By.harlotry his strength is shorn each night. 


Of but remorseful morrows is he certain. 


Better it were some Ruth had crept all fearless 
Into the threshing-floor of this, my heart— 
Where chaff and grain seem never kept apart. 

Had it been so, my pillow now were tearless. 


And such an one, among the luring many, 
1 can remember, tall and straight and calm, 
As rich in promised fruitage as the palm, 
One to compare in wisdom-ways with any. 


KING SOLOMON SINGS OF WOMEN 687 


But to my chamber never with enticing 
Came she—and should IJ call her, I, the King ? 
On such a wisp of vanity we swing 

Away all that is sure for life’s sufficing. 


Now she is gone: nor know I how or whither. 
But oft till day breaks and the shadows flee 
I long to have her gaze again at me, 
Like the young roe upon the mounts of Bether. 


And through the harem aimlessly I wander, 
With loathing sense and soul no beauties please. 
Better a hive of stinging sterile bees, 

Or a housetop on which alone to ponder. 


For ever the childless and the childed clamour 

Each after gifts, up to the kingdom’s crown. 

And Pharaoh’s daughter hears—wherefore the frown 
Of Egypt from her brow must I enamour. 


Sick am I of their glances and embraces, 

Sad am I of their bickerings and strife. 

A thousand wives have I—and yet no wife, 
A thousand hills, yet no heart-sheltered places. 


Wherefore I say, Women are as pomegranates, 
Tempting our taste that we may spread their seed 
Over the earth : as at creation’s need 

God scattered over the sky His teeming planets. 


Or that as aloes are they, fair and fragrant 
At first, but ah, how bitter at the end. 
Adam would be in Eden, and God’s friend, 
Had Eve not, at the Serpent’s touch, turned vagrant. 
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There is a spreading tree that men call eah. 
Would I could lie beneath it with that one 
Whose heart would be as moon after the sun. 

Instead comes night—and Pharaoh’s daughter. 


MARY AT NAZARETH 


I Know, Lord, Thou hast sent Him— 


Thou art so good to me !— 
But Thou hast only lent Him, 
His heart ’s for Thee ! 


1 dared—Thy poor handmaiden— 
Not ask a prophet-child : 
Only a boy-babe laden 


For earth—and mild. 


But this one Thou hast given 

Seems not for earth or me ! 

His lips flame truth from heaven, 
And vanity 


Seem all my thoughts and prayers 
When He but speaks Thy Law ; 
Out of my heart the tares 

Are torn by awe ! 


I cannot look upon Him, 
So strangely burn His eyes— 


Hath not some grieving drawn Him 


From Paradise ? 


For Thee, for Thee {’d live, Lord ! 


Yet oft I almost fall 
Before Him—O forgive, Lord, 
My sinful thrall ! 


Selah. 
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But even when He was nursing, 

A baby at my breast, 

It seemed He was dispersing 
‘The world’s unrest. 


Thou bad’st me call Him ‘ Jesus,’ 
And from our heavy sin 
I know he shall release us, 

From Sheol win. 


But, Lord, forgive ! the yearning 

‘That He may sometimes be 

Like other children, learning 
Beside my knee, 


Or playing, prattling, seeking 

For help—comes to my heart... . 

Ah sinful, Lord, I ’m speaking— 
How good Thou art ! 


SAPPHO’S DEATH SONG 
(On her sea-cliff in Leucadia) 


Wuart have I gathered the years did not take from me? 
(Swallows, hear, as you fly from the cold !) 

Whom have I bound to me never to break from me? 
(Whom, O wind of the wold ?) 

Whom, O wind! O hunter of spirits ! 
(Pierce his spirit whose spear is in mine !) 

Then let Oblivion loose this ache from me, 

Proserpine ! 


Lyre and the laurel the Muses gave to me, 
(Why comes summer when winter is nigh !) 
Spent am I now and pain-voices rave to me. 


(O the sea and its cry !) 
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SAPPHO’S DEATH SONG 


O the sea that has suffered all sorrow ! 
(Sea of the Delphian tongue ever shrill !) 
Naught from the wreck of love can now save 
to me 


Any thrill ! 


Life that we live passes pale or amorous. 
(Tread, O vintagers, grapes in the press !) 

Mine’s but a prey to Erinnyes clamorous. 
(O for wine that will bless !) 

Wine that foams, but is free of all madness 
(Free, O Cypris, of fury’s breath !) 

Free as I now shall be, O glamorous 


Queen of Death ! 


A MAENAD TO A YOUNG PANTHER 


Evok, come, cub of the panther, 

Out of your covert come to me, quickly, 
Out of the laurel hiding you thickly, 
Into the moonray come ! 

No lean lance is waiting to pierce you, 
As did the hunter’s spear your dam. 
Hunger is on you; I will nurse you, 
Crooning a dithyramb ! 

Crooning a maenad-chorus, wild : 

Milk divine is swelling my breast. 

Do not fear to be my child, 

‘Thirst not, in unrest ! 

Do not fear to suckle of tameness ; 
Fierce in me are cunning and strength, 
Stealth to hide, like you, in the branches, 
Spring—and tear, at length ! 


4 MAENAD TO 4 YOUNG PANTHER 


Evoé, come, whelp of the panther, 
Crushing the young tree rods ! 

Forth to me come ! for courage only 
Counts with the fearless gods ! 


THE FAUN REPENTS 


SPRING seized me in the wood, 
Made of me a satyr : 

Feet hoofed with hardihood, 
Heart a passion-crater. 

Spring seized me in the wood— 
Oh, how I hate her ! 

_ For the nymph I love came by, 
With a green wreath at her thigh. 
“Were she Diana’s self,’ said I, 


‘Now would I mate her !’ 


So, lustily, I sprang 

‘Through the leaves and took her ; 
Swept her with kisses, sang, 

No least word would brook her. 
And, when, within the shade, 

All but bliss forsook her, 
Up with a remorseful cry, 
Up she rose, with wreathen thigh, 
Anger-pale, and fled: then I 

Knew I had mistook her. 


Now, loveless, do I go, 
Loveless—and unmated. 

Shamed by all nymphs I know, 
By her shunned and hated. 

Dance they amid the brake ? 
My arms go unsated ! 
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THE FAUN REPENTS 


Never sylvan-girded thigh 
Swift against me glimmers by. 
Evoé ! how sad am I, 


So befooled and fated ! 


Spring, Spring it was did this, 
Spring the mad exalter ! 
Spring, with her wanton kiss, 
Fire on the heart’s altar. 
Had I my nymph again 
I would never palter 
With such passion : no, not I, 
Though with wanting I should die ! 
But, sufficed, would let no sigh 
For her from me falter. 


A’ VISION.OF VENUS ANB ADONIS 


I Know not where it was I saw them sit, 

For in my dreams I had outwandered far 
‘That endless wanderer men call the sea— 
Whose winds like incantations wrap the world 
And help the moon in her high mysteries. 

I know not how it was that I was led 

Unto their happy tryst, through fields of myrrh 
In forests of red sandal by the sea ; 

For, when he mistily began to speak, 

I could but gather these few fleeting words : 


‘ Your glance sends fragrance sweeter than the lily, 
Your hands are visible bodiments of song. . . 

You are the voice of April light at dawn, 

Its silence that is music of glad birds. . . . 

‘The wind’s heart have you, and its mystery, 
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When poet Spring comes piping over the hills 

To make of Tartarus forgotten fear. 

Yea, all the generations of the world, 

Whose whence and whither but the gods shall know, 
Are vassal to your vows for evermore.’ 


I know not where it was, nor how her answer 
Fell warm as womanhood with wordless things, 
For I had drifted on within my dream, 

To that pale space which is oblivion. 


TRANSMUTATION 


[r is just a common bell, in a dull and dirty cupola, 
But somehow I am off across the seas, 
To a little town in Italy, a church in sunny Italy, 
Beneath calm silvery olive trees. 
And a lake is lapping by, lap-lapping at the fisher boats, 
And the mountain peaks are lifting snowy mitres to the 
breeze. 
And a mass is being said, and a prayer is in a hundred throats— 
Soft, and a-sway with mysteries. 
And I’m one with the murmur of the aves and I cross 
myself 
And dip my hand in the holy water too ; 
And I kneel at every station of the Passion; then toss 
myself 
Down, by the altar, with the ‘True. 
[t is just a common bell, in a dirty little cupola— 
But campaniles rise into the sky, 
And a simple God is mine again, a God all divine again, 
Till . . . I remember, with a sigh ! 
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SERENATA MAGICA 


My gondola is a black sea-swan, 
Gliding beneath the moon. 
Dark palaces beside me pass, 
Like visions in a beryl-glass 
Of what shall never be, alas, 
Or what has been too soon. 
Like what shall never be, but in 
The breathing of a swoon. 


My gondola is a black sea-swan, 
Making a mystic way 

From door to phantom water-door, 

While carven balconies hang o’er 

And casements framed for love say more 
‘Than love can ever say : 

Say more than any voice but one 
Of silent magic may. 


My gondola is a black sea~swan— 
Rialto lies behind. 

And by me the Salute swings, 

A loveliness that must take wings 

And vanish, as imaginings 
Within a poet’s mind ; 

As vague and vast imaginings 
‘That can no substance find. 


My gondola is a black sea-swan : 
San Marco and the shaft 

Of the slim Campanile steal 

Into my trance and leave a seal 
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Upon my senses, like the feel 
Of long enchantment quaffed : 
Of long enchantments such as songs 


Of sage Al Raschid waft. 


My gondola is a black sea-swan, 
Gaining to the lagoon 

Where samphire and sea-lavender 

Around me float or softly stir, 

While far-off Venice still lifts her 
Fair witchery to the moon, 

And all that wonder e’er gave birth 
Seems out of beauty hewn. 


BEAUTY AND STILLNESS 
(In the ruined Greek Theatre, Taormina, Sicily) 


How still it is! Between me and the sea, 
Between me and far Etna’s snowy slope, 
The midges in the sunlight idly move, 
As if they had of life but drowsy hope. 
No cock crows, not a bird or wind is singing 
About this eaglet town whose eyrie hangs 
Upon a high cliff ; not a bell is ringing 
From church or convent tower 
The sleepy hour ; 
And not a voice of afternoon comes bringing 
Amid these ruins joy, or griefs that lower. 


Through the rent walls and arches where I lie 
With silent broken columns basking round, 

Is framed as radiant a scene as eye 
May hope to dwell on; yet my heart unbound 
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Is not enthralled—but to the voiceless vision 
Of villa, castle, sky and sea is cold. 
And though their beauties blend with calm Elysian, 
Since the bright sunlight’s fall 
Is over all, 
My thoughts blend not, but brood with indecision 
‘That seems all aspiration to appal. 


And what is it that so can trouble us 
Mid scenes so fair and peaceful? Is it, here, 
Time’s still destruction striking to the soul 
The certainty that death is ever near ? 
Once there were plaudits where this silence passes, 
Once there was glory where these ruins reign, 
Once Greece and Rome sat thralled where now the grasses 
Alone are audience 
Of the intense 
Lone tragedy that year on year amasses ; 
Is fate’s strange power upon us so immense ? 


Or is it that too-beautiful sometimes 
Will make us sad as too-imperfect can? 
‘That the Ideal in full bodiment 
But leaves more bleak the wonted life of man? 
‘To Etna, poet of the azure heaven, 
King of myth-makers does this scene belong ; 
But unto us of lowly mortal leaven, 
‘To us who scarce can hope 
For greater scope 
On earth than is comprised in seven times seven, 
Must not a grandeur less immortal ope ? 


Aye, and more intimately kin to us ! 
So from snow-summit and the sapphire sea, 


BEAUTY AND STILLNESS 


From plain and promontory do I turn, 


And distances that dream majestically, 


To yon bare ledge of rock, where cactus-pendants 
In homely and grotesque confusion cling, 
As to our niches we, who know transcendence 


Of all sad earth forbids 
Our longing lids 


But makes us, oft, dissatisfied attendants 
On Toil and Duty, life’s stern Caryatids. 


THE -CONTESSA "TO*HER' JUDGES 


(Palermo) 


Do not suppose that I confess 


I sinned—I who have killed him ! 


For did he not go nightly there 
To her balcony and sing— 

Until she bade him up to her 
And in her arms stilled him, 


Then sent him back with lies of love 


‘To me—a shameless thing ? 


Do not suppose that I confess : 
Not unto God, the Father, 

Sitting, with mercy in His eyes, 
And ready to shrive all, 

And shrinking not away from me, 
But listening to me rather, 

Would I say, ‘I am on sin’s flood, 
Save me, or I am drowned !’ 


Ah no. . . . For had he that I loved 


But said, ‘1 love her better ; 


You are my wife—but Beauty reigns 


As mistress of men’s soul ! ’ 
Dey 
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I would have scorned to spill her cup 
Of joy—but would have let her 

Clasp it to her and drink of it 
Whatever he should dole. 


Yes, had he only dealt me fair, 
But once, and not pretended, 
While I with ready doting still 
Gave all of soul or flesh— 
With a belief I blush for now, 
We might at last have ended 
Merely as many have before, 


Not in this bloody mesh ! 


For love has too its Holy Ghost 
To sin against, past pardon ; 
Love too, and I in killing him 
Have done no more a wrong 
Than Christ will, when He comes again 
From Paradise, to harden 
His heart against all blasphemy 
That surges from Hell’s throng. 


ALPINE CHANT 


1’m tramping through the mountains, 
They rise white around me, 
Snow peaks like patriarchs 
‘That Winter has enthroned. 
I’m tramping up the valleys 
Where cataracts sound me 
Thunders they have shrilly 


From eternity intoned. 
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I’m tramping through the mountains, 
With clouds for my companions, 
Soft clouds that float and cling 
From crag to cloven crag. 
I’m passing by chalets 
O’erhanging high cafions, 
Passing where shepherds 
And their fair flocks lag. 


I’m tramping through the mountains, 
Where pines in proud procession 
Climb like a hardy host 

To halo-heights of sun. 
I’m listening for the sallies 
Of the avalanche—its Hessian 
Hurl of ice and granite 

Into gulfs Avernian. 


I’m tramping through the mountains, 
And winds are yodling to me 
Yearnings of the glaciers 

To flow to summer lands. 
I’m treading up the valleys 
With zo want to undo me— 
For to-day I ’m goalless 

And the great God understands ! 


OFFTHE FLESH 
(4t Monte Carlo) 


WE met upon the street ; 

Quick passion sprung into the eye of each ; 
No dilettante heat ! 

For though I do not love her now, or reach 
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To take her from the cell 

A nunnery provided—do you think, 
Signor, that all! is well— 

That we could never again fear any brink ? 


No, no! Such love as ours 
Stabs peace heart-deep and burns the flesh to mad. 
It scorned the simple powers 
Of sympathy and mild repose, and had 
One thirst alone—to hold 
Each other mouth to still unsated mouth, 
Until the curing cold 
And damp of death should end some night its drouth. 


But that cold would not come : 

Day only would, to show us duty’s eye 
Calm, pale, and sternly dumb. 

And so we’d swear never to kiss or sigh 
Again—for well we knew 

‘That we were never to be man and wife. 
But night distilled the dew 


Of loneliness—and so, once more, that life. 


And how was the spell burst ? 
Each long embrace seemed sweeter than the last ; 
Each dulling heart-beat nursed 
The shame, till . . . well, I tore away the past, 
And cried, ‘I hate my soul, 
And yours, and this false love!’ . . . whereon she fell. 
And so I kissed her . . . stole 
The ring that choked her finger . . . said farewell. 


And since then ‘lime has pressed 

Ten restless years. But if I saw her lay 
Her hand upon her breast, 

As once she used, and send her soul to say 
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A word with those dark eyes . 

Ha, what is that, signor? ‘I have a wife?’ 
‘That ’s as may be. You rise? 

Adieu, signor. Fate deals the cards in life. 


ANDRE REVINE 


“So let it be,’ 
You say, and cease, 
And sit there with seraphic mien, 
Knowing the rage 
You rouse in me 
Is fraught with fate, André Revine ! 


Yet as the gulf 
Between us grows, 
Perfection lives upon your lips, 
While mine are flames 
That burn and tear 
The ties that wedded us to strips. 


And did we part, 
The world would say, 
‘We know which of the twain was true 
To tortured Love.’ 
The world would say, 
André Revine, that it was you. 


For am I not 
Unhappy born, 
A magnet to all floating fates ? 
And is it not 
Unhappiness 
The world ever suspects and hates? 


ANDRE REVINE 


And are you not 
A thing so bright 
That shadow cannot on you fall ? 
A thing so glad 
That guilt, if flung, 
Would but upon me fix its pall ? 


You answer not, 
But sad, serene, 
And all-enduring sit and sigh. 
And yet I see 
That triumph springs 
In you at my defeated cry. 


“So let it ‘be,’ 
Then say I too ; 
For this I hold the better part ; 
To let flame break 
From anguished lips, 
Than kindle it in any heart ! 


SEA-MAD 
(4 Breton Maid) 


‘THREE waves of the sea came up on the wind to me! 
One said : 

* Away ! he is dead ! 

Upon my foam IJ have flung his head ! 

Go back to your cote, you never shall wed ! 


(Nor he !)’ 


Three waves of the sea came up on the wind to me, 


‘Two brake. 
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The third with a quake 

Cried loud, ‘O maid, I'll find for thy sake 

His dead lost body : prepare his wake !’ 
(And back it plunged to the sea !) 


Three waves of the sea came up on the wind to me. 
One bore— 

And swept on shore— 

His pale, pale face I shall kiss no more ! 

Ah, woe to women death pagses o’er ! 


(Woe’s me !) 


AT THE WORLD’S HEART 
I 


I Leantr my ear to the world’s heart, 
(Beat, beat, beat !) 
I leant my ear to the world’s heart, 
Where all its voices meet. 
I heard them sound together, 
I heard them surge alone, 
The far, the near, and the nether, 
The known—and the unknown. 
From desert they rose and mountain, 
From city and sea and plain, 
And the voices, all, to one voice 
Blent, in the bitter pain : 

We are the people of Sorrow, 

Haled from the silent earth, 

Happy 1s it, 

Happy 1s love— 

Happier should be arth ! 

We come to the land of the living, 


704 AT THE WORLD'S HEART 
We go to the realm of death, 

We bide for a day 

And then... away! 

O why are we given breath ! 


II 


I leant my ear to the world’s heart, 
(Leant, more nigh !) 
A saddened ear to the world’s heart, 
Fain for a sweeter cry. 
And the lone murmur of nations, 
With languor loud, or need, 
Sighed on, of devastations, 
Of deed and dark misdeed ; 
But now upwelling through it, 
‘Throbbingly intertwined, 
It seemed that I heard great Hope’s word 
Groping, a way to find : 
We are the people begotten 
Between Delight and Pain: 
Certain 1s birth, 
Certain are They 
To breed our like again. 
But though we fill the valleys, 
And the sea and the hills with death, 
Must we assume 
That for our doom 


Alone we are given breath ? 


lil 


I leant my ear to the world’s heart, 


(Leant, then, long) 
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A closer ear to the world’s heart, 
And lo—it beat more strong ! 
And the building of human beauty, 
The crushing of human crime, 
The music of human duty 
Outclarioned fate and time. 
For over the cry of sorrow 
And doubt and dazing grief 
There rose the lay of a New Day, 
The high voice of Belief : 
We are the people of Patience, 
Who wait—and look before. 
Silent 1s lirth, 
Silent the tomb, 
But silent Life no more ! 
Our gods are becoming One God, 
And though there ts ever death, 
We yet shall learn, 
At some day’s turn, 
Why—why we are given breath ! 


BROTHER BEASTS 


Win TER is here 

And there are no leaves 
On the naked trees, 
Save stars twinkling 

As the wind blows. 
Soft to the branches 
The little screech-owl 
Silently comes, 

Silently goes, 

With weird tremolos. 
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I would go out 

And gather the stars 
‘The wind shakes down, 
Were they not scattered 
So far in the West. 

I would go ask 

The little screech-owl 
If he finds ease 

‘There in his nest 

After his quest. 


I would go learn 

If the small grey mouse 
Who sets up house 

In the frozen meadow 
Dreams of the stars ; 
Or what he thinks 
‘There in the dark 
When flake on flake 
Of white snow bars 
Him in with its spars. 


I would go out 

And learn these things 
‘That I may know 
What dream or desire 
‘Troubles my brothers 
In nest or hole. 

For even as I, 

‘The owl and the mouse, 
Or blinded mole 
With unborn soul, 
May have some goal. 
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(1915) 
Turoucu the night darkness, thick as throbbing pain, 
Little sister, I come to you again, 
Along the same agegrieving iron track 
Borne strickenly, under the grey stars, back 
To that long-watched and long-foreboding bed— 
Where now you lie, dead— 
With all your dark hair hushed about your head. 


‘Two nights ago it was I left your side, 

Where suffering had swept your veins so long. 
Your hands were tossing and your eyes wide. . . . 
Harder than death that hurt is to forgive. 

There, as I leant, you asked me, ‘Shall I live?’ 
And oh, [I lied, lied ! 


Hoping to save you some last torture’s wrong. 


I lied and made you laugh with gentle jests, 

‘Though oft your hands were wandering to your lips 
Where the words broke, because the blind blood wrung 
The brain, and left the unavailing tongue, 

So sure at love’s behests, 

With each sweet-uttered syllable unstrung. 

Starkly the grief of it now at me grips. 


I left you—though with scarce a trembling hope 
To fight the pity of the pale distress 

That I beheld ravage your loveliness : 

And now that pity never can depart ! 

But my premonished heart 

Henceforth will cast a fateful horoscope 

Over each starry faith at which I grope. 
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I left : then came the sudden sworded word. 

Scarce was I wakened ere it ran me through. 

Who voiced it to the vibrant night-wire—who ? 
Sending electric anguish to arrest 

My fluttering prescient heart, that like a bird 

Fell strangled in my breast ?— 

‘ Died suddenly,’ I heard. . . . God seemed dead too. 


O little sister—‘ little’ still to me, 

Though womanhood with all its ways was yours 5 
‘Though death in all his icy majesty 

Has set you far beyond me, and immures 

Your lips that gave to mine so lovingly 

A last forgetless kiss— 

Is there requital anywhere for this ? 


Forgive the moan. We live and love and die, 
A moment tread earth, then the starry sky 

Is pulled above us—an eternal pall. 

Yet prooflessly we know that is not all ! 

So when I bend above your coffin there 

My slain faith shall not fall 


Into the dust with you, but rise more fair. 


Wherefore the sacredness of this my grief 

I give in part to such imperfect song : 

That I may not life’s cruel seeming wrong 
‘Too much, and rend God, out of disbelief. 

A little truth we know, but not enough 
Faith’s mystic flame to snuff. 

For hope then, not despair, must we be strong. 
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THE TILLING 


Tue dull ox, Sorrow, treads my heart, 
Dragging the harrow, Pain, 

And turning the old year’s tillage 
Under the soil again. 

So, well do I know the Tiller 
Will bring once more the grain : 

For never a grief comes to the strong— 
Or dull despair’s benumbing wrong— 

But from them spring a budding throng 
Of seeds, for new life fain. 


So heavily do I let the hoofs 
‘Trample the deeps of me ; 

For only thus is spirit 
Brought to fecundity. 

But when the ox is stabled 
And the harrow set aside, 

With calm I watch a new world grow, 
Sweetly green, up out of woe, 

And, glad of the Tiller, then I know 
He too is satisfied. 


OLD WANTS 


Tue lightning’s tide in the west surges, 
Foams, far, through the clouds, and dies. 
The dim hill-wood in its wake emerges— 
Then in darkness lies. 
The wind in the leaves and one lone cricket 
Leaven the sullen night with sound ; 
And slowly, slowly the East urges 
The moon to her pale round. 
And I wish I knew, as the stars know, I wish I knew where peace ts found. 
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The valley lights with homely burning 
Sadden the gloom, and numb far rays 
Of a wan train are wanly turning 
‘Toward unreckoned ways. 
The windy firefly constellations 
Beaten to earth lie wet and still. 
And a sudden meteor, heaven- ayes 
Seems its life to spill. 
And I wish I knew, as the dead know, I wish I knew God’s utter 
will. 


A-YOUNG* PRIEST YPAYsS 


THE blood-red boughs of the Judas-tree were blooming spray 
by spray, 

While I hung Christ within my heart between two sins to-day. 

‘The one was a sin of the flesh (so sweet can a woman’s body be !) 

‘The other a sin of the soul—doubt of its immortality ! 


The blood-red boughs of the Judas-tree were blooming on the hill. 
My soul’s sin within me died—strangled by my will. 

But the sin of my flesh cried out for life—again to clasp her form. 
* Dear God,’ it said, ‘ there is 7 bliss, beyond the grave, so warm !’ 


The blood-red boughs of the Judas-tree will wither ; and my soul 
Entreat to be uplifted into Paradise—whole ! 

But | fear my body’s sin still will hang and look on earth 
Where she is. Ah, so madly much is a woman’s beauty worth! 


IN, ApPSYCHOPAd HIG WARD 


You, sir! let me out ! 

All I did was to kill him. 
‘Then they said I was mad, 
And put me here in a cell. 


IN A PSYCHOPATHIC WARD 


But should not death or hell 

Or some requital still him 

Who walks the earth with twenty coats 
Yet gives the naked none ? 

For every stinted soul of earth 

I struck. It had to be done. 


To the judge who sent me here 

I said: ‘ Yourself, answer ! 

Are the sane those who have plenty, 
Yet let the needy die? 

Are the mad those who would try 
To destroy the greedy cancer 

Of useless wealth that battens upon 
A useful body and soul 7 

I tell you they are the maddest 
Whose money has no goal !” 


And I would kill them all— 

Save you—if you are one. 

You have kind lips and eyes : 

I think you have seen God. 

I see but the lightning-rod 

Of the church-spire fixed stealthy 
Yonder, to run His wrath down 
Cunningly into earth. 

But if you will let me out, 

They ‘Il learn what lightning ’s worth ! 


THE GREAT EVANGEL 


Sranp and feel the darkness softly around you, 
And the still darker presence of the trees, 
And the mute coming of grass and flowers up, 
Imperceptibly moving toward birth-mysteries. 
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THE GREAT EVANGEL 


Stand and feel the growing. There is no marvel 
Like the immanent shaping of beauty under the sod. 
Spring is the great Evangel ; with three buds 

She can fill all but a fool’s heart with God. 


A PHANTOM INTIMATION 


Last night the lightning’s scythe reaped a grey swathe 
Of rain and laid it wetly down on earth ; 

Then fireflies came and sprinkled it with glow 

And phantom mists walked on it to and fro. 

The pallid skull of the moon rose in the east 

Aiid peered with hollow sockets on the scene, 

And the lone and ever inarticulate wind 


Slipped sighingly by like a spirit that has sinned. 


Spectrally moved, I felt, in the wet dark, 
Pale fungi pushing up out of the sod, 

And in the groping of them seemed to mark 
Some movement of the loneliness of God. 

It was as if each reached a spirit finger 

For Him into my heart and bade me linger. 


BETWEEN FLIGHTS 


Wuen I think beauty has ended, in my heart, for ever, 
When I fold my hands and say : ‘So let it be : 

I will sit by the fire now, apart from all endeavour.’ 
Suddenly on the sky I see—wild geese ! 

Winnowing through the chill heights of twilit air. 
Suddenly beauty comes again, brimming back to me, 
Beauty—and peace. 
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Then I feel wing-stir anew, and lands of summer 
‘Swimming under my eyes that turn from wintry-fallen years. 
Who will look up and listen to a heart soon to grow number, 
But still stung by wild beauty to tears? 


AFTER THEIR PARTING 
(4 Woman speaks) 


You know that rock on a rocky coast, 
Where the moon came up, a ruined ghost, 
Distorted until her shape almost 

Seemed breaking ? 
Came up like a phantom silently 
And dropped her shroud on the red night sea, 
‘Then walked, a spectral mystery, 

Unwaking ? 


You know how, sudden, there came a change, 
When she had left the sea’s low range, 
Its lurid crimson, stark and strange, 

Behind her ? 
How, sudden, her silver self shone through 
Tranquilly free of the earth’s stained hue, 
And found a way where the clouds were few 


To bind her? 


You know this? ‘Then go back some day, 
When I have gone the moonless way, 
To that dark rock whereon we lay 
And waited ; 
And when the moon has arisen free, 
Your soiling doubt shall fall from me, 
And eased of unrest your heart shall be, 
And sated. 
27Z 
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WANTING THE MOON 


‘Don’r cry, don’t cry for the moon !’ 
Her restive heart would croon ; 

Her restive heart of delights and fears, 
Of laughter tangled amid her tears, 
‘Don’t cry for the moon !’ 


For she wanted the moon herself ; wanted 
The shimmering moon of wealth and love, 
The moon of rank and fame that haunted 
‘The heavens above her. 

She wanted the moon, and so would sing 
‘To any, with odd caprice, ‘ Don’t cry ! 
Don’t cry for the moon ! ’—betraying 

Her own appeaseless sigh. 


‘Don’t cry, don’t cry for the moon !’ 

It broke her peace at last. 

It broke her mind and it broke her heart, 
And she died in a place that is set apart 
For the moon-criers—who do not know 
That the moon’s for none—only its glow ; 
Only its even radiance, cast 

On all, with aimless art. 


MY NEIGHBOUR 


I pip not know my neighbour. “Two back yards 
And an alley were the gulf that lay between us. 
His face across the gulf I had not seen ; 

Only his lighted windows sent toward 

My window all his wonted ways of living, 

Dull, as they seemed ; perhaps a little mean. 


MY NEIGHBOUR 


He was no more to me than shapes that give 

A shadowy human fringe to thought’s existence ; 
He could have died and I should not have missed — 
More than his movements, vague and fugitive. 

‘Then came the crashing horror of his fate. 

He had walked there with passions in him burning 
Such as made Oedipus of the gods learn 

To count no man, till death, as fortunate ; 

He had grown plants within his kitchen garden 

. While tragedy grew in him desolate : 

Grew till his strength no longer could retard 

‘The twining of the tendrils that wound fiery 
About his heart—the tendrils of desire : 
Wherefore he sought his mistress passion-scarred. 

‘They met in a drab rendezvous of sin 
As was their wont whenever jealous frenzy 
Drove him to think her false to him. And when 
She flung denial he told her she had been 
For the last time a lure and should no longer 
Be let to live and snare the lust of men. 

And so, though her eyes pled against the wrong, 

He kissed her, cursed her, shot her—and sore weeping, 
Himself : meaning to put all sin to sleep 

Past any pain’s distress, however strong. 

But in this too he failed !—For even as she 
Did death prove but a weak perfidious wanton, 
Turning the bullet from his brain aslant 
Into his eyes, that nevermore shall see. 

So doubly now in prison lies my neighbour, 

In that of blindness and of felony. 

Which ended what, you see, was like a play 

For me—since two back yards and one small alley 
Sufficed for a gulf, an infinite interval, 

Between men made by God in the same way. 
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TO HEARTS THAT CANNOT REST 


I say unto all hearts that cannot rest 

For want of love, for beating loud and lonely, 

Pray the great Mercy-God to give you only 

Love that is passionless within the breast. 

Pray that it may not be a haunting fire, 

A vision that shall steal insatiably 

All beauteous content, all sweet desire, 

From faith and dream, star, flower, and song, and sea. 
But seek that soul and soul may meet together 
Knowing they have for ever been but one— 

Meet and be surest when ill’s chartless weather 
Drives blinding gales of doubt across their sun. 
Pray—pray ! lest what seemed love shall change and tether 
You to abhorrence past oblivion. 


WINTER FLOODS 


HatF under the flood are the trees by the river, 
‘The wind is not happy, 
The branches shiver, 

The dark ice-floes are scurrying down 
Like heaps of heavy death. 

The hills brown-hazed, with the trees tremble, 
The sun is dazed 
And the clouds dissemble. 

Spent is my trust, and longings rust 
My heart with every breath. 


Half under the flood are the trees—and in them 
Crows that scold 
At the skies and din them. 

Worn is the wind and writhen the waves 
With the trouble of tales he tells. 
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A skiff unmoored from the cove is skirling, 
Oarless and aimless, 
Mutely whirling— 

Even as thoughts, unmoored in me, 
On a tide that mystery swells. 


Half under the floods are the trees—and bushes 
Drowned deep . 
In the drift that pushes. 

Out of them whirrs, migrant again, 
The wild duck’s watery wing. 

“Swift to the South !” my heart cries after 
Her strained flight 
With strained laughter. 

For I am chilled, I am winter-filled, 
An exile far from the Spring ! 


HEARTS TO MEND 


Saip the warm South Wind, 
‘Have you any hearts to mend ? 
I have salt from the sea, 

I have solder from the sun, 

I can make them good as new, 
(Have you any hearts to mend ?) 
They shall hold again the dew 
Of youth when I am done ! 


‘ Have you any hearts to mend? 
I have come from the South, 
And a heart that is sad 

Or asunder with the years, 


HEARTS TO MEND 


I can make as good as new, 
(Have you any hearts to mend ?) 
Hearts rent with wrong or rue, 
Hearts torn with throbbing fears ? 


*T can heal them all again. 

I have salt from the sea, 

I have solder from the sun 

For the broken or the worn. 

I can make them good as new, 
(Have you any hearts to mend ?) 
I’ve the skill of dreams come true 
For the wretchedest who mourn !’ 


SPRING HAD LOST HER WAY 


On the hills a want hung, Spring had lost her way, 
All the buds were saying it day after day. 
All the buds were saying it, sheathed to the mouth, 
‘That April, April, 
Fickle, heedless April, 
Wayward, wanton April, 
Was lost in the South ! 


All the buds were saying it, ‘Spring has lost her way,’ 
And leaves us to the North Wind day after day ! 
Leaves us to the North Wind: naught can we do— 

Till April, April, 

Cruel, careless April, 

Fickle, heedless April, 

Shall find a way through ! 


Hourly did they say it. But now through the leaves 
Violets are purpling up as earth’s heart heaves. 
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Violets are purpling up by the happy rills— 
For April, April, 
Fairy-footed April, 
Leafy, laughing April, 
Has come along the hills ! 


A MODERN STOIC 


Questions scuttle across his brain 
And gnaw like rats at his heart, 
Gnaw—as if it were cheese. 

For philosophy cannot trap them, 

Its doors spring open again. 

And forgetfulness is futile, 

Since cracks of memory come in it. 
And the golden bars of love are weak, 
‘Too weak to shut them out. 


So scornfully he endures 

The gnawing of each doubt, 

With a dull silent sense 

Of an unaccepted universe ; 

And waits till his heart, withered with age, 
Is left to dry indifference. 


RAIN-NOCTURNE 


Brack rain is falling in the darkness. 

I cannot find my soul ; through the starkness 
And terrible emptiness and dreariness 

It is lost somewhere, or has crossed 

The finite—or infinite—distance 

To the Night of all nights, Non-existence. 
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RAIN-NOCTURNE 


Shall I call to it? Shall I plunge on 

And on through the blind rain-dungeon 

That has walled me about with its drenching beat ? 
Shall I say ‘Come back!’ Shall I pray ? 

Is there light anywhere—and to-morrow 

Is night all—and soul-drowning sorrow ? 


Am I but a shudder in the darkness ? 

Am I but a stare, which the starkness 

Pushes back impotent upon itself ? 

My soul was a star—at the Pole ! 

Come back, soul, for I want you ! 

Come, and earth never again shall daunt you ! 


RATNGIN) shblie Gly 


FinoinG itself at street and store window, 
Rainy darkness suddenly drenches the city. 
Wet, globulous lights are a-glimmer through it, 
And wet motors, that swim by seethingly. 


‘Thunder rumbles down on windy umbrellas ; 

And the sidewalks are paved with phosphorescence 
As a quick vein of lightning spills viridly 

Over the cornice-grey of the sky-scrapers. 


A trafhic-cop whistles and turns his semaphore, 
In dripping rubber. Feet scurry to shelter,— 
Slenderly stockinged ankles tempting among them, 
As again the green lightning momently gushes. 


Corners are clogged, and window-fronts, with faces 
That look forth sodden for cars, or for a surcease 
Of the downpour. A newsie calls a murder, 

But knows that the rain has shunted its ‘ sensation.’ 


RAIN IN THE CITY 


Five numb notes drop from a murky dial. 

Work is at end, and the doorways pour pale 
toilers,— 

Among them a clerk and a shopgirl insulated 

By intimacy and planning to meet at a movie. 


Six beats fall from the dial ; the rain drizzles. 
The throng thins, and the newsie coughs hoarsely, 
With but one paper left. The street is empty, 
Till cool, silent airs creep from alley-ways, 

And wander. 


AN IRONY 


I nearp a little poet cry 
With atheist passion to the sky : 


Earth is a dung-ball that men push 
Dewn a path of space, eating the while ! 
It is a blasphemous word in the curse 
Of the universe, at bottom vile ! 

It is a dead God’s skull still warm 

On which we wormy creatures swarm ! 
A drying skull that very soon 

Will be as desert as the moon! 


I heard him thus vaunt high his spleen, 
Then saw him for admirers preen 

His plumes—the while he was echoing, 
‘Yes, poetry is a divine thing !’ 


WON 


A HEARTS, CRT 


A HEART'S CRY 


I rHINK of mountains 
In lonely shapelessness 
Under the twilight 


Of far countries. 


I think of the drop 

Of precipices 

‘Through deathly thousands 
Of feet of darkness. 


I think of the torrents 
That shatter the silence 
With tortured turbulence 
Far down in them. 


Yes, and of glooms, 
Of granite chasms, 
Where even God 
Would be lonely ! 


And then I moan... 
For never a spot 

Has earth as lonely 

As is my heart ! 


Never a torrent, 
‘Torturing silence, 
Cuts through granite, 
As grief through me ! 


Never a gulf 
Is filled with terror, 
As is remembrance 


That you are dead ! 
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EARTH IN AGONY 


From the first slime I brought forth slimy things, all mouth and 
maw, 
From jungle and marsh sinister things, 
Poison of fang and cruel of claw. 
I spawned on the air stinging winging things with beaks that tear. 
And invisible hordes of germs that scatter pestilence everywhere. 


And then I spawned Man, and made him the Lord of these and 
master. 
In him I put cunning and strength, 
Which push his fierce flesh to disaster ; 
In him a heart to forge, out of his fever, hate, or hunger, 
Engines of deadly intent to fight for him, the war-monger. 


O, I am vile, a harlot issuing ill to the universe ; 
And half my highest offspring still 
Are only beasts that breed worse. 
Why do the rest believe then, after ages of savage gloom, 
That God can breathe His Soul through me—and change the 
fruit of my womb ? 


Is it because of my beauty—that has seemed divine so long ? 
Because I can hush with the hue of a rose 
Blood-cry or murder-song ? 
Because I can say with a sunset what I ’ve called a lie with 
creatures ? 
And with my sea’s flow, sublime, cleanse my foulest features ¢ 


If it be so, let me always find in the fields of space 

Beauty and more beauty—drawn 

From every blooming star-place. 
If it be so, let me be steeped in beauty, until my sod 
Knows—not guesses or hopes—that it is fecund with a God. 
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IMPERTURBABLE 


Turee times the fog rolled in to-day, a silent shroud, 
From which the breakers ran like ghosts, moaning and tumbling. 
Three times a startled sea-bird cried aloud, 

On the wind stumbling. 


But I cast my net with never a fear, though wraiths in me 
And birds of wild unrest were stirring and starting and crying. 
For I knew that under the sway of every sea 

There is a calm lying. 


UNFATHOMABLE 


On all the seas of space 
New worlds for ever come, 
And old for ever go, 

With mystic ebb and flow. 
On all the seas of life 

‘There is such wax and wane 
Of mystery and pain 

As make us deeply know,— . 


That not God’s very self 
Can fathom the Universe : 
‘To Him as unto us 

It is incredulous. 

Such vastity it has 

That His infinitude 

Can only through it brood 
And ask why it is thus. 
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THE INQUEST 
(4s a Lover sees it) 


Up with her, do, out of her bed, 

Let her not rest, though she is dead. 
Dig and pick at her, spade and shovel, 
Till you have reached her coffin-hovel : 
Then with prying and probe and test 
Hold your foul, long-faced inquest. 


See if she died of a hole in her skull 
Or of a brain flushed overfull 

Of fetid days ; till she was weary 

Of bearing breath grown mortal dreary. 
See if her murderer was Life— 

Or her own hand, sick of the strife. 


Of her own hand, I say ; or, fools ! 

Mine, if it be your itch so rules, 

See if indeed a blow did shatter 

Her world—where nothing more could matter. 
For there is naught you need regret, 

You, with your live women, yet. 


A WIFE—TO A HUSBAND DISGRACED 


I 


I couxp see you die, dear, 
Since your shame is such ; 

Die—and let dying clear 
The cloud of it away. 
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Little was it that you did, 
Yet so overmuch 
That all cruel hands now 
At your heart may clutch, 
And all tongues of bitterness betray. 


II 


I could see you die—yes, 
For so proud you were, 
That no exaltation less 
‘Than self-respect can serve 
Still to keep your head high 
Above the slime and slur, 
‘The laughter, the contumely 
That fallen men incur : 
And for that too shattered is your nerve ! 


III 


So you cannot win back ;° 
Hope of that is shut ; 
Falls there are that seem to lack 
Footway up again ; 
Little was the way down, 
But the merest rut 
Seems irreparably deep 
When with fibres cut 
The sullied heart would mount from it again. 


IV 
I could see you die, then, 
Die—for, as of old, 
Love is not a stay to you 
Now that honour ’s gone. 
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For a wife the worst of shame 
Ends when she is told, 
That she is more dear, still, 
‘Than all the skies can hold. 
I could see you die, but oh, live on ! 


MARE NOSTRUM 


Every mariner of life’s sea 

Knows of dark sea-wars, 

When he can take only blind bearings 
Without sun or stars ; 

When he must set his course 

By faith alone—or doubt, 

And cling to the helm while ill gales burst 
Over him in a flood accurst, 

Content to watch unwearied 

‘Till he wears the worst sea out. 


MANHOOD 


Harsuest Alp or Himalaya you may mount, to the highmost peak, 
Yet break your will on a hill in your heart, and turn back from 
it, weak. 


Winds you may brave, and weather, on the iciest precipice, 
Y et strive in vain to attain, in your heart, to a ledge above shame’s 


abyss. 


Avalanche you may laugh at, or air that gives no breath, 
But a straight mile to a smile in your heart is sometimes harder 
than death. 


All despair you may master, all fear disperse or span, 
Yet be, for a wrong hid long in your heart, a coward, not a man. 
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DEAD LOVE 


DEAD LOVE 


Ir this should never end— 

This wandering in oblivious mood 
Along a rutless road that leads 

From wood to deeper wood—- 

This crunching with unheedful foot 
Acorns, I think, and withered leaves . . 
Perhaps a rotten root 3 


If this should never end— 

This seeing with insentient eyes 
Something that seems like earth, and, too, 
Like overbending skies ; 

This feeling, well—that time is space, 
Space, time; and each a pallid glass 

In which Life sees her face ; 


If it should never end— 

The road, the wandering, and the feel 
Of dead infinities that seem 

Over our sense to steal, 

And like seas cease above, 

Would it much matter, love ? 


PASSION 


SPRING is in the apple boughs, 
Spring in the woods. 

Rillets run to make the brooks, 
Brooks to make the floods. 
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Birds feel the call of it, 
Songful they pair. 

I can only sit and feel 
A dead woman’s hair. 


With it I strangle her, 

Out of love—or hate. 

Spring is in the apple boughs. 
I sit and wait. 


YOUNG APRIL 


Apri leaf-led ; hills flower-spread ; 
And the little day-moon right up overhead ! 


April bee-strewn ; bird and brook tune ; 
And right up the blue the little day-moon ! 


April as far as the last hills are, 
And every flower in her lap a star ! 


April a-swoon with the sky’s clear boon, 
And, for her soul, the little day-moon ! 


BEHIND THE VEIL 


I 
CHANCE 


Wuar is Chance? Circumstance, 
Shut for a moment from God’s glance ? 
Hear what happened to-day, 
Then say ! 

3A 
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On a pleasure beach a woman stood 
And gazed, as, reach upon reach, 

I rose in a whirring plane 

Till far through the ether’s girth 
The glad sea and the green earth 
Seemed joys a bird had dreamed. 


She gazed, till down again 

In the pilot’s hands 

I circled safe to the sands, 

And then in rapture cried, 

‘JT too, I too will ride !’ 

And mounted the wings, trembling, 
Yet trustful as a bride. 


And a bride she was—of Death. 
For the iron heart of the plane, 
Barred, by Chance, of breath, 
Missed a beat, and then, 

‘There in the aisles of space, 
Cruelly sank, like a stone, 
Burying flesh and bone 

Under it, mutely mangled. 


What, I say, is Chance? 
Anarch Circumstance, 
Unmastered by God’s glance ? 


II 
ALIENATION 


A sENSE of tropic trouble, 
Of beauty and fear . . . I tremble. 


For storm swerves ominous northward, 
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The Gulf grey-green under it, 

And pelicans glide on planes of the wind 

For a mile with a single wing-beat. 

A porpoise, too, scallops the waves 

With steel-swift plunges through them, 
While a man-of-war hawk, high in the murk, 
Points bow-wings at the moon-wraith. 


What is the meaning of it— 

This beautiful breath of terror ? 

Is Life again at a moment of new creativeness, 

Which wild things wildly sense the inscrutable urge of ? 


The palms know, steeped in the sultry mood of it, 
And the veriest insects driven to shelter in them. 
But I, like God, too far from Nature 

Can only tremble and wonder. 


III 
MIsERERE 


Wnp, rain, and thunder last night wildly intoned 
A mighty miserere to the skies. 

Under a surge of sound the forest moaned 

And swayed and crossed itself, penitent-wise. 

Its leafy limbs reached out, or clutched and listened, 
As still things seem to do, for the next crash. 
Terribly then followed the lightning’s lash, 

And the wet earth, scourged with pallor, glistened. 


Infinite- seemed the sound along the earth ; 
And yet beyond lay interstellar space, 
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To which such spasms are but as the mirth 

And buzz of a fly’s wing—leaving no trace. 

Is there no final measure then at all 

For greatness? Are our strivings, too, as small ? 


IV 
PROGRESS 


Is it a wave we catch at, 

To find that it ebbs only to leave 
A little foam in the hand, 

A little faith, a little dream, 
Luring us on to to-morrow ? 

Or is it a tide that must be taken 
To voyage the Universe ? 


Vv 
ART 
An invisible Worker 


Drives grey nails of rain 

Drenchingly into the earth. 

He is building floors of grass and pavilions of trees, 

To be hued a little hence with the breath of 
blossoms. 


He is shaping His House of Life. . . . 


I had rather build a blade of grass 
Than self-entombing pyramids. 
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IN PRAISE OF ROBERT BROWNING 
(On his Centenary) 


Away with trivial bays, 

With wreaths and dithyrambs, 

Upon this day of a myriad days 
When a great heart came to walk earth’s ways 
And sing it free of shams ! 

To sing it free of the pale complaint 
Of souls that will not climb ; 

And free of the petty coward taint 
Of the cavillers at Time: 

To gaze so clearly far 

Into its mystic clod 

As to be sure it is a star 


Tilled by the touch of God ! 


MEREDITH 


Wuart am I reading? He is dead? 
He the great interpreter 

And seer—England’s noblest head ? 
What am I reading? Hushed and still 
Now in the deepest voice life found 
To read a century profound 

With all time’s seethe and stir? 


Why, it is but a scanty score 

Of days since, at his side, 

Clasping his hand with more than pride, 
I listened to the stir of the tide 

His great mind could outpour. 
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Still in my ear is echoing 

The surf of his strong words, and still, 
Against the wild trees on the Hill 

His cottage sheltered under, 

I see the toss of his grey locks, 

Like Lear’s—for he had felt the sting 
Of all too greatly giving 

‘The kingdom of his mind to those 
Who for it held him mad. 


O England, guard your living 

Like him from a like fate ! 

For not the mighty thunder 

Of your proud name from all the rocks 
Of all the world can compensate 

A nation whom no Song makes glad 
And whom no Seer makes great. 


AFTER MUCH THEATRE-GOING IN 
NEW YORK 


Open the gates! Open the skyward gates ! 

My soul is sick of the Highways of Seduction, 
With their pawnbrokers of passion, pose, and pander. 
Give me again the stars, illumining God, 

Not tinsel constellations touting trade. 


Open the gates—that face forth upon freedom 
From the dull stupid stench of gaudy decadence. 
For I have tryst with a petrel on a wave 

To leeward of a green isle that I remember 

Six thousand miles across Pacific seas. 
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TH DERELICIVS CREW 
(4 Chantey) 


Tue derelict’s crew are Hate and Fate and Revenge and Treachery 

And Stealth, who steers her under the bows of ships that trust 
the sea. 

And her captain, Death, is a cursé¢d wraith who sails her without 
lights, 

And her course is set by the Devil in Hell on still or stormy nights. 


And Hate, the bosun, swears, ‘ By God, we’ll sink a liner or 
barque !’ 

And Fate, the mate, snarls, ‘ Down with ’em, into the rotting 
dark !’ 

And Treachery gloats, ‘Our masts are gone, and our gunnels 
under the tide,’ 


And Revenge raves, ‘The sea sacked us, we’ll scuttle the best 
that ride !’ 


And Captain Death, on the sloughing deck, calls, “Ho, what ho, 
my men ! 

The Devil, our master, knows the course of seven-score ships 
and ten. 

He ’ll drive us across their track when the windy ruck of night 
is thick. 

We are water-logged, but the dead have dogged more live men 
than the quick !’ 


O Hate and Fate and Treachery, and Revenge and Stealth and 
Death, 

Are the derelict’s crew and captain ; and, by the Devil’s breath, 

I ’d rather meet fog in the Channel’s throat, or a hurricane at 
the Horn, 

Than the derelict ! the derelict !_ the slinking, slimy derelict ! 

The ghoulish, gutted derelict, with never a sign to warn ! 
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WIDOWED 


One wild gull on a wilder storm, 
Winging to keep her lone heart warm. 
One wild gull by the surf—and I, 
Beaten by wind and rain and sky. 


One wild gull in the offing lost, 

Wilder heart in my bosom tossed. 

One wild gull—O why but one ! 

Two, dear God, should there be—or none } 


HAUNTED SEAS 


A GLEAMING glassy ocean 
Under a sky of grey ; 

A tide that dreams of motion, 
Or moves, as the dead may ; 

A bird that dips and wavers 
Over lone waters round, 

‘Then with a cry that quavers 
Is gone—a spectral sound. 


‘The brown sad sea-weed drifting 
Far from the land, and lost ; 

The faint warm fog unlifting, 
‘The derelict long tossed, 

But now at rest—though haunted 
By the death-scenting shark, 

Whose prey no more undaunted 
Slips from it, spent and stark. 
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A CHILD AGAIN 
(In the Country) 


WHEN winds grieve in the willow 
And fireflies flit about ; 

When the owl forsakes her pillow 
In the dead tree and wings out, 
To hoot, hoot, and halloo 

At the watch dog in his kennel ; 
When the beetle beats at the window, 
And frogs croak in the fennel,— 
I become a child once more, 
Forgetting the years between, 
And ancient cares drop. from me, 
Grey ghosts of grief I have seen. 
And instead comes mystery to me, 
As in the long-agoes : 

And I only lie and listen— 

And know what a child knows : 


Know what a child foresenses 

Of life and death and God, 
When his young heart commences 
To gaze, first, from the sod 

At moon and star and planet 

In the dark deeps above him, 

In the night that seems too silent 
And aloof from him to love him ; 
That seems so vast and vaulted 
And eternal to his soul, 

That a trembling prayer slips from him— 
A first immortal toll 
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The Infinite takes from him 

To ease his unborn pain. 

When winds grieve in the willow 
I am that child again. 


WAKING 


O THE long dawn, the weary, endless dawn, 
When sleep’s oblivion is torn away 

From love that died with dying yesterday 
But still unburied in the heart lies on ! 


O the sick grey, the twitter in the trees, 

The sense of human waking over earth ! 

‘The memories of love’s fair quivering birth 
Now strewn as deathless flowers on its decease ! 


O the regret, and oh, regretlessness, 

Striving for sovreignty within the soul ! 

Oh, fear that life shall nevermore be whole, — 
And immortality but make it less ! 


STRANGENESS 
(In Spring) 
How strange that I should care 
Whether my heart expresses 


‘The witching mysteries that lair 
In the wind’s soft caresses. 


How strange that I should long 
To leash in speech undying 
‘The wood-wild evanescent throng 


Of odours round me flying. 


STRANGENESS 


How strange that I should hear 
A bird-note, then think heaven, 
Or earth itself, could be made clear 
With six right words—or seven ! 


STORM-EBB 


Dusx1nc amber dimly creeps 
Over the vale, 

Lit by the kildee’s silver sweeps, 
Sad with his wail. 


Eastward swing the silent clouds 
Into the night. 

Burdens of day they seem—in crowds 
Hurled from earth’s sight. 


Tilting gulls whip whitely far 
Over the lake, 

Tirelessly on by buoy and spar 
Till they o’ertake 


Shadow and mingled mist—and then 
Vanish to wing 

Still the bewildering night-fen, 
Where the waves ring. 


Dusking amber dimly dies 
Out of the vale. 

Dead from the dunes the winds arise— 
Ghosts of the gale. 
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INSULATION 


REFLUENCE 


I xx look no more! through timeless hours my eyes 
Without intent have watched the slowing flight 

Of ebon crows across quiescent skies 

Till all are gone,—the last a lonely bird 

Scudding to rest through streams of golden curd 
Aflow far eastward to the coming night. 

And as I turn again to foiling thought 

Beside a kindled lamp, all spirit leaves me, 

As zephyrs leave the trees ; and the void so grieves me, 
‘That, as I watch the slow oil sink beneath 

The noiseless burning wick of yellow flame, 

It is as if God back to Him would breathe 

Ali the world’s given life, and end its Aim. 


INSULATION 


Tue telephone lines, 

Etched by the lightning’s needle 

On the night plate of her window, 

Seemed but as strands of a dream’s phosphorescence 


Flashed rippling to her out of the drench of the darkness, 


Yet one of them was bearing, 

Past her, through the wet shimmer of the shower, 
‘The sinuous words—her husband’s to his mistress— 
‘To-night, my passion-flower ! ” 


TOCA sUICIDE 


How did you like your grave last night ? 
Did you sleep well, my friend ? 
‘There was cover enough for you, I know, 


TO A SUICIDE oe 


For over the earth was laid the snow ; 
And only a while did the wind blow, 
Or the trees bend. 


How did you like the grave you made, 
To slip into from life ? 
Had it the quiet that you sought? : 
The silence, free of sound and thought ? 
The isolation undistraught 
By the old strife ? 


And was it empty, as you believed, 
Of sense, of soul, of God ? 
Was there no reckoning—or rue ? 
Were you with all at last quite through ? 
Nothing to want? nothing to do? 
Only the clod? 


Or was there Something there which bade 
You rise and walk afar ? 

Out of the shroud, out of the flesh, 

Out of earth’s soul-tripping mesh, 

Rise and start with strength afresh 
On a new star? 


That were impossible, you thought— 
Sure but of sleeping well. 

Yet while a bud awakes in May, 

While darkness blossoms into day, 

While life seems more than atom-sway, 


Who can tell ? 
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THES DREVETR 


Wuen I struggle, with human hands, 
The hands of God betray me. 

When I cry, ‘I will win or die!’ 
His silences dismay me. 

Yet when, a victim, low I lie, 
His victor-wreaths array me. 


For I have held but one defeat 
Final and faith-abjuring ; 
Held—when strife at its worst was rife— 
But this thing past the curing : 
- Failure to see how surely life 
Grows great with great enduring. 
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THEM VICVORY 


O see !—do blows at his breast, 
And fangs at his back, 

Do perils and pains that pressed, 
And doubts in a pack 

That hunted to drag him down, 
‘Triumph—and now 

Does he sink, who climbed for the crown 
‘To the Summit’s brow ? 


No !—though at the foot he lies, 
Fallen and vain, 

With gaze to the peak whose skies 
He could not attain, 

The victory is, with strength— 
No matter the past !— 

He’d dare once again the dark length, 
And the fall at last ! 


THE HERDING 


THE CHURCH BY THE SEA 


A LITTLE grey church by the sea, 

In a grey, lone little town I know, 

Has windows, one, two, and three, 

With each a saint and a verse. 

Lush vines climb over the panes ; 

Saint Paul has leaves twined to his knee ; 
And more than the sea-winds whisper, 
Within, to each prayer-lisper. 


On the roof in a stole of moss 

Is a belfry meek and mellow and wise, 
Lifting above it a cross 

And tongued with a priestly bell. 

Grey paths that wind to the door 

Are of shells from the sea’s tide and toss, 
And a coast-light, calm as a verger, 
Greets, near, each seaward emerger. 


Soothing to soul and heart 

This grey, sad little sea-church is 5 
For it holds the sacred art 

Of being simply itself. 

And never can words impart 
What calm beauty in that abides ; 
Or what ineffable leaven 

Of grace, as if from Heaven. 


THE HERDING 


QureT Ly, quietly in from the fields 
Of the grey Atlantic the billows come, 
Like sheep to the fold. 
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Shorn by the rocks of fleecy foam, 
They sink on the brown seaweed at home ; 
And a bell, like that of a bellwether, 
Is scarcely heard from the buoy— 
Save when they suddenly stumble together 
In herded hurrying joy, 
Upon its guidance : then soft music 
From it is tolled. 


Far out in the murk that follows them in 

Is heard the call of the fog-horn’s voice, 
Like a shepherd’s—low. 

And the strays as if waiting it seem to pause 

And lift their heads and listen—because 

It is sweet from wandering ways to be driven, 
When we have fearless breasts, 

When all that we strayed for has been given, 
When no want molests 

Us more—no need of the tide’s ebbing 
And tide’s flow. 


NIGHTWARD 


Tue crane cries low on the brink of the bog, 
‘The heron mounts from mists of the pool, 
‘The time for the owl to see draws near, 
‘The time for the bat to flit in the cool. 


The stars grow ripe for the moon to reap. 
The hour of the moth is the hour of thought. 
Why is a leaf that lifts, and is still, 

With a sense of infinite sadness fraught ? 


TO THE SEA 


THE RUNAWAY 


Wuart are you doing, little day-moon, 
Over the April hill ? 

What are you doing, up so soon, 

Climbing the sky with silver shoon ? 

What are you doing, at half-past noon, 
Slipping along so still ? 


Are you so eager, the heights unwon, 
That you cannot wait, 

But, unheeding of wind and sun, 

Out of your nest of night must run, 

Up where the day is far from done, 
Shy little shadow-mate ? 


Up and away then—with young mists 
Tripping, along the blue ! 

Dance and dally and promise trysts 

Unto each your delight enlists ; 

For, little moon, not a one but wists 
April’s the time to woo ! 


Ow EEE SEA. 


ARE you enraged, O sea, with the blue peace 
Of heaven, so to uplift your armied waves, 
Your billowing rebellion against its ease, 
And with Tartarean mutter from cold caves, 
From shuddering profundities where shapes 
Of awe glide through entangled leagues of ooze, 
To hoot your watery omens evermore, 
And evermore your moanings interfuse 
With seething necromancy and mad lore? 
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“46 TO THE SEA 


Or do you labour with the drifting bones 

Of countless dead, O mighty Alchemist, 
Within whose stormy crucible the stones 

Of sunk primordial shores, granite and schist, 
Are crumbled by your all-abrasive beat ? 

With immemorial chanting to the moon, 

And cosmic incantation, do you crave 

Rest to be found not till your wilds are strewn 
Frigid and desert over earth’s last grave ? 


You seem drunk with immensity, mad, blind— 
With raving deaf, with wandering forlorn, 

Parent of Demogorgon whose dire mind 

Is night and earthquake, shapeless shame and scorn 
Of the o’ermounting birth of Harmony. 

Bound in your briny bed and gnawing earth 

With foamy writhing and fierce-panted tides, 

You are as Fate in torment of a dearth 

Of black disaster and destruction’s strides. 


And how you shatter silence from the world, 
Incarnate Motion of all mystery ! 

Whose waves are fury-wings, whose winds are hurled 
Whither your Ghost tempestuous can see 

A desolate apocalypse of death. 

Yes, how you shatter silence from the world, 

With emerald overflowing, waste on waste 

Of flashing susurration, dashed and swirled 

On isles and continents that shrink abased ! 


And yet, O veering veil of the Unknown, 
Gathered from primal mist and firmament ; 
O surging shape of Life’s unfathomed moan, 
Whelming humanity with fears unmeant ; 
Yet do I love you, far above all fear, 

And loving you unconquerably trust 
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The runes that from your ageless surfing start 
Would read, were they revealed, gust upon gust, 
That Immortality is might of heart ! 


ON THE MAINE COAST 


Tue rocks, lean fingers of the land, 
Reach out into the sea 

And cool themselves, all day long, 

In the tide drippingly. 

‘They catch the seaweed in them 

And the starfish on their tips, 

And gulls that light 

And the swift flight 

Of swallows skimming grey and white— 
And spars of broken ships. 


The moon, God’s perfect silver, 

With which He pays the world 

For toil and quest and day’s unrest, 
Is washed on them and swirled. 

And avidly they seize it, 

Then let it slip away, 

Only again 

And yet again 

To grasp at it—as eager men 

At joy no hand can stay. 


SEANCE 


HoveRInG wings of terns 
Over the rock-pools flutter, 
For the tide, ebbed far out, 
Seems to stumble and stutter ; 


SEANCE 


Seems like a spirit lost, 
Unable to come again 
Back to the wonted ways and days 
Of ever-wanting men. 


And the moon, a medium 
Trance-pale, is laying her light 
Over its surge—till, lo, 

It turns from the deep and night, 
And the spirit-word it brings 

Is the message of all time, 

‘That doubt is only the ebb of faith, 
Which ever reflows sublime ! 


THE ATHEIST 


Over a scurf of rocks the tide 
Wanders inward far and wide, 
Lifting the seaweed’s sloven hair, 
Filling the pools and foaming there, 
Sighing, sighing everywhere. 


Merged are the marshes, merged the sands, 
Save the dunes with pine-tree hands 
Stretching upward toward the sky, 

Where the sun, their god, moves high : 
Would I too had a god—yes, I ! 


For the sea is to me but sea, 

And the sky but infinity. 

‘Tides and times are but some chance 
Born of a primal atom-dance. 

All is a mesh of Circumstance. 
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In it there is no Heart—no Soul— 

No illimitable Goal— 

Only wild happenings, by wont 

Made into laws no might can shunt 

From the deep grooves in which they hunt. 


Wings of the gull I watch or claws 

Of the cold crab whose strangeness awes : 
Faces of men that feel the force 

Of a hid thing they call life’s course : 

It is their hoping or remorse. 


Yet it may be that I have missed 
Something that only they who tryst, 
Not with the sequence of events 
But with their viewless Immanence, 
Find and acclaim with spirit-sense. 


THE IMMORTAL 


SprinG has come up from the South again, 
With soft mists in her hair, 

And a warm wind in her mouth again, 
And budding everywhere. 

Spring has come up from the South again, 
And her skies are azure fire, 

And around her is the awakening 
Of all the world’s desire. 


Spring has come up from the South again, 
And dreams are in her eyes, 

And music is in her mouth again 
Of love, the never-wise. 
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Spring has come up from the South again, 
And bird and flower and bee 

Know that she is their life and joy— 
And immortality ! 


A WOOD-MOMENT 


In the green hush of the wood 
A bubble of bird-song broke, 
And at the magic word 
‘The wind from trance awoke. 
A wild-rose leaned to a bluet, 
A blithe brook-ripple spoke ; 
Then came a leafy laughter 
From willow and ash and oak. 


Gaily it ran; then willow 
And ash and oak forgot. 
‘They had but overheard 
Some wood-sprite’s amorous plot. 
‘The rose went back to her bliss, 
‘The wind sighed, and was not. 
Silence again was the bird’s 
And the brook’s ecstatic lot. 


FROM A NORTHERN BEACH 


Is it because for a million years 
‘The tide has entered here 
From cold north seas 
Where ice-floes freeze 

‘That ever to my ear 
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Primordial loneness in its voice 
Comes telling of that time 

When life was not, upon the earth, 
But only glacier-rime ? 


Is it because these granite rocks 
I share with weed and scurf 
Were held so long 
By the ice-throng 
‘That now they take the surf 
So selflessly and soullessly, 
As if God’s Immanence 
Had been pressed from them, nevermore 
To enter with sweet sense ? 


And is it because I, too, evolved 
From ice and sea and shore, 
Can understand 
How life has spanned 
The lifeless ages o’er, 
That as I sit here, suddenly 
The tide again seems stilled 
And earth beneath a great white pall 
Again lies changed and chilled ? 


So it must be—ah, so ; for soft 
Within my muted brain 
‘The heritage 
Of age on age 
Reverberates again. 
Wherefore when glacial Silence comes 
With Death shall 1 emerge 
From that as from the frozen Past, 


Under Life’s endless urge ? 


ALEEN 


ALEEN 


Tue long line of the foaming coast 
Is muffled by the fog’s grey ghost. 
I cross the league of sea between 


And lift the latch and kiss Aleen. 


She throws a log upon the fire. 

I draw her to me, nigh and nigher 
She does not know what a brief time 
Ago it was my arms held—crime. 


‘The surf is beating on the shore. 

We hear our own heart-beatings more. 
She speaks of him and my reply 

Is silence : does she wonder why ? 


‘I do not love him : have no fear,’ 
Her whisper is, against my ear. 

At last, ‘I have no fear,’ say I. 
She starts, as at a wild-beast’s cry. 


And then she sees red on my coat. 
A still-born cry throbs in her throat. 
The fog sweeps by the window-pane. 
Her sight is fixed on one dull stain. 


I rise and light my pipe and go, 

Leaving her standing, staring so. 

‘The wind means storm, I think, to-night : 
But more than that will make her white. 


And yet had it been yesterday 

She said those words, I still could pray. 
‘There would be still a God above— 
For two now overwhelmed by love ! 


WASTE 


TO A SOLITARY SEA-GULL 


Lone white gull with sickle wings, 

You reap for the heart inscrutable things : 
Sorrow of mists and surf of the shore, 
Winds that sigh of the nevermore ; 

Fret of foam and flurry of rain, 

Swept far over the troubled tide ; 

Maths of mystery and grey pain 

‘The sea’s voice ever yields, beside. 

Lone white gull, you reap for the heart 
Life’s most sad and inscrutable part. 


WASTE 


I FLuNG a wild rose into the sea, 
I know not why. 
For swinging there on a rathe rose-tree, 
By the scented bay and barberry, 
Its petals gave all their sweet to me, 


As I passed by. 


And yet I flung it into the tide, 
And went my way. 
I climbed the grey rocks, far and wide, 
And many a cove of peace I tried, 
With none of them all to be satisfied, 
The whole long day. 


For I had wasted a beautiful thing, 
Which might have won 
Each passing heart to pause and sing, 
On the sea-path there, of its blossoming. 
And who wastes beauty shall feel want’s sting, 


As I had done. 
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A SAILOR’S WIFE 


Inro port when the sun was setting 
Rode the ship that bore my love, 

Over the breakers wildly fretting, 
Under the skies above. 


Down to the beach I ran to meet him ; 
He would come as he had said : 
And he came—in a sailor’s coffin, 


Deadnl aaa: 


O the ships of the sea ! the lovers 
Torn by them apart! .. . 

‘The tide has nothing now to tell me, 
The breakers break my heart ! 


A SEA-GHOST 


O fisher-fleet, go in from the sea 
And furl your wings. 

The bay is grey with the twilit spray 
And the loud surf springs. 


The chill buoy-bell is rung by the hands 
Of all the drowned, 

Who know the woe of the wind and tow 
Of the tides around. 


Go in, go in! O haste from the sea, 
And let them rest— 
The throng who long for the air—still long, 
But are still unblest. 
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Aye, even as I, whose hands at the bell 
Now labour most. 

The tomb has gloom, but oh, the doom 
Of the drear sea-ghost ! 


He evermore must wander the ooze 
Beneath the wave, 

Forlorn—to warn of the tempest born, ~ 
And to saye—to save ! 


Then go, go in! and leave us the sea, 
For only so 

Can peace release us and give us ease 
Of our salty woe. 


TIDALS 


Low along the sea, low along the sea, 

The grey gulls are flying, and one sail swings ; 
The tide is foaming in; the soft wind sighing ; 
The brown kelp stretches, to the surf, harp-strings. 


Low along the sea, low along the sea, 

The grey gulls are flying, and one sail fades ; 

The tide is foaming out ; the soft winds dying ; 

And white stars are peeping from the night’s pale shades. 


TO SEA! 


Grve me the tiller ! up with the sail ! 
Now let her swing to the breeze. 
Out to sea with a dripping rail, 
To sea, with a heart at ease ! 
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TO SEA! 


Out of the Harbour ! out of the Bay ! 
Out by the valiant Light ! 

Out by rocks where the young gulls lay— 
And glad winds teach them flight ! 


Out of the Harbour !—Now let her leap ! 
Now let her dance the foam ! 

All life else is a narrow keep, 
The sea alone is home ! 


AT THE HELM 
(Nova Scotian) 


Foc, and a wind that blows the sea 
Blindly into my eyes. 

And I know not if my soul shall be 
When the day dies. 


But if it be not and I lose 
All that men live to gain— 

I who have known little but hues 
Of wind and rain— 


Still I shall envy no man’s lot, 
For I have held this great, 
Never in whines to have forgot 

‘That Fate is Fate. 


PATHS 


CRUSHING in my hand 


The bay as I pass, 
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Drinking in its fragrance 
With the sea’s scent, 
While gull-wings write 
Poems white and fast 

On the blue sky 

That is soft with content ; 
Crushing in my hand 
‘The bay and the juniper, 
While I record 

Each line the gulls write, 
I go by sea paths 

Down to the sea’s edge, 
I go by heart paths 

Deep into delight. 


Simple is my joy 
~ As the little sandpiper’s 
Who follows beside me 
With silvery song ; 
Blither than the breeze 
That skims great billows 
Nor knows how deep 
Is their flow—or strong. 
Simple is my joy, 
A sunny sense-sweetness, 
Full of bird-bliss, 
Bay-warmth, spray-leap. 
Mysteries there are 
And miseries beneath it, 
But sunk, like wrecks, 
Far down in the deep. 
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WILD GEESE IN FLORIDA 


WILp geese, was it you that I heard in the Autumn crying, 
while leaves were flying ? 

Was it you I paused to watch in a northern zone, 

As high in freezing flight through the falling twilight 

You took your southward way with straining wing 

To these warm everglade waters ? 


The wild-goose heart of me tells me so, 
‘Though how it was I do not know ! 

‘The migrant heart of me—floating here 

Like you amid reedy palms 

And cypress knees and winter-tempered calms. 


LOVE’S CYNIC 


I 


O you poets, ever pretending 
Love is immortal, pipe the truth ! 

Empty your books of lies, the ending 
Of no passion can be—Youth. 

* Heaven,’ you breathe, ‘ will join the broken !’ 
Come, is the Infinite loon-led, 

That He must evermore be thinking 


Of your wedding-bed ? 


II 


Pipe the truth, though it clip the glamour 
Out of your rhymes and rip your dream ! 

Death is no wench you can enamour 
Wistful, thus, with a word-stream. 


LOVE'S CYNIC 


Only a sponge is it, that passes ; 
One a capricious Hand will squeeze 
Back into Lethe’s flood—whose lasting 
Is eternities. 


III 


‘False !” you cry, ‘and an unbeseeming 
Blasphemy ! ’—Well, look around. 

Is it not only in blaspheming 
Truth is ever to be found ? 

Whether it be, one thing I ask you, 
Lovers and poets, tell, I pray, 

Was there ever a love-oath ended 


Ere the Judgment Day ? 


IV 
‘Oh,’ you answer, ‘ill is in all things.’ 
But in an ancient lie what ’s good ? 
Is it not better just to call things 
What they are, not what we would? 
When you are clinging to your mistress 
Love does seem for eternity. 
Cling to her then, but know that Wanting 
Fools the best that be. 


Vv 


‘Fie, now, poor old sallow cynic !’ 
Pitying runs your poet-smile. 
‘You have sat at the Devil’s clinic 
With some dead love up the while !’ 
Dead or alive are one with passions ! 
Under the potent knife of Truth 
They will be seen composed of craving— 
And a little ruth, 


yee) 
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LOVE'S CYNIC 


VI 


‘Then the world on a lie is living ?’ 
Little beside has filled its maw ! 

‘ Better illusion, though, than giving 
Such assent to a loveless Law !’ 

Well, there ’s a saying Socratean 
That in his ditch the swine is sure. 

Yet does he prove by his contentment 
That it will endure ? 


VII 


Faith, no! And there’s not a creature 
Mad as a poet pants the breeze ! 

Give him a mistress and he ’ll preach her 
As Creation’s Masterpiece. 

Let him but lean for half an hour 
Over her lips and he will swear 

That he would dive below Oblivion 
To regain her there. 


VIII 


‘ Pessimist,’ is your mortal answer, 
“Wait till the love-wind pierces you !’ 
Wait? I have been the veriest dancer 
‘To it, and, dupe still, would do 
‘Truth to the death—shall I confess it ?— 
For but a moment on one breast. 
Wherefore I add—and Adam bless it !— 
Who loves once is like the rest. 
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RESURGENCE 


I was content, O Sea, to be free for a space from striving, 

Content as the brown weed is, at rest on the rocks in the sun, 

When the salt tide is out, and the surf no more is riving 

At its roots, or swirling and bidding it sway where the white 
waves run. 


I was content—with life, and love, and a little over ; 

A little achieved of the much that is given to men to do. 

But now with your tidal strife do you come again, vain rover, 
And tell of vastitudes—to be sailed, or sounded anew. 


Now again do you surge. And the fathomless tides of thinking, 

Of wanting, waiting, despairing—or daring—with you come ; 

The inner tides of the soul, that had ebbed with slumberous 
shrinking, 

But now are bursting again, through the caves of it long numb. 


So vainly I lie on the cliff with the blissful Blue above me 
And listless sated gulls afloat below on the swells, 

For I am soothless, sateless, because of desires that shove me 
Out and away with the winds, on quests no distance quells ! 


A STAR-LITANY 


Run, Orion ! 

But you cannot run from the immanence of God. 
Plough, Bootes, 

But you still must plough His sod. 

Fly, Cygnus, 

But you cannot soar beyond the sight of Him. 
Swim, Cetus, 

But the sea of space is His, to the utter rim. 
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A STAR-LITANY 


Sting, Scorpio ! 

But you cannot sting the soul of the Infinite. 
Claw, Cancer, 

But scatheless He will sit. 

Weep, Hyads, 

But tears cannot wash belief in Him from the sky. 
Die, Pleiads, 

But His light kindled in you will never die ! 


‘VOLTAIRE’S HEART FOUND’ 
(From a newspaper, Feb. 26, 1924) 


So they have found your heart, Voltaire, 
On a shelf of wormy books, 

In a casket, hid and forgotten there? .. . 
I wonder how it looks? 

Shrivelled by ‘Time’s touch more cynic 
‘Than your arid own? 

With not a godless rhyme left in it, 

Nor any quip for any clinic 

Of wits to analyse, or prize ? 

A clot none shall bemoan ? 


‘There is another laid in Rome, 

Under a pyramid, 

Whose love of beauty baffled the fires 
Which it was flung amid. 

Voltaire, no pilgrim violets 

Will come with Easter tread 

In purple robes to worship you : 

For only those who are loved shall live, 
The rest being dead are dead. 


SILENCE 


LAST SIGHT OF LAND 


Tue clouds in woe hang far and dim : 
I look again, and lo, 

Only a faint and shadow line 
Of shore—I watch it go. 


The gulls have left the ship and wheel 
Back to the cliff’s grey wraith. 

Will it be so of all our thoughts 
When we set sail on Death ? 


And what will the last sight be of life 
As lone we fare and fast ? 

Grief and the face we love in mist— 
Then night and awe too vast ? 


Or the dear light of Hope—like that 
Still sent from the lost shore, 

Kindling and calling, ‘Onward, you 
Shall reach the Evermore !’ 


SILENCE 


SILENCE is song unheard, 
Is beauty never born, 

Is light forgotten—left unstirred 
Upon Creation’s morn. 
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SONGS OF A SEA-FARER 


I 


Many are on the sea to-day 
With all sails set. 

The tide rolls in a restive grey, 
The wind blows wet. 

The gull is weary of his wings, 

And I am weary of all things. 


Heavy upon me longing lies, 
My sad eyes gaze 

Across sad leagues that sink and rise 
And sink always. 

My life has sunk and risen so, 

I ’d have it cease a while to flow. 


II 


All the winds of the sea weary, 
All the waves of the sea rest, 
All the wants of my heart settle 
Softly now in my breast. 
All the stars that in heaven anchor, 
Golden buoys of Elysian light, 
Send me across the gulf promise 


‘That I am faring right. 


PROVIDENCE 


Wuen I was far from the sea’s voice and vastness, 

I looked for God in the days and hours and seasons. 

But now, by its large and eternal tides surrounded, 

I know I shall only find Him in the greater swing of the years. 
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For like the sea’s are His mysteries, not to be learned from a single 
surf-beat, 

No wave suffices Him for a revelation. 

I will be certain, then, that the stars are not idle jetsam 
tossing 

On meaningless waters of waste Omnipotence. 


THRESHOLDS 


Eacu moment is a threshold, each day and hour and year, 

Of what has been, what shall be, of what shall disappear. 

And through them slips the Universe, with still or throbbing 
tread, 

From the mystery of the living, to the mystery of the dead. 


Each moment is a threshold, that leads invisibly 

To grief that glooms, joy that looms, to dull satiety. 

We pass to them with passion, and out of them with peace, 
And all the way is struggle, or rapture—and release. 


Each moment is a threshold, to Being’s House of Breath, 
Or to the void, silence-cloyed, in Being’s House of Death ; 
But all we know of either in these words has been said, 
‘To-day we’re with the living, to-morrow with the dead.’ 


Each moment is a threshold, but God is in the House, 

God too, we think, somehow to link the Morrows with the 
Nows. 

Or if He is not, marvel! For man himself is God, 

Seeing a world that should be, within a soulless clod. 
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ORIGINS 


THE GREATER PATIENCE 


Tue passionless and imperceptible drifting 

Of clouds that come where no wind seems to be, 
That rise as if some need of earth were lifting 
Them on, to bring her fields fertility, 

Is like this moving through the soul of me 

Of thoughts that seem of some magnetic need 
At the heart of life to come, and drop their dew, 
And bring the fruitful words that men call true. 


What is it you would tell me, O great skies ? 
‘That imperceptible is God’s intent ? 

Coming as if its quest were never meant, 

Yet bringing forth such fruit as never dies ? 
And do you therefore vow the impatient weave 
But doubt ; the patient only can believe ? 


ORIGINS 


Sucu beauty cannot be by chance, 
The mere chance of an atom-dance. 

‘The fair shape of a soft sea-moon 
Was never by mere hazard hewn. 


A star which beams its lovely way 
Into my heart has more to say 
‘Than ever by Fortuity 


Was lent to moon or star or sea. 


If, then, moons bide, or pass away, 
If not a star in heaven shall stay, 

If, like all things, I too am spent, 
It will not be by accident. 


FAIR FIGHT 


A LITANY FORSTAT TEREDAY MYSTICS 


Out of the Vastness that is God 

I summon the power to heal me. 
It comes, with peace ineffable 

And patience, to anneal me. 
Ajar I set my soul-doors 

‘Toward unbounded Life 
And let the infinitudes of it 

Flow through me, vigour-rife. 


Out of the Vastness that is God 
I summon the power to still me. 

It comes from inner deeps, divine 
With destinies that thrill me. 

It follows the hush of every wrong ; 
And every vain unrest 

It banishes ; and leaves a bliss, 
Before all unpossest. 


Out of the Vastness that is God 
I summon the strength to keep me, 

And from all fleshly fears and fret 
With spirit-winds to sweep me. 

I summon the faith that puts to flight 
All impotence and ills, 

And that, through the wide universe, 
Well-being’s breath distills. 


FAIR FIGHT 


Let me strike my foe down, 
If stricken he should be, 

Face to face in any place 
Of battle-bravery. 
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FATR FIGHE 


Let our arms be equal, 
And never let me use 

Petty vantage-place or power 

To smite him from, in a dark hour : 
Rather let me lose. 


Or, if chance comes to me 
‘To shut his worth away 
Year by year, from the world’s ear, 
With silence or word-sway, 
Let me fling it from me, 
Ashamed of coward odds, 
And then, avengeless, to him wend 
And make of him instead a friend— 
Or leave him to the Gods. 


THE HIDDEN FOE 


‘THERE is a foe, 
Secret and certain, 
Hiding behind life’s every curtain 3: 
Behind each quest 
And each achieving— 
Behind all beauty, all believing. 


And ever ready 
Is he to thrust 
A skull-face through and make all dust ; 
To rend faith’s veil 
And leave earth’s clod 
Dreary and destitute of God. 


And not the wariest 
Can escape 


This foe’s palling and pitiless shape ; 
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For, ever with cold 
And certain intrusion, 
He comes, Implacable Disillusion. 


A PARABLE OF PAIN 


My eyes were weary, heavy, and red, 
Pain in my breast had made her bed, 
Instead of Beauty that I had wed. 


I said, ‘ Dark concubine of man, 
Giving him child when none else can, 
When shall he take from thee the ban? 


“When shall he call thee from the wild 
Of things sore hated and defiled, 
And cherish Ishmael, thy child ? 


“When shall he hold thee to his heart, 
Sad Hagar, cast from him apart, 
And know thee for the mate thou art ?’ 


And Pain, abjured so oft, replied, 
‘Fear not—I shall not be denied 
Too long from him by any bride. 


‘My presence he again must house, 
When Beauty fails, since it can rouse 
Him from ill-broken hopes and vows. 


‘For only by embracing me 
Can the strength in him be set free 
To shape him a sure destiny. 


‘Only from my uneasy breast 
Shall he go forth upon the quest 
Of greatness he had else not guessed ! ’ 
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ARMS 


Two weapons only has undaunted man 
Against the universe : 

Laughter, that limits evil to a span. . . 
Dreams, that uplift him high above its curse ! 


ATH END 


WHEN it is done, 

The laughter and weeping ; 
When the heart hushes, 
When the brain stills : 

When I lie down 

For Silence and Sleeping, 

O let it be, at last, on the hills ! 


On the high hills 
Where gladly to wander 
Is my delight 
As the wind knows ; 
Where without tomb 
For any to ponder 
I may, still facing the stars, repose. 


STAR OF ACHIEVEMENT 


I 
Star of Achievement ! 
Star that arose when man first rose on the earth 
And felt within him the Upward Urge of Being, 
Star of the ultimate spaces of the soul,— 
Wondrous is your ascension, 
Wondrous your lifting up of him your chosen, 
Of man above all creatures |! 
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II 


The earth was green when he came, 

The earth with its myriad-teeming mountains and valleys, 
The earth that brought to birth all seas and continents. 
The elder slime had conceived, preparing a way. 

Its womb, impregnate with the command of the Infinite, 
Had given birth to the wingéd thing and the saurian, 
To leviathan lashing the sea, 

‘To mastodon shaking the land : 

But not in these your mystic light awoke, 

Not there, not there—but in bewildering man ! 


III 


And dim was its beam, dim, primevally ; 

By it man hoped no more at first than to seize 

And hold a rude cave in the forest, 

To shape with a stone a stone for his protection, 

To clothe him with a wild skin and watch with wonder 
The magic of river and tree and melting mist, 

Of springing storms that died in dens of thunder. 

Dim was your beam—a will-o’-the-wisp that flitted 

On dreams and vague desires. 


Then in his need he sought to see you clearer. 
Savage he was, but in the sky of his soul 

You hung, a whisperer of aspirations, 

From age to age leading him 

With a little gain onward ; 

From the cave to the hut, his first home upon earth, 
From enmity with all beasts to toil with some. 
Savage he was, but in his vast soul-dark, 
Unmeasured but by you, O shiner upon him, 

He was not all forsaken. 


Lis 


STAR OF ACHIEVEMENT 


Not left alone in the wilderness of Nature, 

With naught of hope to lead his look above it. 

For knowledge kindled in him to yearning power, 
Whereby he learned speech, from your bright hintings, 
And moulded the strange wordless winds to his musings, 
And the rhythm of wild waters into Song : 

Which grew too precious to trust utterly 

To sounds that perished, 

So into his hands, O Star, you put the stylus, 

And lo, ravished, he wrote ! 


IV 
But death was ever with him ! 
Ohvs, 2 =. edeathale aes: 
A little while he counted suns and moons, 
A little while he slipped amid the seasons, 
A little while he gazed upon your glow— 


And then was gone ! 
Whither s@ stomia ay 


He heard you answer in him : 

* Beyond—uinto the dwelling-place of spirits.’ 

And by that answer once again was quickened. 
For not since your first gleam, O soul-uplifter, 
Had any fallen on him like to this : 

From it was born worship, from it the gods. 

In the Unseen they rose—impalpable, 

In the place where flesh is not, nor dust that dieth, 
But only the powers that make all things to be. 
And with the gods came temples, towering, 
And cities reigning above the restive years. 

And from these cities, fixing his gaze upon you, 
He set his soul’s sail to cross the centuries. 
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Vv 
And far has he sailed, far, by your free leading, 
‘Though oft failing, 
And oft breaking on granite shoals of folly, 
As the mysteries that gave him birth could tell. 
And when at length he steered by you across 
The loth Atlantic, 
The vast, the unsailed, 
Upon the bows of mighty galleons, 
He learned that the earth is rounded—and is one ! 


VI 


And too, O fair Effulgence, that men are one— 
Sprung from a universal parentage 

Of pallid Dust and Spirit. 

And that with hands locked round their little planet— 
Locked by the bonds of awe and hope and pity, 

They are only motes infinitesimally faring 

Through infinite sun-spaces, 

And that upon their littleness and briefness 

And universal fate hangs fraternity. 


vil 
So close they cling together, closer, O star, 
With every shedding of your radiance, 
Through new soul-firmaments of vaster range. 
And though they are little more than finite sparks 
For ever and ever blown toward infinite dark, 
And lonely save for hope of a rekindling— 
They trust in you, Star of the soul’s ascension, 
Ever to lead them still along their way, 
Through nebulous realms of the Unknowable 
Toward Love and Truth, Freedom and Hope and Joy, 
Toward Life’s intent—in the central heaven of all ! 


Li 


ULTIMATES 


ULTIMATES 


Ir Autumn came to the universe 
And the worlds like dead leaves fell, 

If Time lay dumb in the boundless hearse 
Of Space—an ended spell ; 

If this had chanced—as chance it may— 
We still should be a part 

Of all that dwells in the Abyss, 
Or dreams within God’s heart : 


Of dust or dreams ; till circling Life 
Again should re-create 

Sun, moon, and star with the old strife 
Of their accustomed fate. 

And, in a new birth, doubtless we, 
Once more a-quest, should cry 

For beauty all too rarely breathed, 
And love less prone to die. 


WATERS WITHHELD 


1 HEAR it again— 
The falling leaf ; 
‘The wind that has ailed 
Overlong with grief ; 
The river run dry, 
Like a heart I know ; 
But I do not sigh, 


I arise—and go;— 


And to Death I say : 
‘No farther, yet !’ 
To the Wind: ‘I sway, 
But my soul is set.’ 
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To the Waters : ‘ Cease, 
If you must—but still 

Will I bide, at peace, 
Till your floods refill.’ 


VOICES AP THE, VEIL 


I rent the veil that hangs between 
The living and the dead, 

And cried aloud, ‘Why have you left 
Us here uncomforted ? 


“Why do you never speak nor come 
Again to ease our hearts ? 

It were a little thing for love 
To do, when it departs !’ 


Then through the veil a voice blew back, 
‘Come? we for ever come ! 

Scarce have we crossed the Silence ere 
We hear again time’s hum 


‘ And turn again to enter it ; 
But you are blind, nor see 

That children come from where we are: 
Lo, I your child shall be.’ 


The veil fell back. And then the child 
Came and I searched its face, 

To find—the Mystery again : 
Of Death no other trace. 
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ASTITANY 


EVANESCENCES 


Tue wings of a dream striking along the heart, 
The wind of a star falling impalpably, 

The stillness of a night-leaf, the moon’s trance, 
The lapse of time into eternity, 

The mutability, despite our love, 

Of the dear memory of those long gone,— 
These things can shake the spirit more sometimes 
With a great terror of the great Unknown, 
Than all earth’s long immitigable crimes, 

Than all its historied moan. 


An LAN’ 


I cary Thee not Infinite Love, 
For unbeloved vast millions go ; 
Nor Infinite, Eternal Truth, 
Since half our faiths of falsehoods flow. 
I call hee not Omnipotence, 
Who still let degradation be ; 
Nor yet Omniscience—else Thine eyes 
Most vainly see ! 
I call Thee not Divine—if so, 
I must bow down to Thee in awe ; 
Nor unrelenting Fate—nor more 
Relentless Law. 
I call Thee but the World’s Great Life 
Who art myself, and fight with me 
‘The spirit-ward, immortal strife 
For what should be. 
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It is the old old vision ‘ ; ‘ : : : s 465 
It must be I am mistaken ; one bird note . : . : : 431 


I’ve got the sack, have I, andI can go . : : A ; 443 
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I’ve never climbed mountains . 


I’ve slipped into the years betwixt the green oF vous anil age . 


Jehovah! Jehovah! art Thou not stronger than gods of the 


heathen 
Just because you pacneedai it so, Ma- bis 
Just where the Ohio bends away 


Landfall at dawn, and Madeira rose from the sea 
Lao-tse, what does he mean 

Last night I left him very il] : 

Last night I slipt from the banks of Nee 

Last night the lightning’s scythe reaped a grey eyathe 
Let me lie here ‘ 5 3 , 
Let me strike my foe peat 

Little rivers at twilight é 
Little torch-bearer, alone with me in Che nicht : 
Lone white gull with sickle wings 

Long since the moon has found 

Look at him there, a lad of nineteen years 

Low along the sea, low along the sea 


Many a man of many a race 

Many are on the sea to-day 

May you come in? Yes, and all the Bork 
My brother, man, shapes him a plan. 
My eyes were weary, heavy, and red 
My fire has burnt so low . 

My geta clacked : 

My gondola is a black sea-swan 

My heart is open again and sea flows in 
My heart, that is Arabia, O see 

My soul once was pagan . 

My soul wears like the snail 


‘ Naquita,’ he said, ‘ Naquita ” 

Night is above me 

Nights on the Indian Ocean 

No, no, my friend; there is an agony 
No word the wild geese cry 


O fisher-fleet, go in from the sea 
O see ! do blows at his breast . 
D2 
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O the long dawn, the weary, endless dawn ‘ ‘ : ; 738 
O were your heart not wide, dear. : ‘ ‘ ‘ F 460 
O white Priest of Eternity, around . ; ‘ . : 538 
O you poets, ever pretending . ; : : ! : : 758 
Often as alone I walk : ‘ ‘ 3 : : 610 
Older than anything else in the world ; ; F P ; 333 
On all the seas of space . : : : : 724. 
On the green floor of the Gulf the wade is alae : : : 581 
On the hills a want hung, Spring had lost her way . , ; 718 
One ruby, amid a diamond spray of stars . ; : ‘ ‘ 558 
One wild gull on a wilder storm : : : Z : 736 
Open the gates! Open the skyward Bakes ; : : ; 734 
O-Shichi, all my heart to-day . : : ‘ ; ; ; 641 
Out of the earth, out of the earth. 5 ; : Y : 659 
Out of the vastness that is God ‘ 3 : : : i 767 
Out on the rocks primeval : : : : é : : 556 
Over a scurf of rocks the tide. ; F : : : ; 748 
Panting, panting, panting : : : F 3 5 ; 530 
Peace! I must go . : : 5 3 , ; : ; 381 
Please to come in. This is my daughter . : : : : 646 
Pouring slow digitalis into a phial_. : ; : ‘ : 447 
Praise be, praise be, to printers all. : : ! : ; 515 
Questions scuttle across his brain. ; ; : : : 719 
Quietly, quietly in from the fields. ‘ : : ; : 743 
Run, Orion. : ; ‘ ‘ : : F F : 761 
Said Chang Wu, in his need. 5 Sige ; ; F 662 
Said the warm South Wind. ; , ‘ : , 3 717 
Salcombe Hill and three hills more . ; ; ‘ 633 
Scribes and priests, hearken to me. ; : : : F 524 
Sea-scents, wild-rose scents y ; : 5 : ; ‘ 616 
See your God in the jelly-fish_ . : ; : ‘ : 622 
Shall I ever lie where I would lie. : : i 424 
She did not fear, ; : : ; : ; 614 
She had a laugh : : ‘ } ; ; ; , ; 451 
Silence is song unheard. é ; : ; : : : 763 
Snow on the bamboo, sigh and fall . ; ; 5 ; j 549 
So be it, the priest shall come . : 3 ; : ; j 513 


‘Solet it be’ . ; ; F ' ‘ : : ; ; 701 
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So they have found your heart, Voltaire 

Soft and fair by the Desert’s edge 

Softly the bamboo bends . 

Some night we shall come here. 

Spring has come up from the South again 
Spring is in the apple boughs 

Spring seized me in the wood . ‘ é 
Stand and feel the darkness softly around you . 
Star of achievement . : 

Still are the Maine pine woods 

Such beauty cannot be by chance 

Such was his greed of life and dread of ie Sica Er aed tom 
Sweep unrest . 

Swift mountain-water piling fa Eon. me 


Take care, O wisp of a moon 

Take twelve leaves of the male palm 

The bells of Osenéy 

The blood-red boughs of the prGdas- tree were Blooming spray 
by spray . ; 4 

The blue-bells ring in the bracken 

The butterfly and flower . 

The city of Herat 

The clouds in woe hang tar fe din 

The crane cries low on the brink of the bog 

The derelict’s crew are Hate and Fate and Revere AiG 
Treachery 

The dull ox, Sorrow, (nas my peat 

The evening sails come home . 

The frontiers freeze before us 

The heart of God is my demesne 

The hills I have never reached . 

The illimitable leaping of the sea 

The last finale had crashed 

The lightning seems a tongue . 

The lightning’s tide in the west surges 

The long coast curves and the cliffs rise up 

The long line of the foaming coast . 

The night air is still, my window open 

The passionless and imperceptible drifting 

The quivering terns dart wild and dive 

The rain is falling upon the fields 
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The rocks, lean fingers of the land 

The same thatch and food 

The scarecrow in the fields 

The sea asleep like a dreamer sighs . 

The sea-kings of Crete, Phoenicia, and Sci 

The sev is silent : 

The seraphs would sing to her 

The seven fleets of Venice j 

The shock came when I went up to hes corn ‘ 

The snail and I cling to the rock 

The stag was gone , 

The sun has set over Spain anal the lighes Pe Gibealter 
The telephone lines. 

The white breasts 

The wife of Judas Iscariot 

The wild geese find their way . 

The wind seems like a prayer . 

The wings of a dream striking along the eee 

The young moon is so shy 

The young moon, the evening star and mene 

There are three pines about the door 

There is a foe . , 

There is a land I know, avhere fou chchantmenre ever 
There is‘a moment between day and night 

There is a quest that calls me . 

There is in Egypt by the ancient Nile 

There is no day but leads me to : 

There is no moon, only the sea and stars . 

There isn’t any use in building a house 

There never was room for her anywhere 

They let him wander as he will 

This is the creed of little men . 

Thou art late, O Moon 

Though but an hour has sped . 

Though God should send me 

Three times the fog rolled in to-day, a ene Shroud: 
Three waves of the sea came up on the wind to me . 
Through a rush of rain the rush of a funeral train 
Through Gobiland’s sea of sand 

Through the night darkness, thick as «throbbing seit 
To-day all music. 5 x 
To-day the lightest treet : 

To-night as I was riding on a wave . 
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To-night I saw the new moon while the vesper bells were 
ringing 
Two weapons only he Gadaoneed man 


Under the Indian stars 

Under the sea, which is their fe ine rise 
Upon an image of immortal stone 

Up with her, do, out of her bed 


Water, under white bridges, lilied water, under the marble 

We have taught you bridle and saddle 

We met upon the street . : 

What am I reading? He is dead 

What are you doing, little day-moon 

‘What has fallen into my heart?’ 

What have I gathered the years did not ake from me 

What is Chance? Circumstance 

What, it is dawn? The oo s ready : and on aa the 
Book . 

What memories have I of; it 

What shall I do when blows blind me 

When I lie unsleeping 

When I return to the world apain 

When I struggle, with human hands 

When I think beauty has ended, in my heart, for ever 

When I was far from the sea’s voice and vastness 

When it is done 

When Maisie came to Wiaichwocd Hill . 

When the wind is low, and the sea is soft 

When winds grieve in the willow 

Where the fair golden idols ; 

Where the road leads from Delhi to the South. 

Who looks too long from his window 

Whose touch, ancestral, far 

Why should I not forget you : ‘ 

Wild geese, was it you that I heard in ie igen cee 
while leaves were flying 

Will the earth-poetry of Greece never ae 

Wind, rain, and thunder last night wildly intoned 

Winter . . . and still winter 

Winter is here 

Wisdom is on me 
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Within a city I paused, in pity 0 , : : ; : 607 
Within his heart East shall be one . : ; : : : 504 
You are not with me—only the moon : ; ‘ F 462 
You are strong, tide-breaking granite : é 625 
You have hurt beauty for her . : , : ; ‘ 2 429 
You hear their blasphemies, O God . : ° : : : ror 
You know that rock on a rocky coast 5 ; 3 , ; 71S 
You, sir! let me out : é ; : : : c ‘ 710 
You whoare old. : ; : : : : 422 
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